


Synopsis 


The worst student of Westroad Academy. The disgrace of the 
Blake House. A new soul enters the body of Frey Blake, who 
couldn’t overcome his miserable life and chose death 
instead. “What’s with this body? l'Il have to work on tuning 
it from scratch.” The Great Mage Lucas Trowman, with the 
body of Frey Blake, gains a chance at revenge! 


Prologue 


The man opened his eyes and absent-mindedly took note of 
his surroundings. 


‘This Is..." 

It was a place so dilapidated that it couldn't be considered a 
room. The dusty, cramped area made it difficult to even 
stretch one's legs. 

"Ugh..." 

His head throbbed. Memories surged forth like waves. If he 
were an ordinary person, his mind would have collapsed at 
this moment. However, the man only furrowed his brow. 

me am..." 


The man continued speaking with an uncertain expression. 


"Frey Blake, third son of the Blake House and student at 
Westroad Academy but at the same time..." 


Taking a breath, he called out his true name. 
“Lucas Trowman." 


If there was someone else present, they would have 
certainly looked upon him as a mad man. 


Lucas Trowman. A name that was hailed as the greatest 


mage in human history. 
"Finally... I'm finally out." 
A smile bloomed on Lucas' face. It was his first emergence 


since the great mage suddenly vanished from the continent 
4,000 years ago. 


Chapter 1: The Academy's 
Worst Student(1 ) 


"Frey might kill himself." 


Professor Dio felt a splitting headache upon hearing those 
words. It would be better if it were a joke, but not a single 
student at the academy was brazen enough to play this kind 
of prank on him. In other words, this student was telling the 
truth. 


"Tell me what's going on." 
The student trembled at the frigid tone of his voice. 
"It's about David and his group..." 


David. When that name was spoken, Dio was barraged by a 
series of worsening headaches, adding to the one prior. 


David Stonehazard. Although he was only a sophomore, he 
was also a student whose decorum was closely being 
watched by Dio. He was not an individual with good 
intentions. 

The fact that his parents were counts bore no significance to 
the professor, as Dio's house also carried a notable 
reputation of similar standing. Moreover, since entering the 
academy, David couldn't openly defy him even if he was a 
duke's child. The problem was that David was very cunning. 


He knew how to use his parents’ halo most effectively and 


excelled in finding various ways to exploit loopholes in the 
school rules. On top of that, he was vicious. In particular, he 
was even showing some kind of fanatical obsession with 
trampling on the weak. It was a public fact everyone was 
aware of, but never mentioned. 


Frey, abandoned by his family, was the best prey for David 
to unleash his darkest desires to his heart's content. 


"What did David do?" 


"He said he was going to break both of Frey's arms tomorrow 
afternoon during the practical training session." 


"Both arms?" 


"That's not all. He plans on crushing the vocal cords and 
completely blinding him... to-to make him incapable of using 
magic ever again." 


If both his arms were broken, vocal cords crushed, and his 
sight lost, it was evident that Frey would be unable to use 
magic unless he were an 8-star magician from the past era. 


However, yet another weakness remained after taking away 
all of those abilities. Frey Blake's mana sensitivity was so 
hopelessly low that it was embarrassing to even call hima 
magician. Even an illiterate commoner would respond better 
to mana. It was hard to believe that such a disaster came 
from the prestigious Blake family. As a result, his family 
treated him as filth, causing him to flee to attend the 
academy. 


For a year, the students, unaware of Frey's family situation, 
treaded carefully around him because he was a Blake. Some 
even pretended to be close out of fear of falling down the 


social ladder. Nonetheless, as Frey's history came into light, 
all the students ultimately turned their backs or mocked 
him. 


The disgrace of the Blake House. That was Frey's position in 
the academy. 


Dio rubbed his temples and sighed. He didn't think badly of 
Frey. Rather, he viewed him in a positive light. He was an 
exceptionally bright student, and his passion for magic was 
second to none. 


However, God had given Frey only passion and no talent. 


The practical training session was tomorrow. David wouldn't 
really make Frey a half-paralytic, but he'd probably break 
one of his arms. 


Not to mention David's family wouldn't need to bother to 
cover the incident up. The Stonehazard House had a 
particularly strong influence on the faculty of the academy. 


Perhaps the Blake House wouldn't make an issue of it either. 
Rather, they may have been hoping for such a result. Most 
aristocrats were already aware of the rumor of Frey possibly 
being an illegitimate child. 

‘What scum.’ 


Professor Dio's wintry gaze lowered. The bloodthirst in his 
eyes so fierce that the student in front of him hiccuped. 


"... It ll be curfew soon, so return to the dorms. | will go see 
Frey." 


"Ye-Yes sir." 


He nodded and hurried back. Like the student prior, many 
found David's wicked acts disagreeable. It was just that no 
one could show it openly. 


Dio rose from his seat. 
'I need to hurry.' 
He should be in the cheapest dorm next to the stable. Dio's 


pace hastened, hoping that Frey had not already seen it 
through. 
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Lucas quickly regained his composure. For a moment, he 
was overwhelmed with his newfound freedom from the 
damned seal, but he should not be too excited. 


Lucas began to grasp the situation at once. 

‘It took much longer than I thought.' 

He could determine roughly 4,000 years had passed since 
he was sealed away. For nearly forty centuries, he had 
endured. 

Among all those long years, it was his first time gaining a 
physical body. All he could do was simply stare at his 


surroundings. 


The moment he dreamed of became a reality at last. But 
there was a problem. 


"This guy is my reincarnation." 


Recalling fragments of Frey's life left him with a migraine. 
Frey Blake. 


He was born the third son of a rather prestigious family of 
magicians. No matter. From the start, it was of no importance 
to Lucas whether his new body was the child of a commoner 
or an illegitimate one of the emperor. 


The problem lied with the man named Frey. 
‘His sensitivity to mana is abysmal.’ 


How could such terrible talent be born from a prestigious 
magician family! It was no exaggeration to say that he 
lacked talent entirely. Because of this, only the most basic, 
l-star spell Magic Missile could be used. 


"You've had a miserable upbringing." 


Frey's childhood was filled only with degradation from his 
mother, humiliation, and fear. He could not find happy 
memories no matter how hard he tried. For him, blood ties 
did not mean family. 


He had two older brothers directly above him, whose talents 
were outstanding. If Frey was a pebble rolling on the dirt, 
they were brilliantly shining jewels. Nevertheless, since they 
were a family, they should have taken care of them. But no 
one had even bothered. The two older brothers lacked 
upright personalities despite their brilliant talents, and so 
did their parents. 


"And then he entered the academy as if he were driven out." 


Lucas's attention shifted to the dingy blanket where a large 


number of pills scattered about. 
'Pills.' 


It was a simple sleeping pill, but if he swallowed so much at 
once and waited, there was only one result. Suicide. Frey 
wanted to escape his despair by death. 


‘That was how I was able to obtain this body.’ 


It was safe to assume that Frey's spirit had already left. Frey 
himself would also think he was dead. The moment he gave 
up his life, Frey had completely abandoned any lingering 
desires to continue living. Thanks to him, Lucas was able to 
take over Frey's body. 


Though he couldn't say that they were entirely different 
existences. He accepted all of Frey's memories. He was 
currently Lucas, however Frey's mind and memories blended 
together with his own. 


Lucas gradually began to rummage through Frey's 
memories. He had been confined for as long as 4,000 years. 
On occasion, Lucas was able to catch glimpses of the outside 
world through the eyes of someone else, but the cycle was 
awfully long and even worse, irregular. 

Sometimes he had been left in the dark for hundreds of 
years. The information available was fragmentary, and his 
questions about the outside trends were more often 
amplified than they were answered. 


‘| need more information.’ 
Lucas closed his eyes and accepted Frey's memories bit by 


bit. However, his expression became increasingly warped. 
With his eyebrows furrowed, he scowled as if he found 


something distinctly abnormal. When he finished sorting 
through all his memories, he had no choice but to grind his 
teeth. 


"Nonsense." 

It was difficult to accept. 

"4,000 years! No less than 4,000 years have passed...!" 
Magecraft should have already progressed by leaps and 
bounds. At least that was what Lucas had expected. Yet, the 
current world he saw through Frey's memories was shocking. 
"Is there no difference from those times?" 

The development of society, the economy, as well as 
magecraft, was minimal. The same was true of technological 
progress. It was as if time had been frozen for 4,000 years. 
Even magic itself seemed to have regressed. 4,000 years 
ago, only the Great Mage Lucas could reach 9-stars, but 
there were quite a few 8-star mages just below him. But 
now, let alone 8-stars, it was as if there were only but a few 
7-stars. 

Were they all gone? If not, perhaps hiding their existences? 
Nothing could be done for now, so it was pointless to erupt 
in anger. Sighing, Lucas cooled his emotions and thought 
about what to do first. 


‘For starters...' 


Regaining his former power was his top priority. Right now 
Frey's mana reserves were less than a cup of water. If not an 


ocean like it was in the past, at least mana the amount of a 
lake should be collected. 


The sound of knocking abruptly filled the room. Who could it 
be? 


Lucas worried for a moment, then rose and opened the door. 
A cold-looking man stood before him. His blond hair was 
slicked back while a monocle adorned his face, giving him 
an austere impression. 


"I apologize for intruding so late." 


Lucas frowned and picked through his memories. It was not 
difficult to recall the identity of the man in front of him. 


‘Professor Dio Persman.' 


One of the three most famous professors in the academy. 
Students liked to call him'Iron Heart’. Befitting his 
nickname, he had an iron heart which rarely showed 
emotion. 


And. 
‘Pretty good.' 


Lucas noticed Dio's level at a glance. He was a 5-star 
magician whose age seemed to have been somewhere in his 
thirties. It was a great achievement, even considering talent. 
He probably focused on training day and night. 


Meanwhile, Dio was surprised in his own way. He realized 
that Frey's mood had gone through drastic changes. His 


drooping eyebrows were strong, and his shrunken shoulders 
were straight. 


His submissive appearance had become indifferent. That 
alone gave him a completely different impression as if the 
person himself had become another. 

‘What in the world could have happened?" 

Dio looked at Frey suspiciously. 


"Those are..." 


His face hardened at the sight of the large number of pills 
scattered about the bed. 


Chapter 2: The Academy's 
Worst Student(2) 


"Frey, what are those?" 

Lucas looked at the pills strewn all over the bed and replied. 
"Sleeping pills." 

“That wasn't what | meant. What I want to know is-" 
"Swallowing five would cause you to lose consciousness, 


while ten puts your life at risk. I'm aware of what you want to 
talk about, professor." 


Dio was astonished. The timid Frey he knew would never cut 
him off. Moreover, the timbre of his voice was much more 
powerful than he could remember. 


"I'm sorry to have caused you to worry, but it's not going to 
happen." 


His voice was firm, a quality not found in the original Frey. 
Dio was flustered, but soon made a guess. 


'Was it a great awakening?' 


Perhaps he did swallow the pills and arrived on the brink of 
death, only to survive by the will of the heavens. He must 


have gone through a multitude of inner changes. If an 
outsider heard this, they would object in fervor. But however 
rare, Some magicians have gained strength after passing 
through the veil of death. Moreover, raising the level of 
one's magic a star higher also results in the strengthening of 
one's mental power. The more he thought about it, the more 
he believed it to be true. 


The reality was different, but Dio's mind was set. 
"I'll need to retrieve the pills." 
"Yes sir." 


Lucas personally picked up the pills scattered on the bed 
and handed them to Dio. Taking them, he nodded. 


"Frey, | won't ask you how you got this many sleeping pills. 
However, keep in mind that | cannot allow such behavior 
twice." 


"I understand, sir." 


Dio intended to leave at those words, but he turned his head 
and added. 


"It seems like something fortuitous occurred. 
Congratulations." 


Lucas nodded with an unsure expression. 
"Thank you." 


"But make sure to skip the practical training session 
tomorrow afternoon." 


"What do you mean?" 


It was really an honest question for Lucas, but Dio's 
expression became rigid as if he thought he was trying to 
feign innocence. 


"You don't think you'll be able to defeat David just because 
you climbed a rank, do you? He's well-known for being an 
excellent 3-star magician. You won't be able to do it as you 
are now." 


ul 2" 


"I'll tell the professor in charge of the afternoon class, so go 
to bed early." 


Dio parted with those words. Lucas remembered David's 
threat. 


"I'm going to make you half-dead in tomorrow's practical 
training session." 


"Bastard of the Blake House!" 
"Hahaha! You can look forward to it!" 


A contemptuous cackling brunette came to mind. His name 
was David Stonehazard. 


When he recalled David's face, sweat pooled on his palms. 
Frey was frightened. But the fear soon vanished without a 
trace; his identity as Lucas forbade him to be afraid of such 
a teeny brat. 


“Tomorrow's training session." 


Lucas was not worried. There was a mountain of work to be 
done ahead of him. In comparison, the problem of a little kid 
like David was not worth his effort. Deciding to head outside 
first, he opened the door and left the dormitory. 


Lucas breathed deeply, the brisk night air permeating his 
lungs. It had an unpleasant odor. Frey's memories let him 
know precisely where he stood. 


‘The student dorms.' 


It was the worst dormitory among them. Because it was near 
a garbage disposal site and a stable, the air smelled foul. 
Even worse, it took as long as 20 minutes to walk to the 
main building. As a result, there were less than 10 people 
living in the large space. 


Lucas surveyed his surroundings and found an area where 
mana thickly concentrated. It took little effort since the area 
in question was the dormitory's backyard. It was a place 
hardly visited by others and was left mostly untouched. 
Hence, the nearby natural mana had been preserved to 
some extent. 


‘But what a shame...' 

Lucas thought of the places he used to train at in the past. 
Glaciers that no human set foot upon, rivers of flowing lava, 
and summits that seemed to pierce the heavens... All of 
them were natural areas that allowed him to feel the purest 
mana. Regrettably, he knew that as he was now, he could 
not go anywhere near those areas without losing his life. 


"Let's not be impatient." 


Lucas muttered to himself. Patience should be exercised 
thoroughly. Not only that, it was crucial that he remained 
level-headed without ever losing sight of the anger which 
drove him. Closing his eyes, he began to steadily 
concentrate. 
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What Lucas was practicing was the most basic training 
technique called assimilation. The goal was to become one 
with nature through immersion. It was his former friend, 
Schweizer Straw, who devised this training method. 
Recalling him left Lucas a bit nostalgic. 


The most distinctive feature of this practice was that the 
effect varied greatly depending on the mental discipline of 
the trainee. In the past, when Frey would do this training all 
day, the mana he was able to concentrate amounted only to 
a handful of dust. Lucas on the other hand... 


The sun steadily climbed over the horizon. Nevertheless, 
Lucas did not move an inch and maintained his posture. He 
slowly opened his eyes, which were overflowing with a 
cerulean aura. To an onlooker, it would have been an 
astounding sight. The cerulean energy that was clearly 
visible at first glance was the manifestation of mana. The 
heady concentration was unmistakable proof of reaching 
five stars. 


"Ugk!" 
Lucas vomited a mass of foreign matter. The putrid black 


substance reeked. Before long, similar liquids began to 
trickle out from pores all over his body. 


It was the impurities accumulated in this body since Frey 
was born. In order to move mana more efficiently, they 
needed to be cleared first. The movement speed would 
increase drastically from just this purge alone. In addition, 
the body could now be cloaked with mana more easily, 
making it possible to engage in a fierce battle with sufficient 
maneuverability. 


"Ugk..." 


For about a dozen minutes, Lucas sat down and spewed 
forth an amount of black liquid so great that it was 
unthinkable to have come from such a small body. Once 
finished, he sighed with a satisfied look. Although he 
smelled dreadful and his clothes were drenched with the 
black substance, he was full of vigor. 


Looking at the mass of impurities that left his body, Lucas 
muttered. 


"This guy's blood vessels were blocked so severely, it's 
abnormal." 


It was almost unbelievable that he was a child of a renowned 
magician family. His blood vessels were tightly clogged, and 
his sensitivity was hopeless. 

"... Though impurities this great cannot be natural." 

He couldn't tell if someone had a hand in this. It was not 
improbable, as Frey had a missing memory from his 
childhood. 


ul Hmm..." 


He decided to put away his thoughts for now. In any case, 
Lucas was successful in raising his power to the fifth star. 
Magecraft laid within the realm of the mind, not the body. 
Though it was obvious that the two could not be separated 
entirely. However, as long as he remembered himself as the 
Great Mage Lucas Trowman, it was only a matter of time 
before he regained his original position. 


He was certain that time would be greatly reduced. 
‘But right now, five stars is the limit.' 


Frey's body could collapse if he was too rash. How could he 
waste this body so vainly? Lucas shook his head and waved 
his hands. 


A loud rumble echoed. At that moment, the ground was 
uprooted and dirt rose from the earth. Transient Spear! It 
was an advanced spell only 5-star magicians or higher could 
use with ease. Frey took some of the upturned soil and 
masked the impurities on his body. There was still an awful 
stench, but no one would find it odd since he resided near 
the garbage dump. 


He then returned to the dormitory, as cleaning his body took 
precedence. It was still dawn and not many lived there in 
the first place, so he was able to wash alone. 


When Lucas was done, he began changing into his student 
uniform. Seeing his face reflected in the dusty mirror, he 
murmured. 


"Well, you've got a pretty good face." 


Lucas said it offhandedly, but in fact his appearance had 
changed a great deal overnight. As the impurities in his 


body were removed, his skin became dewy while his eyes 
glistened. Even his unkempt hair was now as silky as a 
noble's. Frey was not ugly to begin with. Rather, he was 
strikingly handsome. However, the usual Frey had always 
cowered with his back curved, shoulders shrunken, and 
head bowed. 


But now he was different. His waist and shoulders were 
straight, and his always trembling eyes were firm. Overall, 
the impression he gave had changed remarkably. 


Frey's appearance now shone as if a diamond in the rough 
had been thoroughly polished through persistent 
workmanship. So much that the students who knew him 
would not easily recognize him. In that sense, Lucas was 
indifferent. 


As he finished changing, he realized that both his stomach 
and throat ached painfully, evidence that he needed 
sustenance. His thirst for mana was satiated, so now his 
body desperately craved a meal. He wanted to eat. Anything 
would do. He just wanted to chew, swallow, and drink. 


‘The cafeteria is in the main building.’ 


He headed straight to the cafeteria. It was early in the 
morning, so there were only a few people present. In the 
past, he preferred quiet meals, but after 4,000 years of 
being stuck in a space with nothing, more silence than 
necessary felt uncomfortable. The current low hum was just 
right. The clatter of dining utensils, the whirring of the busy 
kitchen, and the low roar of the students’ chatter created a 
tranquil atmosphere. 


Wheat bread and hot soup. Something so simple caused 
tears to well in Lucas’ eyes as he ate. 


‘Delicious.’ 


It was his first meal in 4,000 years, so he probably would 
have had a similar reaction even if he chewed on roadside 
weeds. Lucas ate the soup with care as if it was the best one 
he ever had. The food at Westroad Academy's cafeteria 
deeply moved him, living up to it's stellar reputation. 


With a sigh, he finished his meal. Lucas wanted to close his 
eyes and immerse himself in the lingering bliss of satiety, 
but he could not afford it. 


He quickly regained his senses and headed to the classroom 
where his first class took place. The reason why he wanted 
to attend class was simple. 


‘Frey's knowledge is lacking.' 


Since he liked to study, he was a bit more knowledgeable 
compared to his peers, but he was still like a frog in a well. 
Lucas needed to figure out how the current world operated. 
In this sense, his position as a student at the academy was 
perfect. He intended to use his current status to its fullest 
until he could grasp the situation and gather enough 
information. 


Lucas decided to live as Frey for the time being. 
‘This is it.’ 


He opened the classroom door and entered not as Lucas, but 
as Frey. 


Chapter 3: The Academy's 
Worst Student(3 ) 


"Such a shame. The coward couldn't even kill himself 
properly." 


As David spoke confidently, the man called Jack next to him 
shook his head. 


"Nah. Someone saw that son of a bitch sneak a bunch of 
sleeping pills from the infirmary yesterday. He must've heard 
the rumors that you could die a painless death by 
swallowing a bunch at the same time." 

“He must've not taken the pills then." 

David agreed with the other man Anthony. 


"I think so, too." 


"Damn it. Want to make a bet, then? | bet ten meal tickets 
that he died." 


"Then | bet that he didn't." 
"Same." 
"Let's do five each." 


Looking at each other, they grinned. The other students in 
the classroom glanced in their direction distastefully. No 


matter how they thought about it, David's wickedness had 
gone too far. It was unbelievable how he could bet on others’ 
lives so easily. Even so, there was no one who dared to 
openly defy him. 


It was not just his behavior that kept some of them quiet. 
David had better skills and was from a house of much higher 
status than them. But such students were usually indifferent 
to the business of others. They were the type to not move 
until David's party tried to murder someone in the 
classroom. The rest of the students were weak and clumsily 
avoided Frey out of fear of being targeted. Some were even 
thankful for Frey being there. 


It was then that the door opened, which quickly caught 
David's attention. A handsome man entered the classroom. 
His neat figure and calm expression exuded indifference. 
Though now was not the time for such empty thoughts. 


‘Isn't that Frey?" 


He almost didn't recognize him if it weren't for his unique, 
faded grey hair. 


"What?" 
"That's Frey, right?" 


Other students also chatted among themselves. It seemed 
that David was not the only one bewildered by his sudden 
change. 


Frey looked around the classroom and leisurely made eye 
contact with David. For a short while, their gazes were 
locked onto each other. David thought that Frey's expression 
would be full of dread as usual, but it wasn't. He didn't know 


what happened last night, but human nature did not change 
SO easily. 


‘Hurry and lower your eyes already.' 


He had it seen dozens of times. The self-conscious demeanor 
that was unfitting of someone from the distinguished Blake 
House. But it was natural for Frey, the disgrace abandoned 
by his family and the academy's worst student. 


However today's Frey was different from usual. He ignored 
David and his typical high-strung appearance was strangely 
relaxed. He had never seen Frey walk with his back so 
straight. 


Frey went to his seat, sat down, and took out a textbook 
from his desk. He started reading each page in fascination 
as if he was lost in his own world. 


"Hah." 


David unwittingly exclaimed, dumbfounded. His reaction 
was rather dry. Meanwhile Jack and Anthony's faces were 
already distorted. They made eye contact with Frey and had 
the same reaction. Jack became impatient and wanted to 
speak up, but David called Frey's name first. 


"Frey Blake." 
Frey turned his head and looked at David with indifference. 
Even his uselessly glossy face today was unpleasant. He 


continued boldly. 


"Look. Didn't I tell you? The bastard's a coward who's too 
afraid to even die." 


Jack and Anthony, who had frozen at David's words, quickly 
remembered their roles. Their faces filled with ridicule and 
contempt. 


"Yeah yeah, you win." 

"God this sucks. Here, your meal tickets." 

Among them, Jack felt the worst. Not just from Frey's 
attitude, but also because he just blew 10 meal tickets. He 
calmed himself, approached Frey and sneered. 


"What's wrong? Did you eat something wrong yesterday?" 


He spoke in a gentle tone that seemed to be filled with 
friendly concern, but his expression was murderous. 


But Frey did not respond and just kept reading his textbook. 
Jack's face hardened. Infuriated, he walked over as fast as he 
could and took away Frey's book. Only then did he look up 
at him. 


"What's your problem?" 

"What's your problem? Hah." 

Jack was about to spew a string of curses. However, the 
moment he received Frey's attention, he stopped without 
even realizing it. 

'W-what's with this bastard. Those eyes...’ 

His bottomless gaze seemed to peer inside of him. Jack 


forced himself to keep smiling, feeling both unnerved and 
terrified. 


"Y-You thought sleeping pills were good for your skin, huh? 
Seeing the oil oozing from your face." 


"Pfft haha!" 


Anthony busted out laughing at his joke, causing Jack to 
regain confidence. 


“Give me your meal ticket, Frey." 
"Meal ticket?" 
"Yeah, | just lost ten from my bet." 


The tension from earlier had completely left him. Waving the 
book he took from Frey, Jack continued. 


"| bet ten meal tickets on you dying, so how could you show 
up to class like this? Thanks to you, I'm gonna starve for a 
while." 

"Bwahaha!" 


"Yeah it's Frey's fault!" 


David and Anthony jeered enthusiastically. In comparison, 
Frey's reaction was simple. 


"F*ck off." 


Once again, silence engulfed the classroom. The students 
gaped at Frey with their eyes wide open. Of course, Jack's 
expression stood out the most. 


"What did you say?" 

His hesitation toward Frey disappeared in an instant and 
turned into anger. Jack had a very imposing physique and 
vicious impression for a magician. When seen by others, he 
would even be mistaken as a mercenary. 


When Jack grated his teeth threateningly, some of the weak- 
hearted students paled. 


Frey, on the other hand, remained calm. Actually, he was 
rather annoyed by him. 


"Give me my book back and get lost." 

Jack was not the type to be babbling over such provocations. 
He immediately put his anger into action. His cauldron-sized 
fist struck Frey in the face. 

"Huh?" 

Or so he thought. 

'What?' 


Jack quickly realized that Frey was standing right next to 
him. 


'W-what happened ?' 
When did the guy who was just sitting in his seat stand up? 
He felt like he had seen a ghost. Whereas Frey simply stared 


at the dumbfounded Jack. 


‘What the hell is up with this guy?’ 


As he scrutinized these guys in more detail, Frey's memories 
clearly surfaced - from the moment he had entered the 
academy to the end of his life. 


In the beginning, his life was decent. Everyone smiled and 
treated Frey well, and he was happy. He felt as if he had 
finally found a place to belong. 


That was until they had discovered the truth. He had a 
hopeless mana sensitivity and could not even use 1-star 
spells properly. Even worse, he was a totally abandoned son 
of the Blake House. 


"Trash." 


"A bastard like you doesn't even deserve to attend the 
academy." 


"I'm begging you, so just hurry up and die." 


In Frey's memory, David's horde were devils. Even Lucas' 
impregnable mental strength could not prevent Frey's body 
from trembling so weakly. He could guess how much he had 
suffered until now. He had had a hard and painful life. Above 
all, it was due to the fact that he had no one to rely on. 


Frey accepted his memories completely. And at the same 
time, he made a judgment. Frey did not intend to retaliate 
against David and his party. This was because the level 
difference was too great. It is like an adult getting involved 
in a playground dispute. 


But it was not the same. David's party's atrocious acts were 
as vicious as any other corrupt aristocrat. 
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"W-what?" 


Jack was a little scared from the sudden change in Frey's 
attitude and how he vanished and reappeared like a ghost. 
But mainly it was his eyes. 


His eyes were like bottomless pits. Just by looking into them, 
he felt as if he was being sucked into his soul. 


Frey recalled his memories when he was Lucas. By the time 
he was hailed as the Great Mage, he had garnered another 
name, the Great Teacher. He raised, led, and supported 
many of his disciples. 


However, he did not consider himself a good man. Because 
Lucas never forgave those who pointed a sword at him. 
Nevertheless, thanks to him nurturing a spirit of deep 
discipline, unnecessary disputes tended to be avoided as 
much as possible. 

But now it was different. 4,000 years. 


He had been sealed in the abyss for a long time. Regardless 
of how much Lucas kept his reason intact, it was difficult to 
stay alone in a space where there was nothing. He had been 
on the brink of madness hundreds of times, and had several 
occasions where his consciousness had nearly been 
consumed. 


But Lucas had succeeded in maintaining his self-awareness. 
How? There was only one way. He expelled his violent 


emotions endlessly. He constantly recalled the beings who 
had sealed himself away. His outrage neared bloodthirst. For 


months, he would mutter words of hatred and curses so 
profane that they were difficult to say aloud. 


Clear mirror, still water (000D) was essential to increase the 
rank of one's magic, but Lucas at that time had no choice. 
Had he maintained only such static emotions, his 
consciousness would have been consumed by the abyss 
ages ago. 


Phwack! 
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Jack was unable to make a sound. All of a sudden, he felt 
severe pain in his abdomen and could not even breathe 
properly. He felt like he had been impaled by a spear. His 
eyes rolled back, and he lost consciousness, his body 
slamming against the ground with an audible thud. 


"W-what was that?" 
"What's going on?" 


Jack had fallen down in an instant. At least it appeared that 
way to the students in the classroom. No one saw what really 
happened. 


I I 


It was Frey. His actions were surprisingly simple. After 
activating mana all over his body to drastically improve his 
physical ability, he brought his fist into Jack's stomach. And 
with a faster move than the previous, he recovered it. 


However, this series of processes was unorthodoxly fast. At 
least to an extent the other students would never realize. 


Chapter 4: The Academy's 
Worst Student(4) 


"Jack!" 
Anthony rushed over to examine Jack. 
‘He fainted?" 


Why all of a sudden? Anthony's eyes turned to Frey. He was 
sitting at his desk again, reading his textbook. 


‘From the timing, I'm sure this fucker did something.’ 


But did he have such a talent? Wasn't he just a lowly 
student who could only use Magic Missile? 


Just as Anthony tried to speak, the door opened and 
Professor Dio came in. It was already time for morning class 
to begin. His gaze reached Anthony, who wobbled where he 
stood, and Jack who was out cold. 


"Anthony, what is going on? Why is Jack laying on the 
floor?" 


"T-that's... he just suddenly fell down." 
"Suddenly?" 


Puzzled, Dio approached Jack. He then turned him over and 
examined his condition. 


‘These are...' 


Dio's face hardened. He felt faint, lingering traces of mana 
on Jack's stomach so weak that they would go unnoticed if it 
weren't for his keen perception. 


‘These are traces of martial arts skills using mana.' 


It meant that this was the work of a magic warrior. Moreover, 
it was not something a mere student could have done. 


Quick and intricate. He was certain that there was not a 
single professor who had this level of skill. Who could have 
done this? Dio's eyes wandered around and reached Frey. He 
was engrossed in reading, not sparing any attention to Jack 
who had fallen nearby. 


"Tell me the details." 

Dio's razor-sharp, azure eyes swept through the classroom. 
Every student who met his gaze flinched. After a moment's 
hesitation, David stepped up and said. 

"Jack and Frey were talking for a moment but..." 

Those two? Talking? Even Dio, who treated his students 
indifferently, knew of David's relationship with Frey. They 
were not on friendly enough terms to talk. 

David paused mid-speech when he met Dio's gaze. 


"he just suddenly collapsed." 


When Dio looked away from him, David felt a cold sweat 
down his back. Then Anthony said. 


“P-Professor, how's Jack?" 


".. He seems like he'll be Knocked unconscious for a while. 
Don't worry, it's nothing life-threatening." 


"What made him collapse?" 
".. Well, | think I'll need to examine him further." 


There was no need to tell the student about the martial arts 
as he would not understand. Dio paused briefly, then said. 


"I'm taking the morning class off." 
"Huh?" 


"I'll arrange for a substitute professor. Everyone, wait in the 
classroom." 


Dio intended to study Jack's symptoms in more detail. While 
unlikely, it could have been the work of an outsider. 


"Which professor will take over?" 


“Professor Kevin arrived earlier today. | know he doesn't have 
anything scheduled this morning, so I'll ask him." 


At Dio's words, the students fell into despair. Professor Kevin. 
He was also one of the three most notable professors at the 
academy, which included Dio. However, his evaluation was 
the worst among the students. 


Although Dio had a cold personality, he was deeply 
respected by the students. His abilities were remarkable and 
his high-quality classes were easy to understand. 


But Kevin was different. He behaved pretentiously even 
though he had the worst skills among the professors and 
was extremely harsh. None of the students liked him. He had 
a severe inferiority complex, especially towards Dio, as well 
as another professor named Adelia. If Dio asked him to 
substitute, he would certainly accept to do so thinking he 
got one over on him. 

Dio left carrying Jack on his back. 


The students sighed and prepared for Kevin's class. At that 
moment, David approached Frey and spoke bitterly. 


"What did you do?" 


"No, there's no way you could've done anything my eyes 
wouldn't catch." 


David concluded that it was just a coincidence and laughed 
to reassure himself. 


"Don't ditch afternoon practice." 

Then he looked straight at Anthony and said. 

"We should skip class." 

"It's Professor Kevin's class, though. Will it be okay?" 
"It will. I'm sure Professor Kevin will understand." 


As David said so with a grin, Anthony also smiled. Kevin 
realized that he could not touch David. 


He finally looked at Frey. Even with the commotion that 
occurred just a short while ago, there was little change in his 
expression. 


‘Yeah, keep up that attitude. I'm looking forward to seeing 
what kind of face you'll make when I crush you.’ 


He was going to end it with breaking an arm, but now he 
thought it would be better to take an eye, too. 


With that, David and Anthony left the classroom. 
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"Ah, of course." 


Kevin was a balding middle-aged man with half his hair 
already gone. The protruding lower lip, slanted eyes, hooked 
nose, and bulging belly made him look more like a thief than 
a magician. 


"| look forward to your kind cooperation." 
At Dio's words, Kevin burst into laughter. 


"Don't worry. Professor Dio himself bowed and begged me to 
do my best! Haha!" 


He made sure to strongly emphasize the "begging" part. Dio 
neither bowed nor begged, but he nodded once because he 
did not want to waste time childishly arguing with him. 
Kevin headed to the classroom grinning ear to ear. In the 
first place, he did not really hate teaching classes. Rather, it 
was more of a preference. 


Most of the students at Westroad Academy displayed trust 
and respect to their professors. Even if they were displeased, 
few people showed it openly. 


Kevin liked that. It was the reason he tried so hard to 
become a professor at Westroad. He struggled to the point of 
having nosebleeds, but the fruit was so sweet. 


If he lacked the same professor's position, he would never be 
spoken to politely from elites such as Dio and Adelia. He 
would be lucky to not be ordered around, let alone be asked 
for a favor. 


When Kevin opened the door and entered, most of the 
students looked up without delay. The grades for each 
subject could only be determined by the professor in charge. 
In other words, if a student displeased him in any way, they 
would receive poor grades regardless of their actual scores. 


The quick-witted students knew what expression Kevin liked 
the most. When he saw the students’ bright eyes, Kevin 
laughed softly. 


"I'm not sure if you were already aware, but due to 
unavoidable circumstances, | will be in charge of the lessons 
this morning. Then, everyone, open your textbooks." 


The students rushed to open their textbooks. Knowing 
Kevin's fastidious personality, they had all taken out their 
books in advance. 


Frey was lost fora moment because he did not know what 
subject Kevin was in charge of teaching. He looked around 
and saw the title of a book taken out by another student. 


‘The History of Magecratt.' 


Fortunately, all of his textbooks were already on the desk. 
He began to sort them out one at a time. His figure stood out 
and caught Kevin's attention. 


At first, he did not recognize Frey. But upon seeing his 
signature grey hair, he immediately realized his identity. 


‘Frey Blake? That bastard's back in my class?" 


Frey Blake. He was a notorious student in the academy, so 
Kevin obviously knew of him. He disliked Frey. He wanted to 
be respected by the children of distinguished families who 
were carefully selected from all over the country. He did not 
have a speck of interest in what a lesser-born illegitimate 
child thought of him. 


Rather, he thought that Frey was the one who lowered the 
quality of his classes. After letting him know that his efforts 
would never get him anywhere, Kevin had driven him out 
very cruelly. 


Frey Blake ran out of class with his face flushed and never 
attended since. Kevin thought he would never see him 
sitting there again. 


‘What kind of wind's blowing today for this to happen?’ 


Moreover, the air around Frey seemed to have changed 
Slightly. Kevin naturally could not recall Frey's appearance in 
detail, but his frightened eyes and his shriveled shoulders 
were unforgettable. 


But the Frey now was imposing. There was strength behind 
his gaze, and his back was straight. If it weren't for the color 
of his hair, Kevin would not believe he was Frey. 


‘Hmm. ' 


It did not matter. Although he could not tell what was going 
on in Frey's mind, kicking that spineless brat out again was 
no big deal. Grinning widely, Kevin said. 


"Frey, it's been a while since I've seen you. Was there any 
special reason for not attending my class?" 


Frey found the textbook just in time, and replied while 
putting the rest back. 


"| couldn't find the right time." 


"Maybe there was something that you thought was more 
important than my class?" 


Kevin said forcefully with his teeth clenched. Initially, it was 
the result of his harassment, but now Frey was speaking as if 
he had rejected Kevin's class on his own. 


The other students looked at Frey with half worry and half 
expectation. Most of them realized that Frey had changed a 
bit by witnessing how he had stood up to David's crowd. 


However, this time his opponent was Kevin, the most 
disliked of all the professors. He would not be able to rebel 
like before. 


"| guess so." 


Frey responded lightly. Someone among the students 
gasped loudly. They were not alone, as most of the others 


had similar reactions. Then, 
"Oh...?" 


Kevin's face hardened. 


Chapter 5: To Change 
Overnight(1 ) 


It would be meaningless to show his anger here. Frey was a 
student while he was a professor. If he stooped to his level, 
his authority would only plummet. Kevin smiled and clapped 
his hands. 


“Good, good. All right. Some things are more important than 
class. I’m sure you wouldn’t waste all that time. Certainly, 
you've got plenty to show for it.” 


“Thank you.” 
“In that case, let’s stop with the idle chatter and begin.” 


Kevin opened and skimmed through the textbook. With a 
smile, he said. 


“Frey, here’s a question for you.” 


The students held their breath. Kevin's questions were 
notorious for being tricky. He never asked questions that 
could easily be guessed. Moreover, the punishment for not 
answering correctly was severe. In addition to docking 
grades, there were times when students had to stand until 
the end of class. To make matters worse, Kevin's target was 
Frey, who had never even attended his lessons before. 


“What were the three artifacts used by the Magic Warrior 
King, Kassajin?” 


Frey did not reply. The students thought the question was 
distasteful. The Magic Warrior King Kassajin was the greatest 
magic warrior in history, yet most of Westroad's magic- 
oriented students knew him only as one of the Great Mage 
Lucas’ companions. Some even had no clue who Kassajin 
was. Of course, it was not that he was omitted entirely from 
"The History of Magecraft." Rather, his mention only 
encompassed a mere three lines, as he had walked the path 
of a warrior. 


Of course, the information about which artifacts he used was 
left out altogether. Kevin leered. 


“What's wrong, Frey? Didn’t you spend all that time 
accumulating knowledge that you couldn’t find in my class? 
Or is it that you thought the achievements of a magic 
warrior were not even worth your time?” 


Frey remained silent. Just as he began to answer, a student 
seated in the back spoke for him. 


“I object. As far as | know, the Magic Warrior King Kassajin 
has no place in the history of magecraft.” 


For a moment, Kevin was silent. If it weren’t for her blood 
ties to the academy, Isabelle Triznine would have been 
chased out of the classroom in a more terrible way than Frey. 
She had always interfered with his classes in every aspect. 
Kevin replied smugly. 

“Kassajin was the first person to develop a method that used 


mana to enhance physical abilities. Although his pursuit was 
different, no one can deny his advancement of magecraft.” 


“But Kassajin was a martial artist who used mana solely to 
train his body. Such a person cannot be considered a 
magician.” 


That was true. Isabelle’s knowledge was far ahead of her 
peers and was no less than a professor’s. But a sly smile still 
remained on Kevin’s face. 


“Then are you choosing to ignore everyone who walks the 
path of a magic warrior, Isabelle?” 


“a. That is an outlandish interpretation.” 


“Oh, that may be. However, whether or not magic warriors 
should be considered magicians is still a major debate in the 
academic community. It's a sensitive subject that can 
sometimes lead to a contest of pride between learned 
societies. While it's important to voice your opinion, do pay 
more attention to your remarks. If you want to succeed as a 
magician, that is.” 


“But...” 
“The one | asked was Frey, not you, Isabelle.” 


Isabelle bit her lower lip. She disliked Kevin to begin with 
and thought he was repulsive. He was the worst sort who 
enjoyed tormenting the weak for his own satisfaction. She 
was also well aware of his lecherous gaze that would often 
sweep her body. 


Even now, Kevin thought he was being discreet, but Isabelle 
could tell. She felt horrible as he ogled her, as if a thousand 
insects were squirming over her entire body. 


Kevin’s eyes narrowed as he noticed the look on Isabelle’s 
face. 


‘What a shame. If it weren't for her relation to the 
academy...’ 


Frey, who remained silent throughout the whole exchange, 
finally replied. 


“The Tiger King’s Glove, the Giant’s Belt, and the Gale 
Necklace.” 
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Kevin’s eyes widened while Isabelle gazed at Frey in 
astonishment. 


“Am | wrong?” 

His memory was hazy, though Frey left that part out. 
“That is... correct.” 

“What a relief.” 


There was an uproar among the students. Frey answered the 
questions with ease even though they were meant to be 
nearly impossible to guess. But it would be even stranger if 
he did not know. The Great Mage Lucas and his companions 
were very close. Those four were like family to each other. 
From their favorite foods to their most trivial habits, he knew 
them all. 


As Frey reminisced, his expression dimmed for a moment. 
Kevin became solemn at once. 


“This was just a warm-up. I’ve still got more questions for 
you, Frey.” 


“Alright.” 


Frey was rather pleased with the situation. 
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‘Unbelievable.’ 


Kevin openly gaped at Frey. His attention was absorbed in 
the book as if he was not the least bit interested in what 
Kevin had to say. 


‘He answered everything correctly?’ 


Since the question about Kassajin, Kevin had asked about 
five more questions. All of them were difficult enough to 
baffle even the top students. The last two especially, since 
they could only be answered by professors in a specialized 
field. 


Frey did not immediately respond. Before answering, he 
would remain silent as if he was reliving old memories. His 
silence would last anywhere from a few seconds to a solid 
minute. 


But whatever left Frey’s mouth ended up being correct. 
Kevin was at a total loss. 


Is this really Frey Blake? He was told that his grades were 
not bad. However, whenever Frey looked at him, Kevin would 
Shrivel like a mouse in front of a cat. 


Frey’s eyes were aglow with each answer he gave, while 


Kevin’s voice gradually withered. Eventually, he could not 
make a single sound and could only stand still. 


‘Even though he should be the shame of Westroad 
Academy!’ 


The past Frey would have turned beet-red by now. But what 
about the current Frey? He was not cowering in the least. He 
was neither reddening nor stuttering. Instead, his eyes were 
lucid and his voice was full of vitality. Kevin was very familiar 
with these types of people. Only those who had strong self- 
confidence carried themselves that way. 


Like Professor Dio and Professor Adelia! 
‘Impossible!’ 


How could Frey be in the same league as the two most 
distinguished faculty members of Westroad Academy? Kevin 
immediately withdrew his line of thought. 


‘That was good.’ 


Meanwhile, Kevin's barrage of questions was a great 
stimulus for Frey. Memories that he thought were long 
forgotten re-emerged and set off a chain reaction. 


Kevin would have never dreamed of such a thing, but the 
harder his questions became, the more helpful they were to 
Frey. 


Frey truly did not care if he was wrong. Rather, that was 
what he hoped for to some extent. He wanted confirmation 
that magecraft hadn’t regressed for 4,000 years. But it never 
came. 


Not one field of magecraft had made even an ounce of 
progress. How absurd. It was especially laughable to call the 
era when magecraft shone the brightest 4,000 years ago the 
“Light Ages.” 


“Was there anything else you wanted to ask?” 


Keven was rendered speechless by Frey’s question. Fora 
while, he could only gnaw at his lips until his eyes lowered 
to the textbook. 


“Page 131.” 


Kevin could not hide his humiliation. He had just admitted 
defeat during his own class. 


Before long, it was time for the lesson to end. Kevin 
glowered at Frey then took his leave. 


‘I should go eat lunch at the cafeteria.’ 


As Frey recalled the especially delicious meal he had there, 
his mouth began to water. Ever since his escape from the 
abyss, eating became very enjoyable. 


Frey rose from his seat and realized that the students around 
him had been watching him for some time. Many appeared 
hesitant to speak. Frey had already been targeted by David. 
Very few of them were in a position to be able to ignore 
David's warnings. 


“Are you going to the cafeteria?” 
One of them was Isabelle. The power of the academy was 


much greater than that of David. She looked directly at Frey 
with an irresistible curiosity burning in her seemingly 


tranquil gaze. 
‘He seems like a completely different person.’ 


Isabelle knew Frey. The Blake House was an esteemed family 
of magicians. When she first heard that a magician from the 

Blake House was admitted, she had expected a tremendous 

talent. 


But then Isabelle's expectations were soon shattered. It was 
safe to say that Frey had no talent at all. If it weren't for the 
Blake family, he would not have even been allowed to 
attend the academy. 


That kind of Frey had changed overnight. The cowardice that 
plagued his every step vanished. He was no longer 
subservient to David and his crowd when they tried to toy 
with him. 


He was not even intimidated by Kevin's deluge of questions, 
and instead answered them with ease. 


Frey swept past her and kept walking. For a moment, 
Isabelle was dazed. 


‘Am I being ignored?’ 

At least, it was her first time being ignored since entering 
the academy. Panicking for a moment, she hurriedly chased 
after Frey. This time, she stood right next to him and spoke 
more clearly. 


“Frey Blake.” 


Only then did Frey spare Isabelle a glance, rolling his eyes. 


“Are you talking to me?” 
“Yas,” 
“I didn’t know. I’m heading to the cafeteria.” 


Frey did not slow down even when answering her. Naturally, 
Isabelle turned to pursue him. 


“About the last question that Professor Kevin asked.” 


The last question. What was it again? Frey, thought it over 
and soon came up with the answer. 


“Schweizer’s three training methods?” 
“Yes, that one.” 


While talking, they arrived at the cafeteria. Frey took his 
lunch after exchanging his meal ticket and sat down. 
Isabelle set her tray across from him. 


The surrounding people stirred up at once. 


Isabelle was one of the most popular students. It was not 
just due to her relation with the academy. Her grades were 
outstanding enough to place her among the top three, and 
her appearance was beautiful. Even David had expressed his 
favor to Isabelle on several occasions. 


But there she was, sitting across from the worst student, 
Frey, eating her lunch. 


Isabelle, sitting with him? Except for those who were just in 
the same class as Frey, a majority of the students glared 
fiercely in his direction. 


“I thought Schweizer had developed only two training 
methods. Assimilation and amplification. You mentioned 
‘battling’ earlier. It’s the first I've heard of it.” 

“Is that so.” 

However, battling was also the most dangerous of the three 
methods. Frey cut a large piece of sausage and scoffed it 
down. It was extremely delicious. 

“At first, | thought you were just saying whatever came to 
mind. But from the professor's reaction, the answer seemed 
to be correct.” 

“What are you trying to say?” 

Isabelle hesitated for a moment, then continued. 


“What kind of training method is battling?” 


It was what Isabelle was most curious about. Frey replied 
lightly. 


“What stage are you at right now?” 
“| have reached three stars.” 


Isabelle sooke humbly, but Frey was shocked and fell into 
deep thought. He then said with a nod. 


“That’s pretty good for your age.” 
At that moment, Isabelle felt as if she was speaking to a wise 


old magician instead of Frey. But then she remembered his 
situation and looked remorseful. 


“It seems as if you don’t have any grievances.” 
“That’s right.” 


Frey finished his meal in a flash, while Isabelle had taken a 
mere two bites of her salad. 


“I'll be going first then.” 

“W-wait a minute. What kind of method is battling?” 

“Refer to the book - what | Know may not be certain.” 

His knowledge might be outdated, so he was not sure if any 


odd side effects would occur. Frey left the cafeteria, the 
conviction behind his gaze bewildering Isabelle. 


Chapter 6: To Change 
Overnight(2) 


Afternoon class had begun. David stepped onto the vacant 
lot, arriving early. Anthony, who just stopped by the 
infirmary, said. 


"| heard that Jack will be alright. They say he'll be up by 
evening." 


"What were his symptoms?" 


"The professor doesn't know yet, but Knowing him it was 
probably just mana exhaustion." 


ul Hmm..." 


David was unsure. The other students were starting to 
gather. 


It was almost time for the lesson to begin when Professor 
Jane made her appearance. She was one of the few female 
professors at the Academy, but was unmarried even though 
she was over forty. Students who attended her classes at 
least once were well aware of the reason. She had an awful 
personality similar to Professor Kevin and was not 
enthusiastic about this class. That last point was especially 
important to David. 


If Dio was the professor in charge of today's class, chances 
were high that he could not achieve his goal. He treated all 
students fairly. Perhaps there was no difference even in the 


way he treated the unparalleled genius Peruan and Frey the 
disgrace. 


But Jane was different. David understood her personality 
well and had the confidence to use it to his benefit. 


‘But why hasn't he showed up yet?" 


He didn't run away, did he? David began to think so, but 
soon shook his head. Maybe the past Frey would, but not 
now. 


Frey made it to the practical training field just in time. David 
was anticipating the moment he would kill him. When he 
saw Isabelle accompanying him, his face hardened. 


‘Isabelle Triznine? What was she doing with Frey?’ 


They seemed to be absorbed in conversation. What was 
even more surprising was Isabelle’s expression. She, who 
rarely displayed emotion, was now more animated than ever. 
She gestured as she talked, and her admiration showed 
clearly on her face. She was even giggling. 


The very same Isabelle who would not spare David a single 
glance despite his efforts to woo her. 


Professor Jane turned to Frey. 


‘Frey Blake, what could've happened to cause Professor Dio 
to say that he would not be able to supervise the class?' 


She was puzzled but did not care too much about it. Jane 
looked around then spoke in a bland tone. 


"I see you've all gathered. Then, I'll call roll. lan Durite." 


Once she noted that there were no absentees, she continued 
with a nod. 


"Today's class will be a practical training session. You will all 
compete one on one. However, the match may be 
suspended at any time according to my personal judgment. 
Only 1-star spells will be allowed for the sake of fairness. 
Any questions?" 


David raised his hand. 
"Speak." 
"How are you deciding the pairs that will compete?" 


"The professor in charge will decide. Don't worry, I'll match 
only those similar in level." 


With an expression devoid of any ill intent, David spoke 
what was really on his mind. 


"I'd like to be matched with Frey." 
"Frey?" 
Jane was baffled. 


"Aren't you a 3-star, David? You're not on the same level as 
him, though." 


"| don't think it matters since | can only use 1-star spells 
anyway." 


Jane knew that he was wrong. 


For example, she was confident that even if all the students 
here attacked her at once, she would be able to overpower 


them with 1-star magic. In the same way how a first-class 
knight would overpower scores of fledgling soldiers. 


David, who will soon reach three stars, and Frey, who will 
show signs of mana exhaustion after casting just a few shots 
of Magic Missile... 


The result would be obvious. Nevertheless, Jane was not 
going to fret about it. 


'If it's the Stonehazard House, things shouldn't get too bad.' 
Jane nodded, thinking of David's family. 
"THT allow it." 


Jane's words caused an uproar among the students. Most of 
them had seen David threatening Frey yesterday. Some even 
quietly disproved of Jane's irresponsible decision. 


"I have something to say." 
Frey raised his hand. David laughed, guessing his intentions. 
‘It's too late to back out now, no matter what you Say.’ 


Only a very small portion of the professors did not need to 
be wary of the Stonehazards. Of those were Adelia and Dio. 


"Tell me." 


"As far as | know, a lot of accidents occur during practical 
lessons. If someone were to be badly injured, would the 
other get punished?" 


Jane focused on Frey, nodding inwardly. 


‘So you're already assuming you're going to be the one 
getting hurt?' 


Since it would be impossible to defeat David by himself, he 
was asking if David could be punished by the school rules. 
Frey's intentions were clear, but she could not meet his 
expectations. 


Jane firmly shook her head. 


Dueling occurred frequently among those who studied 
magic in particular. He would have to accept the 
consequences of losing without arguing about it. 


It was a sacred battle held to put a magician's authority and 
honor on the line. Even one's house or parents could not 
interfere. 


"This practical lesson has been conducted throughout the 
academy's history. Frey, let's say you lost your arm ina 
future duel. After the duel is over, would you resent your 
Opponent and borrow someone else's hand to plot revenge?" 


i No." 
"Okay. That's all | needed to know." 


Jane affirmed that he would not act according to her 
suspicions. He could not punish his opponent for the injuries 
sustained from losing the match. It would be different if he 
lost his life, but David did not want to go that far. 


‘I'll help treat you if anything happens.' 


If he was crippled, the Stonehazards would not be able to 
avoid punishment, no matter how much power they had. 


David's smile grew. 


"As | said before, | will stop the match myself if your life is in 
danger. Any more questions?" 


ul None." 


"Then let the first match begin. Frey, David, head to the 
practical training field." 


Frey and David went to the nearby training field and faced 
each other, surrounded by the rest of the students and 
Professor Jane. 


"You've earned my praise for not running with your tail in 
between your legs." 


David laughed aloud. 


"You want me to tell you what I'm planning to do to you 
now? First, l'm going to crush your vocal cords so that you 
won't be able to speak. Of course I'm not going to stop 
there. I'll break all your limbs, too. | want to see you crawl, 
so your legs are going first." 


David was not planning to go that far. But he threatened him 
like this as a bluff, attempting to draw out the look the 
original Frey would make. 


Frey, however, asked without lifting an eyebrow. 

"Can you even do that with 1-star magic?" 

"That doesn't matter. I'm going to use vision magic." 

His expressionless face he answered with irritated David. 


However, Frey's expression finally changed at the words 
“vision magic." 


"Vision magic. Only the direct lineage of a family who carries 
it can inherit it. You're going to use that here?" 


"Yeah. Pfft. Why, you scared?" 


David thought Frey's face would have been filled with fear. 
Vision magic was precious enough to be called a family 
treasure. 


The vision magic that most magician houses had was tightly 
veiled because it was considered the secret art of the family. 
But David paid it no heed. 


‘Vision magic won't make a difference.’ 


With the right conditions, even a 1-star wizard could use 
vision magic. It was one of the possible loopholes in the 
practical lessons. 


Although a strict professor like Dio wouldn't have allowed it, 
it was clear that Jane wouldn't be blamed. 


"Begin!" 


Jane's voice resounded throughout the field. David 
immediately used "Stone Rage,” the vision magic of the 
Stonehazard family. This technique was used to pull rocks 
from the earth and bombard the target at once. 


The size of the rocks could have been adjusted by David. 
However, even if a rock the size of a fist was pulled, it would 
be enough to crush Frey's vocal cords. David sneered 
inwardly. The earth shook and many stones rose. Looking at 
it, Frey muttered. 


"Magic Missile." 
"Hahaha!" 


David couldn't hold back his laughter. It was as he expected. 
After all, no one had ever seen Frey use anything other than 
Magic Missile. Nevertheless, he could not guess how he 
would use Magic Missile even in front of Stone Rage. 


'You should've surrendered when you had the chance, Frey 
Blake! 


CRUNCH 

"Kuagh...!" 

David writhed on the floor, not realizing what had happened. 
'UgK...' 


He felt terrible pain in his throat and tried to scream, but 
could not even do that. Were his vocal cords completely 
destroyed? 


"It's unbelievable how shitty you have to be to waste vision 
magic like this. The Stonehazard house certainly is special." 


If he was in his right state of mind, he would have vented his 
anger. But at the moment, David was in tears from the pain. 
This was the first time he felt pain, who grew up under the 
halo of Stonehazards. Only then did David understand what 
happened. Frey's Magic Missile broke through Stone Rage 
and smashed into his neck! 


"What did you say again? That you were going to break my 
legs after my neck?" 


Another Magic Missile formed in front of Frey. 


David stared at the scene, his body limp. 
'S-Stop it! | give up! I surrender!’ 


He cried frantically, but there was no sound. Only a 
powerless whistle came out, and even that was too weak to 
reach Frey. 


CRACK 
‘Kuuagh...' 


David's eyes rolled to the back of his head. He almost 
passed out. In fact, he wished he did. But the breathtaking 
pain kept his mind teetering on a thin wire. 


'I-I get it now.’ 


He remembered what Frey had asked Jane before the match. 
It wasn't that he was worried about himself. Clearly, Frey 
wanted to know what would happen if he made David a half- 
paralytic. 


"Is it really that painful? Having your vocal cords ruined and 
legs broken?" 


Frey was frighteningly indifferent. David was afraid of the 
look on his face, but his voice terrified him more, sending 
Shivers down his spine. It had a light tilt. 


"You're trash who doesn't even deserve to be called a 
magician. I'll give you a little help in giving up your 
miserable dream." 

‘That, that’s enough...!' 


If that happened, David would be abandoned by his family. 
The past Frey had clearly shown how those who failed to use 


magic in magician families were treated. 


The vision magic would fall into the hands of his brothers, 
and he would have to live under the care of his family for his 
entire life. 


Magic Missile. 


It was unbelievable that 1-star magic could be so petrifying. 
David looked at the Magic Missile, his eyes filled with horror. 


Chapter 7: To Change 
Overnight(3 ) 


Frey Blake had changed! 
The rumor quickly spread through the student body. 


“Did you know he successfully faced Professor Kevin’s 
barrage of questions? 5 times!” 


“Unbelievable. Isn’t he the first person other than Peran. 
Even fourth-grade students might get them wrong!” 


“Besides, he even fought with David during a lesson and 
destroyed him.” 


“| heard about it too. Weren’t his vocal chords and both his 
legs broken?” 


“Wow. If he doesn’t get healed then he’s done being a 
wizard. 


Frey’s environment also changed. 


It was the next day. After the lessons, someone approached 
Frey, who was reading a book in the library. 


These days he had been getting along well with Isabelle, so 
he thought it was her, but when he raised his head, there 
was a man standing there instead. 


“Are you Frey Blake?” 


“That’s right.” 

“you don’t say much. Don’t you know me?” 

As he was trying to recall, the man frowned unconsciously. 
‘What kind of look is that...’ 


The man coughed lightly to break the awkwardness and 
introduced himself. 


“I’m Douman Milost. A fourth-grade student.” 


Since he was only a second grader, Frey bowed his head 
without any complaint. 


“So you are a senior. What’s the matter?” 


Douman sighed slightly in relief at the attitude that he was 
more familiar with from his juniors. 


“Join the Trowman Rings.” 

“Troman Rings?” 

“You don’t know it?” 

Frey nodded at that. 

The thing that he was curious about was the ‘Trowman’ part. 
That was Lucas’ own last name in the past. 


“We are a group of students who represent the Westroad 
Academy. Of course, it’s not just a social gathering. The 
Trowman Rings is a club with a long standing history within 
the academy and only those who are selected can join.” 


At this, Douman showed off the ring he was wearing with a 
confident expression. It was an orange colored flat ring that 
was covered in runes. 


“Even after you graduate, as long as you possess this ring, 
everyone will look up to you. From a simple village tower to 
a royal mage or even a mercenary...you’d be able to pick 
whatever career you want.” 


“Hmm.” 


Douman licked his lips. An ordinary student would be 
quivering with excitement after hearing this but this guy’s 
reaction was very dry. It was the first time he’d seen such a 
reaction. 


So he took out his trump card. 
“Peran Jun is the current leader of the Trowman Rings.” 
“Peran Jun?” 


Come to think of it, he’d heard that name many times 
before. 


Like a world record that would continuously be boasted in 
the history of the academy. He was a celebrity of the 
academy in a completely different sense from Frey. 


“That’s right. Peran Jun, the heir to the Jun Family which is 
one of the Three Great Noble Families of the Empire. When 
you join the Trowman Rings, you'll be able to form 
connections with children from many aristocratic families, 
including Mr. Peran. We can even rely on our senior students 
and professors to help us improve by point out our 
shortcomings ” 


Douman’s expression seemed to say, ‘could you possibly 
refuse that?’ 


Frey nodded at his words. 

“I understand, but I will have to reject your offer.” 
“What?” 

Douman’s eyes widened substantially. 


He thought that Frey was only pretending to be 
unimpressed, but he never expected him to directly refuse. 


“Wa-, wait a minute. Think this over carefully. | don’t know if 
it’s because you’re just a second grader, but if you join...” 


“I'd like to practice by myself now.” 


M ” 


Douman’s face became red. Then he turned around. He hid 
his face because he wasn’t confident that he could hide his 
shame and anger. No matter how upset he was, he couldn’t 
display his anger to his junior. 


Frey on the other hand, maintained his nonchalance. 
‘I’m a bit interested in this Peran though.’ 
Genius. 


Frey had taught, been taught by and shared opinions with 
geniuses before. 


In his life he had seen countless geniuses. 


Nevertheless he had never seen a genius who surpassed all, 
form a group of friends. In his experience, geniuses didn’t 
form groups. Of course, Peran, who stands out among the 
crowd could be a bit different. 


But right now he wasn’t too interested. Frey had a lot of work 
to do. 


Frey Blake rejected the offer of the Trowman Rings! 


The rumors spread very quickly. Maybe it was Douman’s 
handiwork. 


The students’ reactions to the news varied. There were those 
who wanted to befriend him, those who showed hostility and 
those snuck glances at him from a distance. 


Of course, Frey had a common response to all of them. 
Ignore. 

Frey became isolated. 

“He got a bit stronger and now he acts pretentious.” 
“Was his personality always like that?” 


“Just leave him alone, he even refused the Trowman Rings 
Scout.” 


“He’s a lone wolf.” 


The students began to see Frey as an ‘Arrogant brat’ 
because he had improved his skills. 


It was a rather biased opinion, but Frey didn’t care. Rather 
he felt like it was easier now because he didn’t have to 
bother with socializing. 


Of course, there were exceptions. 
Isabelle murmured depressedly and Frey looked at her. 


“I still couldn’t find anything about battling. When I asked 
the professors, they said it was a very dangerous training 
method, so there are no records of it in the academy library.” 


“That sounds about right.” 


It was very dangerous. When Frey was Lucas, only wizards 
who had reached at least 5 stars were taught how to do it. 


“Then where did you learn it?” 
“Book.” 

“Can you lend it to me?” 

“No.” 


Frey responded briefly and went back to reading the book in 
his hands. 


Isabelle pouted her lips as she saw him begin to focus on 
reading properly. 


She knew that in that state, he wouldn’t answer anything. 
As Frey read the book he had a different idea in his mind. 


It had been about a week since he left the abyss. In the 
meantime he steadily gained information from the 
professors lectures and books. 


The existence of those ‘guys’ was not revealed yet. It was 
quite different from the past. 


Conversely, there was little distortion of the history of Lucas 
and his companions. This was quite unexpected. 


‘We were a thorn in their side. If they gained complete 
control of human society, it would have been logical to erase 
all traces of our existence.’ 


That’s why he came to a conclusion. 


It was likely that there were those who took up the will of 
him and his companions to fight against them. 


For a whopping 4000 years. 

‘Finding them is my top priority.’ 

“Who is the best wizard in this academy?” 
“...you ignored all of my questions.” 


“If you answer in detail, | will answer one thing that you’re 
curious about.” 


At that, Isabelle’s expression became extremely bright. She 
gathered her thoughts for a moment before opening her 
mouth. 


“Among the students, Peran Jun. Among the professors is 
Professor Dio or Professor Adelia. But the strongest overall is 
my aunt.” 


“Your aunt?” 


“Yeah. Syris Triznine, the Head of Westroad Academy. She’s a 
6 star wizard who was granted the title ‘Glacier’ by the 
Empire.” 


6 Star. 


It wasn’t a low level to attain. 
But Frey was confused. 


Something he’d realised while looking at the books was that 
there were no wizards who had reached the 9 star level in 
this era. The last 9 star wizard had appeared more than 
3000 years ago. 


Thanks to that, the 9 star level was considered a legendary 
myth, almost like a dragon. 


8 star wizards were called Archmages and were praised as 
the strongest under the heavens. Fewer than 10 people had 
reached that point. 


‘The magic that protects the Academy is not simply at a6 
star level.’ 


Frey hadn’t realised it at first. 
But there was clearly magic surrounding the entire academy. 


There were also various types. From simple location tracking, 
to alerts, defense and power increments. (TL: simply 
buffs/debuffs) 


‘If she’s the head of the academy then she should be the 
one who installed it.’ 


If it was a wizard of that level then she might know 
something about ‘them’. However she could be hostile 
toward him. No, it is very likely. 


‘| need to raise my level to at least 7 stars first.’ 


If Frey was at the 5 star level then he would be able to 
defeat wizards at 6 stars. 


However from 7 stars and up it was different. 


In the past, Frey classified all wizards at and aboe 7 stars as 
‘Arcmages’. (TL: yes ‘arcmage’ not ‘archmage’) 


‘5 star wizards can beat 6 star wizards. But 6 star wizards 
couldn’t beat 7 star wizards.’ 


Mana reserve, casting speed, magic power and mental 
power. There was a big difference in every aspect. 


Because the difficulty to reach the 7 star phase could not be 
compared to what you experienced before. 


That meant that Archmages had one or two mysterious 
means. It was power that David’s Vision Magic could never 
compare to. 


In order for him to defeat a 7 star wizard, he had to at least 
enter the beginning state of the same stage. 


‘A month should be enough to reach 5 stars.’ 


It would be possible even if he only did morning training in 
the empty lot near the dormitory. 


However it would be difficult to reach level 6 with the poor 
mana there. And it would be even more difficult to reach 7 
Stars. 


‘Should | just give up my status as a student now?’ (TL: i.e. 
drop out) 


Frey contemplated for a moment. 


In any case he had already been abandoned by his family so 
they wouldn’t care if he went missing. 


He was sure that if he asked Professor Dio about the 
expulsion related procedures it would be easy. 


But he soon shook his head. 
‘It would be difficult to come back in if | leave.’ 


It was best for him to maintain his status as a student until 
he knew the true identity of Syris Triznine. 


‘Then l'Il just wait for a vacation in a month.’ 


When the vacation began, students usually returned to their 
hometowns to take a break. 


Although a few tasks were given, they were not difficult as it 
was only a formality. Even if you didn’t do them the 
punishment wouldn’t be too serious. 


The vacation was two months long, that was enough time. 
‘| should go to Schweiser’s Dungeon.’ 


Perhaps his dungeon had collapsed or been robbed already, 
but it didn’t matter. 


In the past Lucas Trowman had quite a few stashes. 


You could say that in his dungeons one could find books that 
he’d read in the past, a few golems he’d made out of interest 
and other miscellaneous things(junk). 


But Schweiser was different. He gave his dungeons a lot of 
care and affection. 


‘His dungeon shouldn’t have collapsed yet.’ 


Moreover, the dungeon was positioned in a place 
unimaginable by ordinary people. If someone was able to 
find it, then they deserved to take some of the stuff inside of 
it. 


‘l'II need to go to the Ispania Mountains in the North.’ 
He was well aware of the strength of the monsters there. 


Even at 6 stars it was impossible to guarantee that you can 
come and go as you pleased. 


‘Good.’ 
Frey’s goal was set. 
First, he’d wait and hone his skills. 


Then, on his vacation, he’d go to the Ispania Mountains to 
find Schweiser’s Dungeon. 


After reaching the 7 star stage with the help of the magical 
equipment there, he would come back and meet the Head of 
the Academy. 


Chapter 8: To Change 
Overnight(4) 


After a week or so had passed, David returned to class. 


As soon as he entered the classroom, he ignored Jack and 
Anthony who welcomed him and looked for Frey. 


After finding him, he headed over with a glare. 


“Do you know who you threatened, you bastard? l'Il never 
forgive you. l'Il use all my connections and power to destroy 
you.” 


Kuchik 


David never got a chance to finish speaking as Frey’s magic 
missile made contact with his face. 


“Ugh...” 
David fell onto his ass. 


He put his hands to his face and blood spilled past his 
fingers. It was obvious that his nose was broken. 


Even though he’d created a terrible scene in the middle of 
the classroom, Frey was still absorbed in his book without 
any expression. 


The students stared at Frey with fearful expressions. It was 
because they couldn’t imagine that he would break David's 
nose without responding to him. 


David returned to his family again to fix his nose. 
Frey was punished because it wasn’t a duel that time. 


Fortunately, it was not severe punishment. Professor Dio 
used his strength. 


It was a week of Suspension and extra study but it helped 
him instead. 


The first day after he returned from his suspension, a senior 
student approached him with a glare. 


“Are you the one who touched David?” 
“Who are you?” 


Like before with Douman, he didn’t use honorifics. It was 
obvious that he came with hostility. 


“I'm Alex, the youngest son of the Drimid family. I’ve 
admired the Stonehazard since | was a child. | treated David 
as my cute little brother.” 


“So? ” 


“As l’'ve heard, you’re a really cheeky guy. Is that the way 
you always talk?” 


“Are there any rules that said we need to respect our 
seniors?” 


al ” 


Alex seemed speechless for a moment before quickly 
turning red. 


“A Blake family loser actually dares...” 


“You talk a lot. | don’t know much of the Drimir Family, but it 
seems a characteristic is that you talk a lot.” 


“How dare you insult my family...!” 
Alex shouted, his face flushed with anger. 
“Why? Do you want to duel?” 


“Huh? You're going to refuse anyway, it wouldn’t change 
anything.” 


“| have no intention of rejecting it.” 
“really?” 
“Right. If you want, l'Il stick around after school.” 


“Ha. You became very proud after beating David. You better 
not regret it. l'II show you the dignity of a senior.” 


Alex growled in a low voice and then left. 


After school when Frey arrived at the promised spot, Alex 
was already there. 


Frey looked around. 
“There are a lot of onlookers.” 


“Kuku. Why. Are you feeling regretful about being disgraced 
in front of so many people?” 


He hated the noisy atmosphere. Alex’s behaviour was very 
similar to David and he couldn’t help but consider it 
troublesome. 


It seemed Alex had called a lot of people. 


“Isn't that Alex Drimid the one who made it to the round of 
16 in the last Gratid Magic Competition?” 


“| heard that many towers have eyes on him.” 


“There are rumors that he might become an academy 
professor.” 


Alex seemed to be pretty famous, but Frey didn’t care much. 
“Magic Missile.” 
“Ugk...” 


Mt ” 


As Alex fell down while holding his stomach, Frey couldn’t 
help but think. 


‘| was trying to get a feel first by using that magic...’ (TL: 
kinda like testing your opponent before getting serious.) 


‘Frey’s body is different from ‘Lucas’. Even if he used the 
Same magic as in the past, the power was different. So Frey 
wanted to get used to that difference. 


He could tell by practicing alone, but he thought it would be 
easier if he could practice with someone. 


But against a weak man who was knocked down by a single 
magic missile, there was no practice for him to get. 


‘Is this the average level in the academy?’ 


The average age here was between 18 and 20. They couldn’t 
be called old, but they weren’t children. 


At least the wizard trainees he’d known in the past weren’t 
this bad. 


When Alex fell, the students who were his friends walked 
forward with their arms outstretched. 


“I'm Golgorex, the eldest son in the Gilard family.” 
“l'm Prix, the youngest son of the Finalac family.” 
SL iis” 

“Magic Missile.” 

“Kuk!” 

“Ack!” 

“Ugh!” 

Frey didn’t know what to say. 


Maybe this was the first time since he’d gained this body 
that he felt that Magicology had degenerated. 


He felt that the current magic students were so poor. No, in 
fact they were the worst. 


Of course, there were some students who were better than 
the rest. 


“Frey, | did what you said.” 


One of them was Isabelle, who was now talking to him in an 
excited voice. 


She seemed to be trying her best to stay calm but she could 
not hide the excitement she was feeling inside. 


“I knew that Troll’s blood could be used for engraving 
formulas. But to think of combining it at a ratio of 7:3....it’s a 
groundbreaking innovation.” 


“Halftroll blood is a bit more effective. The monster’s unique 
dark energy is more diluted.” 


“I see. So what are you gonna teach me this time?” 
“Next...” 

Frey hesitated for a moment. 

‘| was treating Isabelle as a disciple without even realising.’ 


Instinctively, he was giving her tasks just as it was standard 
for a teacher, and advising her on what to do. 


In fact, Isabelle’s talents were remarkable. 


If it wasn’t for the current era, she had hope of reaching 7 or 
even 8 Stars. 


Frey decided not to care too much about it. 

“By the way, what have you been doing these days?” 
“What do you mean?” 

“| heard that Frey’s nickname is now ‘Death Missile’.” 
“Death Missile?” 

“Aren't you the Death Missile?” 


It wasn’t wrong, but he didn’t like the name Death Missile 
because it sounded childish. 


Besides, it was a bit unfair because he didn’t kill anyone. 
“Their magic was just terrible.” 


“Come to think of it, you asked who was the strongest in the 
academy. | think you’re a good candidate.” 


“That...” 
Frey thought for a moment. 


He thought that it would be better to get information by 
using this as a pretext rather than bluntly denying it. 


“Maybe. So the guys | fought were the strongest among the 
cadets?” 


“I don’t know. Were any of them wearing an orange ring, a 
golden necklace or a blue bracelet?” 


He thought back to his memories, there was no such person. 


“No... The orange rings should be the ‘Trowman Rings’. What 
are the golden necklaces and blue bracelets?” 


“Strow Necklaces and Fispaunder Bracelets. They are the 
most powerful clubs in the academy, alongside the Trowman 
Rings.” 


The relevant names popped into his head one by one. Lucas 
Trowman, Schweiser Strow, Iris Fisoaunder. 


Frey listened to Isabelle’s explanation as nostalgic feelings 
swept through him. 


“Most students are in a club.” 


“Are you?” 


Isabelle shook her head. 
“I’m comfortable being self-taught.” 
“Doesn’t seem like it to me.” 


Isabelle’s face reddened as she realised that she had been 
asking Frey for help a lot recently. 


“Anyway...if you’re not in a club then you’re probably not 
very talented. Even the prestigious families have members 
with poor performances.” 


“Mm.” 


Since he wanted to see how good he was, Frey began 
wondering how he could go up against them. 


‘Seeing as they are all silent, they’re not as thoughtless as 
those ones before.’ 


If they were all like David, it would’ve been better. 


Frey wanted to test his skills, but he didn’t want to go and 
cause trouble. 


‘I’ll just wait quietly for the vacation.’ 


It was not that important for him to see the skills of the 
aspiring wizards. 


Chapter 9: To Change 
Overnight(5 ) 


It was finally time for a vacation. 


After the ceremony, Frey returned to his room and looked at 
a map. 


‘It’s a pity | can’t teleport yet.’ 


He had to be at least 7 stars to use it, if he was lucky then he 
would be able to use it come back. He even got the 
coordinates for the dormitory just in case. 


“Let’s think positively.’ 


He had to broaden his horizons by exploring around the 
world. 


His theoretical knowledge was solid, but seeing with his own 
eyes was better than reading books or seeing paintings. 


Firstly he had to visit the capital of the Kastkau Empire, 
Kausymphony. 


There were many other ways, but the fastest and safest way 
to get there was with a ‘warp seat’. 


The existence of the warp seats interesting Frey greatly. This 
mode of transport didn’t exist 4000 years ago. 


‘It’s expensive, but it’s efficient and safe.’ 


He didn’t know much else, but he knew that it was a good 
idea to commercialize warp seats. 


Of course, as he said, its only flaw was the price. 
At the moment, Frey’s wealth was only about 1 gold coin. 


It was enough to stay in a relatively decent inn for about a 
month, but the capital was much more expensive. 


As a noble, his reputation was as non-existent as his fortune. 
Frey’s situation was deplorable, but he was fine with it. 
‘Let’s go to the capital first before thinking about this.’ 


Since it was a crowded place, it would be easier to make 
money there. If that didn’t work then he could just kill a few 
monsters. 


Frey went to the south gate of the Westroad Academy. 


After leaving there, he walked for a few minutes before 
arriving at a river. 


Taking a boat from the dock was the fastest way to get to 
Kausymphony. 


In addition, it should be noted that students could travel on 
the ships for free. 


As Frey walked along the way to the river, he looked around. 
‘There are many students’ 


Kausymphony was home to one-fifth the population of the 
country and its proportion of nobles is much higher. 


Before long, he arrived at a river. 


There, he could see a ship in all its grandeur. If the river was 
any smaller, the bottom of the large ship wouldn’t even be 
willing to fit. 


But the number of students was too large. By the time it was 
Frey’s turn, the number of seats on the ship had already 
been filled. 


A sailor approached him. 

“Are you a student of Westroad Academy?” 
“That’s right.” 

“Can | see your identification?” 


Frey showed the man his student certificate from the 
academy. 


The man, who appeared to be a Sailor, especially checked for 
the official seal of the Westroad Academy before smiling 
politely. 


“I'm sorry for the inconvenience. The Nitilus is already full. 
The next ship will only come after four days. If it’s okay with 
you, would you like to come on our boat?” 


“Your boat?” 
“Yeah i LAA 


As the sailor said this, he pointed toward one side. Hidden 
by the large ship was another boat. 


It wasn’t very large. About half the size of the large ship that 
had been filled before. But it wasn’t shabby. 


Rather, it seemed very simple and elegant even. 


“It’s via the Geotanbul city state, but if the weather is fine 
then we'll be able to arrive in Kausymphony in five days.” 


Five days was not slow. 

Frey asked the next important thing. 
“What about the fare?” 

“Of course, it’s free for academy students.” 


That was good too since he intended to save every penny he 
could. 


“Is there a reason that people don’t get on your boat?” 
As Frey said this, the sailor’s expression became a bit dark. 


“We only have two escort ships. As you know, the ships pass 
by the Oscar Islands and there are rumors that the pirates 
there are terrible...” 


After saying all of this, the sailor raised his head and shook 
it. 


“Of course, you don’t need to worry about it as much as 
Seagull’s hole! There are two 4 star mages on the Cortes’ 
Frigate. Battlemages from the Magic tower! They are 
practically reapers in a sea battle! Those pirate bastards will 
run like hell at the sight of their mage robes!” 


When he spoke in a hurry while being excited, bad words 
poured out of his mouth. 


Frey nodded his head and didn’t give it much thought. 


The sailor’s face brightened. 


“Welcome to the Cortes. We promise to take you to your 
destination quickly and safely.” 


The sailor’s age seemed to be similar to or younger than 
Frey. 


He was smiling, but the only flaw was that he was missing a 
front tooth. 


“Then l'Il show you to your cabin.” 


Frey followed the sailor. 


Chapter 10: Talent 
Revealed To The Wonld(1 ) 


“Let’s have a hearty meal this time.” 


Kunst, captain of the notorious Bloodred Plunderers of Oscar 
Islands lifted his head as he said this. 


“It will be a big one this time?” 
The one-eyed man beside him also lifted his head. 


Although this man looked very dumb and naive, he was a 
madman who pulled out his own eye while saying, ‘Pirates 
should only have one eye’. 


Well, it was nothing to be surprised about. There were a lot 
of crazy people there. 


Kunst stroked his beard and said. 


“A ship carrying students from the Westroad Academy will be 
passing by the island.” 


“Doesn't this happen twice a year? Besides don’t they have 
warships overlooking them?” 


These words came from the vice-captain. He was a weak 
man, but he was very smart and cunning, that was how he 
made it to his current position. 


“The Nitilus has them. But the Cortes that follow it is 
different. It is going via Geotanbul which means they’ll have 


to pass right by the Oscar Islands.” 
Kunst laughed very loudly. 


“They only have two escort warships with only about 50 
guns.” 


“They are passing close to the Oscar Islands?” 
One-eye asked angrily. 


What they were doing was similar to a rat shaking its ass 
while walking through a cat’s den. 


However, the vice-captain was much more cautious. 


“You gotta remember. The Academy is packed with talented 
people who are important to the Empire. No matter how little 
it is, there should be some protection...” 


“Two 4 star battle mages are escorting them.” 
“Battlemages!” 


The One-eyed man couldn’t help but shout at those words. 
Even a few pirates nearby turned pale when they heard that. 


4 star Battlemages were unrivaled demons on a naval 
battlefield. In fact, some of the men here had witnessed such 
a scene before. 


“We're going to attack a ship protected by battlemages? 
Captain, did you get a knife to the head?” 


The vice-captain couldn’t help but ask roughly. 


Kunst laughed loudly at those words. 


“I've been hit twice. Of course, I’m fine regardless of that. My 
dear right-hand man, it’s not that we don’t have any chance 
of winning. Because we have an old man who will help us in 

the future.” 


“Old man?” 
“Kuku.” 


At that time, a dark sound came from behind Kunst and all 
the pirates were surprised. 


Though it was dark, they should’ve been able to tell if there 
was someone behind Kunst. 


Although the person was wearing a black robe, they 
shouldn’t have been hard for them to see. 


The faces of the pirates were struck with astonishment as 
the hood was pulled back and the face was revealed. 


“Huk..!” 
“Gh-, a ghost!” 
“Hik...” 


It was a walking skeleton. It was a white skeleton without 
any flesh. 


In the place of its eyes, there were deep black holes filled 
with red flames. 


Seafarers usually had strong beliefs in superstition. In 
particular, they were especially afraid of the sea’s evil spirits 
and ghost ships. 


The skeleton’s appearance reminded them of both. 


Kunst enjoyed the expressions of his men with a triumphant 
look on his face. 


“Let me introduce you to Dullard. A lich” 
x KO 
Frey sat on the deck of the ship and looked around. 


There were few people there besides the sailors and a man 
who was giving orders here and there saw Frey before 
approaching him. 


“Are there any inconveniences?” 
Frey realized he was the captain and shook his head. 
“Į just came up to get some fresh air.” 


Frey subconsciously spoke politely to the captain because of 
his age and title. 


The captain’s eyes shined. 
‘He has a class.’ 


The captain was only a commoner that had been employed 
by the empire and since most of the students knew this, 
those who boarded usually treated him poorly. 


The captain was even used to it after experiencing it fora 
long time. For this student to use a polite tone when 
speaking to the sailors showed that he was someone with an 
amazing background. 


Of course, it wasn’t a definite indicator that he had a good 
family. There were many students who did not have a trace 


of elegance or politeness even though they hailed from 
great families. 


Either way, the man in front of him was truly remarkable. 
The captain took off his hat and bowed politely. 


“My greeting was late. | am Mac Martinez, Captain of the 
Cortez.” 


“I'm Frey Blake.” 
“Ah! You are a son from the Blake family.” 
The surprise in Mac’s eyes was easily noticeable. 


After doing this for such a long time, he was able to 
memorize the names of some of the noble families. He’d 
heard that the Blake family was one of the most prestigious 
families in the region. 


‘Indeed...he is a child from a great noble family.’ 


Mac was inwardly filled with admiration however it was only 
an illusion. 


Had it been any of Frey’s older brothers, he would’ve been 
disappointed. 


In any case, Mac liked this young cadet so he smiled before 
saying. 


“Can | sit beside you?” 
Frey laughed at that as it was a bit strange. 


“Aren’t you the owner of the ship?” 


“Haha.” 

It meant that his permission was not necessary. 
Mac grew increasingly more fond of Frey. 

Frey mumbled softly while looking around the deck. 


“It’s a good ship. The most important thing about sailing is 
the division of the roles, even though I’m a layman, the crew 
seems to be very organized.” 


“They were all carefully selected. Although they might not 
be very smart, they are all good at their own tasks.” 


Praise to the crew and ship was the highest praise a captain 
could receive. Even those empty words managed to make 
him feel good. 


Mac couldn’t help but smile and laugh happily. 
“So what do you intend to do in the capital city?” 
“| plan to use the warp stonel there.” 


“| see. I’ve used it once before. In the blink of an eye, | 
arrived in Passfield across the east sea. I’m not sure when I'll 
use it again since it is too expensive for me.” 


Frey looked at Mac. 


The person in front of him was a captain who had probably 
traveled the world. 


“I’m going to the Ispania Mountains in the North. Do you 
have a recommended route?” 


“The Ispania Mountains?” 


Wasn’t that the place that was called the Monster’s 
Paradise? It was the hell mountains that even A-class 
soldiers would find it hard to return alive from! 


It was practically suicide for a wizard to go there without any 
protection. 


But Mac was smart. 


He knew that if he asked, he wouldn’t get a complete 
answer. 


Mac thought for a moment before he opened his mouth. 
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“One of the cities with a warp stone that is closest to the 
Ispania Mountains, is Ispaniola. If you walk about half a day 
from the North Boulevard there, you will arrive at the 
entrance to the mountains. Of course, it’s an area where a 
large number of monsters appear...” 


He wasn’t completely sure but he still added that 
information to his words. 


However Frey was unsurprised at the mention of monsters. 
“How much do you think it'll cost?” 


“It’s quite the distance from Kausymphony actually so you 
will need at least 10 gold coins.” 


That was ten times Frey’s current wealth. 


If he didn’t manage to reach 7 stars and gain the ability to 
use teleport then that would mean he’d need 20 gold coins. 


‘I need to earn money.’ 


Two months of vacation. Initially he had felt that it was more 
than enough time, but the more information he got, the 
tighter the time actually felt. 


Frey spent some time chatting with Mac. 


He was forty-four years of age, and as expected he was a 
veteran who had explored all over the continent. 


Their conversation was very helpful for Frey. 


Mac explained the situation around the continent in an easy 
to understand manner and he sometimes answered without 
hesitation even when the things he was asked were 
mysterious or questionable. 


Unlike the other students, Mac didn’t dislike him, in fact the 
captain appreciated him a lot for the respect he was given. 


Three days after, as they were passing by Geotanbul. Frey 
looked around before addressing Mac. 


“There are a lot of warships.” 


“It’s a maritime country. Moreover these days those pirates 
from Oscar Islands are very active.” 


A sailor without front teeth was the one who answered him. 
Frey shook his head. 


“The Geotanbul Navy seems to be very strong, why can’t 
they root out the pirates?” 


“There have been multiple punitive operations. But each 
time, the pirates would come together and form an alliance.” 


Mac sighed heavily. 


“Can you believe it? Whenever those selfish and cruel 
creatures felt that their lives were at risk, they didn’t 
hesitate to join hands. It’s a horrific union. They are so 
powerful after joining together that it is impossible to get rid 


of them using only the power of Geotanbul. Besides it is 
impossible to get rid of them completely.” 


“Are you unhappy?” 


“Yes. It’s easy to talk about having Geotanbul get rid of 
them, but it’s thanks to those pirates in the Oscar Islands 
that no other country dare take over this one. It is ironic that 
the pirates who eats the country’s flesh also act as their 
guardians.” 


“Hmm.” 


There are times when dangerous guys like that have their 
uses. 


How powerful would the city state be while utilizing their 
power? 


Still the existence of pirates was unpleasant. 


Frey frowned but didn’t say anything as he didn’t want to 
offend Mac. 


“You don’t have to worry. I’m not sure if you heard, but we 
have two 4 star battlemages in our escort this time.” 


In this modern time a 3 star wizard was the standard and 4 
stars were considered elites. 


At 5 stars he could be eligible to be the head of a small 
academy. 


In addition, wizards from the magic towers were seen as 
more reliable so it was understandable why Mac was so 
confident. 


“I'll say this, if pirates aim for us, it will be a bad day for 
them. Well, if they had brains then they wouldn’t aim for us 
while we’re escorted by imperial warships.” 


Unfortunately, Mac’s expectations turned out to be wrong. 
That evening, pirates raided. 

Even then, Mac was not afraid. 

“They came to dig their grave at my feet.” 

Soon however, an amazing scene appeared before his eyes. 


The warships that were escorting the Cortez had been 
smashed by ice spikes. 


* kx 
“Kuhahaha! Did you see that you bastards?” 

The pirates were excited as Kunst shouted those words. 
Initially, they had only been half-confident. 

They had only heard rumors of the undead beings. 


In fact, many ominous and horrifying things had been said 
about them, but the pirates wondered if it would be able to 
face off against the battle mages who were unparalleled in 
naval battles. 


As it watched the Cortez that floated in the distance, Lich 
Dullard began to murmur ominously as black smoke began 
to pour out from its body of bones. 


The pirates trembled in fear and took steps away from the 
lich. 


Before long, Dullard’s murmuring stopped. 


Soon words flowed from his mouth as he looked at the ships 
in the distance. 


[Ice Spear] 
Piching. 
In an instant, an ice spear materialised before the ship. 


It was thicker than the ship’s mast and looked like a giant 
awl. 


This awl descended to the ship at a furious speed. 


The battlemages responded as well, covering the ships with 
a light shield. 


However it was to no avail. 
Kwajik. 


The ice spear shattered the shield like it was glass and easily 
crashed into the warship. 


“Wooooow!” 
The pirates cheered loudly. 


Even if all of them smashed with their mights, they would 
not be able to achieve a similar effect. 


They looked at Dullard with expressions of worship and fear. 
Kunst approached him with a smile. 


“That was an amazing skill.” 


[...it’s a bit odd.] 
Dullard muttered grimly. 


It was impossible to tell what he was thinking because of his 
empty bone face, but one could see that he was confused. 


“What do you mean? No matter how good those battle 
mages were, they couldn’t even protect themselves.” 


[I summoned three Ice Spears. ] 
“Yeas?” 
Kunst had an odd expression before quickly saying. 


“Lord, didn’t we agree that the ship in the middle couldn’t 
be sunk? The students there should be used as hostages...” 


[It wasn’t large enough to sink it. It would just prevent them 
from running away or giving annoying resistance. ] 


“What happened to it?” 
[It was blocked. ] 
“What does that mean?” 


Although Kunst could be considered a smart pirate, that was 
the extent of it. He still had a hard time understanding what 
Dullard was trying to say. 


Dullard glanced at Kunst’s face for a moment before looking 
away. 


[There is a skillful wizard on that ship.] 
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The Bloodred Plunderers swiftly closed the distance between 
them and the Cortez. 


They were trying to save lives instead of running away. 
Maybe they knew they wouldn’t be able to escape. 


The Oscar Islands was after all the home of the Bloodred 
Plunderers and even when considering the size of the ships, 
the Bloodred Plunderers would be much faster. 


The fact that he didn’t have to go through any annoying 
chases made Kunst feel better. 


After the pirates got close enough to the Cortez, they threw 
planks and ropes to connect the ships and some of them 
even directly jumped onto the ship. 


Kunst looked around and laughed loudly. 
“Kukuku. This is amazing.” 


He hadn’t had high expectations because it wasn’t the 
Nitilus, but this ship had quite a few students on it. 


There seemed to be at least 40 of them. 
Most of the students in the academy were children of nobles. 


Since they valued their bloodlines and seeds so much, they 
would have no choice but to accept any offer he gave them, 


even if it was ridiculous. 


‘If | do it well this time, | can earn enough to play around and 
eat well for the rest of my life.’ 


Then a middle aged man with a stiff face came forward. 
It was Mac, Captain of the Cortez. 


He quickly realized that Kunst was the leader of the group of 
pirates so he addressed him directly. 


“Do you know what this ship is?” 


“Of course | do. It’s the treasure ship that’s gonna make us 
rich. Kuhahaha!” 


“Kuhahaha!” 
The pirates behind him laughed as well. 


Mac realised that they had indeed encountered the worst 
situation. 


These pirates had intentionally attacked the Cortez. 


He’d had a rough idea when the warships had been 
destroyed before, but he couldn’t believe that they dared to 
lay their hands on imperial ships. 


Ice Spears had destroyed the two escort ships in an instant. 
‘How did pirates get a wizard like that?’ 
The sky seemed to turn yellow. 


When the battlemages had suffered such gruesome deaths 
in vain, Mac knew that there was probably nothing he could 


do or Say. 
“You dirty pirates...you picked the wrong opponent.” 
A student rose up from his seat. 


As soon as he saw the student’s angry expression, Mac 
became flustered. 


He urgently turned to the student. 
“Wa-, wait a minute.” 


“Shut up. As the son of the Gilassion Family, | can no longer 
tolerate these scum acting in such a manner.” 


The male student who said that, closed his eyes and began 
channeling a spell. 


No, more like he tried to. 

The moment the student tried to speak. 
Swish. 

Puk. 

“Kuk.” 


A dagger flew out from nowhere and got stuck in the 
student’s throat. 


The student grabbed his neck like he could not believe what 
happened and it wasn’t long before blood poured from his 
lips. 


“Ku-, kuk...kuk...” 


The wheezing student fell to the ground and soon stopped 
moving. 


He was dead. 

“Kyaaaa!” 

“Hiiik” (TL: think a squeak) 

The student all screamed in horror. 


All of them were fine bred nobles, believed to be at the top 
of the food chain, but just a moment ago one of their own 
was killed in a bloody manner right in front of their eyes 
which caused them to scream loudly in terror. 


The students’ screams made the pirates laugh loudly in 
enjoyment. 


“Puhahaha! Do you think anyone will give you time to cast 
your spells?” 


“| guess you all haven’t realised your situation yet. If you 
wanted to use magic, you should have done it before | came 
over here.” 


The pirate captain laughed loudly. 


Of course, if they had cast their magic before he boarded 
then it wouldn’t have made much of a difference anyway. 


One of the students collapsed and peed himself. 
Of course, the pirates wouldn’t miss such a sight. 


“Kuku. You disgusting bastard. It smells.” 


“Ah! | can’t take it, throw him into the sea so he can get 
clean.” 


“Waaah!” 
“U-, uwa!” 


The student was so frightened that even though the one 
eyed pirate approached him slowly, he did not have the 
strength to resist. 


One eye carried the student into the sea and the student 
seemed like he didn’t know how to swim as he was flailing 
around like a fish out of water. (TL: get it?) 


The student swung his hands, trying to find something to 
grab on to, however the fragments from the broken ships 
were all quite a distance away from him. 


“Puhp...! Help...! Sa-...save me..!” 


The student eventually got tired and sank into the dark cold 
water, never to be seen again. 


To the students on the ship, it looked as though he was 
buried in the darkness. 


“O-, Oak is dead...” 

“| don’t believe it. He was a 2 star wizard.” 

A 2 star wizard could tackle ten normal men on their own. 
At least that’s what the students were led to believe. 


However before they could even do anything, two students 
had already died. 


Helplessness and fear slowly enveloped them. 


The students had never encountered a situation like this and 
they did not know what to do. 


Only a few of the group manage to keep their resolve. 
The rest were huddled together, embracing each other. 
And that was exactly what Kunst wanted to happen. 


Each one of the students were a valuable piece of treasure, 
but he had killed two of them to get rid of the chances of 
any bothersome rebellion. 


He smiled and stepped forward. 


“Now. Sir Captain, now that the mood has been set, how 
about we talk business?” 


“alm just an employee.” 


“I know. Still, none of these brats would be able to talk to 
me.” 


M ” 


Mac couldn’t help but think of one person, who didn’t seem 
to be affected by the situation at all but soon shook his head 
and stepped forward. 


It was at that moment. 


A dark shadow appeared behind Kunst and began forming 
into an ominous shape. 


Mac was shocked at its appearance. 


“Li-, lich? Yo-, you joined hands with an undead?” 
“I’m just getting some assistance from Sir.” 


“Yo-, you're crazy! Undead don’t care about the living! 
You're nothing but a toy to him!” 


“Huh? That’s just bullshit soread by some foolish old men.” 
Mac grit his teeth. 


It was only then that he realised why the two 4 star battle 
mages had been defeated so quickly. 


From its power, this lich had to be 5 stars at least. 
‘It wasn’t just pirates, this is more dangerous than | thought.’ 
Kunst didn’t understand how dangerous the undead were. 


Mac hurriedly opened his mouth again but was interrupted 
by the lich. 


[Come out.] 
His voice was horrible, sounding like demons screaming. 
Some of the students trembled at the voice. 


[I know you are hiding here. If you don’t come out, l'Il kill 
them one by one.] 


Clang. 


At that moment hundreds of ice spikes appeared above the 
heads of the students. 


If the lich made a move, dozens of students would die. 


Sik. 

Then someone stood up from among the students. 
The Lich’s red eyes shined brightly. 

[Hoo...it was you...who stopped my magic.] 


Mac recognized that person’s face and couldn’t help but 
make a hard expression. 


He was the most important person on the Cortez and he was 
who Mac believed to be the best wizard there. 


Mac didn’t want anything to happen to him because he was 
quite possibly more valuable than all the other students 
combined. 


However the person simply raised their head and spoke in 
an even tone. 


“That’s right.” 
[What’s your name? ] 
The man’s reply was as firm as his expression. 


“Peran Jun.” 
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Peran Jun. 


Throughout the long history of the Westroad Academy, there 
were few who were as talented as him. 


He was the head of one of the largest clubs in the academy, 
the Trowman Rings, as well as the heir of the Jun family, 
which was one of the three most powerful influences in the 
Empire. 


Even his appearance attracted attention. Though it was not 
hard to understand why. 


With a pale but gorgeous face, whenever he laughed, the 
female students in the academy screamed. 


His aura of nobility was ever present and his magical talent 
was not something that could be overlooked. 


Some students even called him ‘The Man Blessed by God’. 


The same Peran, who would usually be smiling regardless of 
the situation, was now standing there with a pale face. 


It was because of the lich in front of the. 


Dullard looked at Peran with interest. In his eyes, Peran had 
to be at least a 5 star mage.1 


That was because it was impossible for someone to counter 
his spell if they weren’t that strong at least. 


Meanwhile, Peran was filled with regret. 
‘Why did they come to the Cortez?’ 


He disliked noise so he avoided the Nitilus and came onto 
the Cortez. He even hid his face to ensure none of the other 
students knew he was on board. He had only given a slight 
hint to Captain Mac. 


If this situation didn’t occur, no one would’ve known he was 
even there. 


Peran had believed that with his magic power, he could 
handle any opponent that came during the trip. And he 
believed that it was not arrogance, but simple fact. 


In fact, a 5 star mage could overcome most of the dangers 
that one would find around the continent. 


But the opponent this time was just too strong. 
‘This is a lich.’ 
Peran couldn’t handle this. 


Honestly, he was doing his best to not appear afraid because 
the pressure that was coming from Dullard was very heavy. 


Some of the other students had already fainted after being 
subjected to his presence. 


The only way they could escape was to trick the pirates who 
only knew about looting and murder...or if there was a mage 
with strength that surpassed the lich. 


‘But there is no such mage here.’ 


It felt like even their most powerful teacher, Professor Dio 
Perseman, would not be able to defeat the lich before their 
eyes. 


In truth, Peran never really showed his true strength in the 
academy. 


With the exception of a few professors and the academy 
president, everyone believed that he had only reached the 4 
star level. 


However Peran had already reached the 5 star level. 


You couldn’t call a full 5 star mage because he had only just 
reached the threshold but he had achieved enlightenment 
and released the impurities and debris from with his body. 


‘But...’ 
Peran’s face was pale. 
His fingertips were cold and his body was shaking. 


The ice spear that Dullard had cast had been blocked by 
Peran before it was fully casted. 


However forcibly interrupting the casting of someone at a 
higher level than you was incredibly dangerous. 


Although he had succeeded, the aftereffects were severe. 
He had already vomited blood twice. 
Nevertheless, Peran was forced to show himself. 


If not, the students here would all be killed by that devil. 


[Kuh. Nice. | never expected to meet a talent like you here.] 
Dullard laughed happily. 


When Mac heard his laughter, his heart stopped for a 
moment. 


That was how horrid the lich’s laugh was. 

Peran straightened his back so as to not appear afraid. 
He looked at Dullard and spoke with all his willpower. 
“I have a proposal.” 

[Tell me.] 


Kunst watched their conversation with his arms folded. He 
had an unpleasant feeling, but he didn’t dare to affect 
Dullards plans. 


The lich was strong enough to kill every being on the ships. 
“What is your objective?” 

[Do you want to divide us?” 

“Divide?” 


[The purpose of them and | are different. We are simply 
working together. ] 


As he said this, Dullard glanced at Kunst. 


Kunst caught the meaning of the glance and could only 
smile. 


“He is right. Our purpose is simple.” 


“Please tell me.” 
Kunst shrugged. 


“You all Know that the Oscar Islands is a very dangerous 
place. It’s a place where you don’t know when and where 
dirty pirate bastards will jump out and threaten you.” 


This was a fact that everyone knew. 


However when it came out of the mouth of the pirate 
captain who captured their ship, it just seemed ridiculous. 


Kunst laughed. 


“AS proper sea men, we can’t just stand and watch as 
academy students pass such a dangerous place. Um, so you 
see...We will politely and promptly bring you all to 
Kausymphony. That’s it.” 


“Kuhaha!” 

“What a broad minded attitude! He is a true seaman.” 
The pirates clapped their hands and laughed loudly. 
Kunst raised his hand, causing them to go silent. 


“Of course, the students here all belong to prestigious 
aristocratic families, so I’m sure you wouldn’t hesitate to 
reward us for our time.” 


The pirates once again made a fuss. 
This time Kunst didn’t stop them. 


Most of the students were pondering his words. 


It was hidden within the words, but in the end, what he said 
was that they would use them as prisoners to intimidate 
their family’s and gain money from it all. 


However none of them were able to say anything as they 
were afraid of the pirates in front of them who were swinging 
their swords and laughing. 


The students had never seen such coarse and dirty people 
before. 


Most of the pirates had scars on their faces, and their bodies 
were dirty and stank. 


The lack of teeth was visible every time they smiled and the 
clothes they were were basically pieces of cloth. 


A female student shuddered when she saw their enthusiasm. 
As they saw the reactions, the pirates enjoyed it even more. 
Then Peran spoke. 

“I alone am enough.” 

“What?” 


The expression on Kunst’s face changed. He had not been 
expecting such a response. 


Peran did not panic. 


“I will give you all the money that you need. So please 
release the students.” 


“Hooh.” 


Interest flashed in Kunst’s eyes. 


That was because the face of Peran after he finished 
speaking looked so noble and pitiful. 


The students standing behind looked at Peran’s back with 
emotional expressions. 


Some students even sniffled. 
[That won’t work.] 

That was Dullard’s answer. 
Peran’s heart grew heavy. 


Even if they were cruel and ignorant, it would be better to 
talk to the living. 


There was knowledge and perspectives that a human would 
have that the undead would not understand. 


Such beings were not meant to converse with. 
Peran added in a hurry. 


“It’s not a bad thing for you either. It’s much more work for 
you to take care of all these students when compared to just 
one...” 


[You are mine.] 

“What?” 

Peran had caught Dullard’s interest. 

At that time, the skeleton looked particularly creepy. 


Peran felt that the skeletal face without any skin was smiling 
at him. 


[Mages like you are rare. Since you’re hard to come by, there 
are many ways that you can be used. | can kill you then turn 
you into an undead to serve me...or | can eat you alive to 
absorb your mana. ] 


At those words Peran finally showed fear. 
Then Kunst laughed loudly again. 
“Kuhahaha! Do not waste any time. Get on our ship quickly.” 


Kunst pointed towards one of the boards they used to get on 
the Cortez, but the students stayed still. 


The vice captain couldn’t take it and shouted. 


“Our noble children can’t walk on the plank without the help 
from their servants! What are you doing? Hurry up and don’t 
make us carry you there.” 


“Kuh.” 
“I will escort the ladies over there.” 
“Shut up. That’s my job.” 


The pirates laughed gruesomely as they stepped toward the 
students. 


Peran was forced to watch this happen. 
At that time a student that caught the one eyed pirate’s eye. 


He was a student with grey hair and unlike the others who 
looked terrified, he was expressionless and even had his 
arms folded. 


“Ho, well aren’t you a brave one.” 


One Eye chuckled and approached him. 


In the beginning he was bored because all the students from 
the academy had the same frightened expressions. 


The only person who was different, Peran Jun, who had 
awakened his appetite, had been claimed by Dullard. 


But now he’d found another student with a similar 
temperament and of course he had no reason not to move. 


“You, come here.” 

The student with the grey hair turned to glance at him. 
“Are you talking to me?” 

One Eye was shocked by his reaction. 


This was because Frey’s words were very plain, as if he was 
talking to a friend. 


‘What’s with this guy? Is he acting like this because he’s 
scared?’ 


One Eye laughed forcibly to calm down the odd feeling that 
came up within him. 


“Yeah you. The one that looks like a stick.” 
“If you have business with me then you should come over.” 


At that time, not only One Eye, but even the students 
around him began to look at Frey. 


One of them was Jack, a member of David’s group. 


He looked at Frey with amazement. 


‘| don’t know if this guy became crazy because he won a few 
times.’ 


Did he not see the previous student fail to cast a spell and 
die? 


As long as the pirates came close, the student level wizards 
could do nothing to stop them. 


No, even if their skills were better, without experience it 
didn’t make a difference. 


It could be seen from what happened with Peran Jun. 
‘He’s out of his mind. Definitely.’ 

Jack was convinced that Frey had gone crazy. 

One Eye shivered and lowered his head. 


Soon after he pulled a knife from his waist and advanced 
violently. 


“This motherfucker...” 


The students beside him shivered when they heard the knife 
being drawn but Frey still didn’t have any reactions. 


His facial expression was as blank as ever. 


“Ah. | don’t know what great family you are from, but l'Il see 
how you keep flapping your tongue after | cut it off.” 


One Eye approached like he had already made up his mind 
to kill Frey. 


The students beside Frey shivered in fear and the weaker 
ones even closed their eyes. 


Splash. 
But the students were surprised to see what happened next. 
It wasn’t Frey that was thrown from the ship. 


It was the pirate. 


Chapter 14: Talent 
Revealed To The World(5) 


No one had been able to see Frey’s movements. 


Not Peran who grew up watching royal wizards duel from a 
young age, of Kunst who had fought dozens of naval battles. 


It was as if they blinked their eyes and the pirate was thrown 
into the sea. 


But Dullard had an idea. 
‘Magic Martial Artist?’ 
His actions were too fast. 


Dullard had been vigilant yet even he hadn’t been able to 
see what happened entirely. 


For the first time, his ever present glare slightly subsided. 
“Wha-, what the hell was that!” 


A single armed pirate screamed and pulled out his sword. 
The other pirates also became alert, spouting out 
obscenities. 


One Eye was one of the higher ups in the Bloodred 
Plunderers. He was very good at fighting and more 
importantly, he was known for his cruelty which allowed him 
to reach such a high position. 


So when he suddenly fell into the sea, the pirates became 
uneasy. 


Frey looked around with his ever present nonchalance and 
the first mate for the pirates gulped before saying. 


“B-, be careful. There’s something strange about that kid.” 


Frey could easily tell at a glance that he was another one of 
the higher ups. 


Unlike the other pirates, his clothes could actually be called 
clothes instead of being rags and he had three pirate 
bodyguards around him. 


Shik! 


Frey’s body suddenly disappeared before arriving before the 
first mate. 


He then raised his right hand and stuck it into the first 
mate’s chest, above his heart. 


His flesh split apart like tofu and his ribs shattered like old 
dry wood. 


The first mate’s eyes widened in fear. 
“Kuk...” 

“Fi-, first mate!” 

“Damn it! This monstrous bastard!” 


The bodyguards beside the first mate swung their swords as 
they shouted. 


Even with his bare hands through another person’s chest, 
Frey’s expression did not change one bit. 


This caused even the pirates who were used to murder and 
looting to be afraid. 


Frey used the body of the first mate as a shield against their 
attacks and the blades became stuck in the body. 


If they had been good fighters, they would have been able 
to cut through or around the first mate’s body, but they were 
only simple thugs who only knew about slashing and 
stabbing with their blades. 


Frey threw the first mate’s body at them without giving them 
a chance to react. 


“Ugh!” 


Two of the bodyguards were hit by the first mate’s body and 
only one of them managed to barely evade it by letting go of 
his sword. 


He fell to the floor, staring at Frey with a look of fear. 


Splash. 


If the ship had been noisy before, now it was completely 
Silent. 


Everyone on the ship was staring at Frey. 


However even with their attention on him, Frey 
expressionless shook his hand. 


Sticky blood splashed onto the deck. 
‘Frey Blake..?’ 
Peran stared at him with astonished eyes. 


He had heard that the formerly worst student in the 
academy had suddenly become amazing in the past month 
but could it have been such a large change? 


‘He killed four people in an instant without batting an 
eyelid.’ 


Additionally, the martial arts skill that Frey had just 
showcased was the greatest that Peran had ever seen. 


“Amazing.” 
Kunst’s voice had lost the mocking tone. 


He couldn’t be described with the word grace, but he 
definitely showcased the charisma that proved him to be the 
leader of the Bloodred Plunderers. 


He only said one word and stopped smiling, but the aura 
around him had changed completely. 


Even Peran felt uneasy. 

But Frey spoke without any agitation. 

“You guys are just terrible.” 

“...d0 you know who you just killed?” 

“Well I think it was one of the higher ups, but I’m not sure.” 


“He was my first mate.” 


“Hoo. Second in command. Bigger than | thought.” 
Kunst nodded while watching Frey with his cold eyes. 


“That’s right. Are you a bodyguard who was disguised as a 
student?” 


It was understandable why Kunst would have that thought. 


Even most of his pirates would sweat and avoid his gaze 
when he looked at them while releasing his aura like this, 
but there was no change at all to Frey’s expression as if he 
didn’t feel anything. 


This shouldn’t be something that a flower raised in the 
academy could do. 


Frey didn’t bother to correct Kunst’s misunderstanding. 
Kunst however, took it as an affirmation. 


He hesitated fora moment before making up his mind and 
speaking with determination. 


“Let’s make a deal.” 
“A deal?” 


“That move just now. It’s obvious that you’re a mage with 
excellent skills. But can you save all the students here from 
us?” 


Kunst looked at Dullard for a moment as if to give pressure 
using his presence. 


Frey chuckled at that moment but Kunst kept talking. 


“Half. Give us half the students on this ship and we won’t 
touch the rest.” 


The nearby pirates looked at their captain with amazed 
gazes. 


It should be known that the captain of the Bloodred 
Plunderers rarely yielded to anyone. 


However Kunst’s judgement was a natural decision. 
‘This guy is a lot more powerful than | thought.’ 
The evidence of this was Dullard’s silence. 


If he had the confidence to subdue the man before them 
then he would have acted already. 


‘Even the lich can’t guarantee that he'll beat him.’ 
It was clear that Dullard didn’t want to fight the man either. 
Frey raised his eyebrow and said. 


“I killed your first mate. | also took care of three or four other 
guys. Aren’t you going to take revenge?” 


“Revenge? You see pirates as too caring.” 
Kunst laughed, revealing his yellow teeth. 


“With the exception of me, the first mate has changed five 
times in the past year. They’d find it hard to hold the 
position for half a year.” 


Frey seemed to not understand his meaning. 


Kunst continued speaking. 


“Do you think it’s bad? Don’t you think the unnecessary 
bloodshed is inefficient? Additionally, we don’t touch our 
prisoners. This means that the twenty or so people we are 
taking now will be released right away once we get our 
money.” 


He then glanced at Peran. 


“Of course, the man from the Jun family must be taken 
unconditionally. You’re not a man with no eyes.” 


Although the ancestors of the Jun family were powerful, as 
long as they hid within the Oscar Islands, then not even the 
emperor could do anything even if he brought his entire 
army. 


Frey seemed to hesitate. 
Kunst thought he had almost convinced him, and smiled. 


“I will leave the selection up to you. Send 20 people over, 
including Peran.” 


If he had common sense, then he would keep the students 
from the larger aristocratic families. That way he could be 
said to have protected the core students with the exception 
of Peran, so his punishment would be minimal. 


Frey looked at him silently. 
The students looked at each other and began to shiver. 


This was until a student couldn’t take it any longer and 
shouted out. 


“Me, Pick me! G-, when | go back to my family, | will give you 
a reward!” 


She said this and stuck to Frey. 
Frey looked at her in bewilderment. 


She didn’t seem to be making the proper judgment because 
she had been corroded by fear. 


“1-, 100 gold! l'II give you 100 gold! I'll give you more if you 
want!” 


100 gold was hard for ordinary people to collect in their 
entire lives. 


Her words seemed to have lit a fuse. 


“Wha-, what are you doing? | have to save myself! You know 
the power of the Plasico family right? l'Il give you one 
hundred and fifty gold coins!” 


“Damn it! | am lan Corona! l'Il give you two hundred gold 
coins! So choose me!” 


“Th-, these guys!” 
They didn’t care to know what Frey was anymore. 


Whether he was the academy’s poor performing student 
Frey Blake, or a secret bodyguard placed on the ship as 
Kunst said. 


The only important thing to them right now was that Frey 
held the right to their life and death. 


a“ ” 


The appearance of the students shouting their family names 
and bargaining for their lives was incredibly disgusting. 


Even the pirates who were known for their craziness and 
shamelessness were speechless. 


At the end,those who kept their prides as nobles and didn’t 
bow down their heads could be counted on one hand. 


Frey closed his eyes, and when he opened them again there 
was a Sharp flash of energy within them. 


“Shut up.” 


He said it in a quiet tone, but it was heard by everyone on 
the ship. 


The crying voices of the students quieted immediately. 


He looked around slowly and the students all shivered as his 
eyes landed on them. When he looked at Jack, Jack couldn’t 
help but become afraid. 


The last thing Frey’s eyes met were the fires within Dullards 
head. 


[Kukuku. ] 


Suddenly Dullard let out a quiet laugh, causing Kunst to look 
at him. 


“What’s going on?” 


[I felt something strange in that man’s mana. It was a 
unique mana that | had never felt before, so | was alert. 
But...it seems he’s nothing special.] 


Dullard laughed darkly as a smile stretched across his 
Skinless face. 


[He should be a 5 star mage at best. It seems he has a few 
good moves, but I’ve killed more than a hundred such men 
already. ] 


Dullard lifted a black hand. 

Chujuk. 

A black shape began to form within his fingers. 
[Living Missiles. ] 


The black energy on his fingertips soon took shape before 
shooting toward Frey. 


Frey simply leaned back and dodged the attack. 
[Hut. ] 
Dullard laughed. 


At that moment the living missile that had passed, turned 
around and headed for Frey again. 


‘That..!’ 


Peran realised what Dullard had done. It wasn’t a magic that 
needed a preset direction. 


From the beginning the magic of the missile was tracking 
magic. 


Dullard did not need to control the magic at all. 


That way, Dullard had no problems casting another spell. 


[Bone Hand. ] 
Kugugu. 


Soon skeletal hands rose up from the deck. At a glance there 
seemed to already be dozens of them as they shot towards 
Frey. 


“Be careful!” 
Peran shouted subconsciously. 


With the bone hands at the bottom and the living missile at 
the rear, it seemed that Frey would soon become a pool of 
blood. 


But at that moment, Frey disappeared. 
Shik. 

[Kuk..!] 

Everything happened in an instant. 


As soon as he disappeared, Frey reappeared behind Dullard, 
his hand protruding from Dullard’s chest while holding a 
pulsating, glowing crystal. 


Peran knew what it was. 

‘The lich’s life vessel..?’ 

Dullard’s flaming eyes flashed and he stuttered. 
[Ho-, w...moving ship...used blink...] 


Blink, which allowed the user to narrow the distance within 
the blink of an eye was a very well known spell, so of course 


Dullard knew what he had done. 


However this was ona ship. It should have been an 
impossible feat to use blink on a moving ship! 


‘Wouldn’t you need to do at least five calculations at the 
same time..?’ 


There was something else that he was wondering. 

‘How could he tell the precise location of the life vessel...’ 
As his vision dimmed, Dullard finally reached a conclusion. 
‘He was deliberately stalling for time...’ 


While pretending to hesitate under Kunst’s offer, he had 
actually been observing Dullard. 


Even so, it didn’t make sense. 


The guy had looked through him and discovered his life 
vessel, but that was only something that a 7 star Archmage 
should be capable of doing. 


‘How could it be done by a mage who is weaker than me...’ 


If he had fought head on from the beginning, then it 
would’ve been his victory. 


Frey did not have a way to beat him from the start and could 
only stall for time. 


But he was defeated by Frey’s unwavering and creepy 
calmness. 


Even when Kunst had killed students and created such a 
horrifying atmosphere, he didn’t lift a finger. 


Dullard was unable to complete his thoughts as his 
consciousness finally faded. 


When the glow of the fires in his eyes faded, his bones all 
shattered and spread in the air like dust. 


Once again silence took over the ship. 
No one could believe what they had just witnessed. 


The mighty lich had been killed before he could truly show 
his hand. 


Everyone stared at Frey, their mouths wide open, but of 
course, Frey’s expression remained the same. 


He looked at Kunst and spoke slowly. 
“There will be no transactions.” 


Then with the same face, he looked at all the pirates there 
and said in a flat tone. 


“You will all die here.” 


Chapter 15: Preparation 
And Training(1) 


Unfortunately for Kunst, he was the one who was closest. 


He quickly opened his mouth when he saw Frey turn to 
glance at him. 


“Wa-, wait..!” 
Pit. (TL: sfx) 
Kunst’s head soared into the air in an instant. 


The pirates stared at the blood which was gushing up like a 
fountain, with dumbfounded eyes, as if they couldn’t believe 
what was happening. 


“Huh?” 


One of them couldn’t help but let out a sound of confusion, 
unfortunately, that became the signal for the slaughter. 


Papapat. 
“Ugk...” 
“Kuk!” 

“Sa-, save...” 


There was no resistance to the murder. 


It was the same 4000 years ago and it was the same now. 


He didn’t mind getting his hands dirty with blood even when 
he was called the Great Mage. 


Besides, the opponents this time were pirates. 


Frey knew that all of the pirates were garbage that had 
become insensitive to rape and murder. So he showed them 
no mercy. 


x KO 
“Those were some great skills. You’re really amazing.” 


Frey, who was looking out at the sea, turned to his right. 
Peran was standing there and had spoken in a cool tone. 


Frey didn’t respond and turned his head forward again. 
“Thank you for your help. | will never forget this favor.” 
As he said this, Peran bowed in gratitude. 


His figure gave a fresh feeling. He was different from all the 
nobles that Frey had met before even though he was from 
one of the three largest influences in the empire. 


Frey was pleased by Peran’s candid behavior and decided to 
change his attitude a little. 


“How’s your condition? It would’ve been a heavy burden to 
cancel the lich’s magic.” 


“You knew that too.” 


Peran laughed bitterly at that. 


“l'm better. | spat out the dead blood several times, | now 
feel refreshed.” 


“Your exaggeration is large.” 
“Haha.” 
He moved naturally to sit beside Frey. 


The sailors were busy cleaning the blood, guts and bodies 
that had been scattered all over the deck of the ship. 


Most of the students had returned to their cabins, but some 
of them offered to help the sailors clean up. 


Peran deliberately looked at the sea and said after a moment 
of silence. 


“Who are you?” 


M ” 


“That lich was a wizard at least at the 6 star level. Even if it 
was an imperial mage, it would be impossible for them to 
deal with such a terrifying foe so easily.” 


It was an existence that caused him to feel an overwhelming 
helplessness as if he would die in the blink of an eye. 


He wouldn’t overestimate himself. What was truly unusual 
was Frey’s ability. 


Peran recalled Kunst’s words. 
“Are you really onboard as a bodyguard?” 


“What do you think?” Frey asked in return. 


Peran shook his head after thinking for a while. 


“it should be impossible. It has been two years since you 
entered the academy.” 


When the Blake Families scion entered the academy, it had 
raised a fuss. That was why Peran knew that Frey was a 
Grade 2 student. 


“But it’s only recently that you stood out. It’s like you 
became talented and powerful all of a sudden.” 


“You are right.” 


After saying this, Frey closed his mouth as though he had 
nothing else to say. 


Peran realised that he had no intentions of continuing that 
conversation. There was no reason for him to continue to 
question his benefactor who saved his life. 


He got up with an awkward smile. 


“Would you like to stop by my family later? | will give you a 
reward.” 


He was giving away the opportunity to become a guest at 
the Jun Family, one of the three great noble families in the 
Empire! 


To any other noble, such an invitation would be an 
unprecedented boon, but Frey was still indifferent. 


“When the time comes...ah.” 
Frey suddenly lifted his head and stared at Peran. 


He had finally expressed a different reaction. 


“Can you lend me some money? About 20 gold.” 
20 gold coins. 


For common people, this was a large amount, but it was 
nothing to Peran. 


Peran’s eyes widened slightly because he would never have 
expected such a strong person to suddenly request financial 
assistance. 


“...20 gold? It doesn’t matter, but what do you need it for?” 


“To use the Warp Stone at Kausymphony. The price is quite 
high.” 


“Indeed...so that’s why you’re going to the capital.” 


He’d heard that the Blake Family was not located in the 
capital, but in Pilat on the eastern end. 


Peran nodded before taking some coins out of his pocket 
and handing them over. 


“This is all the money | have, you can take all of it.” 


They were three coins. Frey glanced at them before looking 
back at Peran. 


“Platinum...you don’t need to give that much, just 20 gold 
will do.” 


Platinum coins were worth 100 gold each. There were three 
of them, so that meant it was 300 gold altogether. 


Peran shook his head. 


“It’s okay. They’re nothing compared to what | would have 
lost. Plus.” 


“Plus?” 
“Unfortunately, | have no change.” 


Upon hearing that, Frey laughed heartily for the first time. 


Chapter 16: Preparation 
And Training(2) 


As the ship continued on to its destination, Frey developed a 
friendship with Peran. He was a much nicer man than Frey 
had thought and he turned out to be the best type of person 
to make your friend. 


They quickly felt like they were very much alike. 


Compared to Frey, Peran could only be considered a baby, 
but he had never been biased when it came to making 
friends. If that was true then he wouldn’t have been able to 
survive after thousands of years. 


Thanks to that, the time was well spent. 
In the blink of an eye, the Cortez arrived in Kausymphony. 


As they disembarked from the ship, Peran spoke seriously to 
Frey. 


“Frey, make sure you come to my family when you're done. 
Don’t make me a coward without honor.” 


Peran laughed bitterly as he continued. 

“Actually, I’d have liked to invite you right away, but it 
seems that my family has been discussing an engagement 
recently.” 


“You're really popular.” 


“Haha. That’s not a good thing. | respect my father deeply, 
but | wish he’d fix the fact that he enjoyed throwing parties 
sometimes. | don’t know how many times I’ve heard about 
engagements.” 


As he said this, Peran looked tired. 
“This time it’s with people from the Luanoble Kingdom...” 
“The Luanoble Kingdom?” 


Frey didn’t know anything about it but Peran nodded and 
continued speaking since he didn’t realise that. 


“It will be the young daughter of the Aquarid Family. 
Honestly, | don’t know if she'll like me. Her family is large 
and has produced countless knights with amazing skills 
while her fiance will only be a weak mage.” 


“Make use of your handsome face. Most women would be 
distracted when you smile.” 


“I’m worried it might seem cheap.” 

The two of them laughed after sharing a glance. 
“Then l'Il go now. Frey, | wish you good luck.” 
“Right.” 

Frey nodded. 

Peran left soon after. 

A group of four students approached Frey again. 


He thought they were coming to pick a fight, but their faces 
made him think otherwise. 


“Frey Blake, thank you for your help. | will make sure to 
repay this debt.” 


“Thank you very much.” 
“Thank you.” 
They didn’t mind lowering their heads in gratitude. 


Only then did Frey realise that when he was supposed to 
screen the students, these few were the ones who didn’t 
humiliate themselves. 


Frey shook his head. 
“It’s not something you need to thank me for.” 
“We don’t think so.” 


“When you have time, stop by my family. | will take care of 
you to the best of my ability.” 


They were no longer treating Frey like the loser from the 
academy. 


Their clear eyes showed their deep respect for him. 


Frey nodded at them and made sure to remember their 
family names. He didn’t realise it then, but they were 
actually the children of some very powerful families. 


Next came Mac. 
He took off his hat and bowed his head politely. 
“I owe you so much Mr Frey.” 


“It was nothing.” 


“No. What would have happened without Mr. Frey’s help... 
don’t even want to imagine it.” 


Mac looked at Frey with a sincere expression and Frey could 
only smile in return. 


“I wish the Cortez a safe journey.” 


“Thank you. If | have the chance, | will see you again when 
you return to the academy.” 


After saying those words, Mac took his leave. 


Frey looked around, but it seemed that no one else had any 
business with him. 


Only then could he finally take a glance at Kausymphony. 


As he walked past a group of carriages, Frey muttered 
quietly to himself. 


“The population is clearly larger than it was in the past.” 
The population density was very high. 
Frey looked around and admired the scenery in the city. 


‘There hasn't been a large amount of changes, but it is 
definitely different.’ 


There was a large difference in certain details, such as the 
style of the buildings, the streets and the fashion. 


But it still didn’t make sense since that kind of change could 
happen within 10 or so years. 


‘What did he do to stop human development?’ 


The most valid explanation was that he suppressed the 
growth of strong human beings. But didn’t that guy usually 
treat human beings like bugs? 


It was a little strange. 


‘| will probably need to meet him in person and ask him 
myself.’ 


In order to do this, the first step was to find out about the 
past. Something that could only be done a step at a time. 


That was it. 
When he had been Lucas, Frey had nothing to fear. 


Even beings who had supreme confidence in their strength 
were nothing but bugs in front of his towering might. 


But there were others that even he couldn’t beat. And they 
were likely to still be alive even now. 


They grew older at a much slower pace when compared to 
humans. 


Even so, 4000 years had passed. 
He didn’t believe that they all wasted that time. 


As he thought about this, Frey suddenly had the feeling that 
the road ahead of him was filled with uncertainties. 


He felt a little helpless but he shook his head soon after. 
There was no reason for him to rush his thinking. 


No one knew that he was back anyway. He just needed to 
advance slowly, step by step. 


‘No one knows I’m back. That is my biggest advantage.’ 
Frey decided to head to the Warp Stone first. 


Because it was at the center of the city, Frey was able to 
arrive there easily by following one of the main roads. 


Then he spoke to one of the guards near the Warp Stone. 

“| would like to use the Warp Stone.” 

“Do you have anything to prove your identity?” 

Frey took out an identification certificate. 

The guard examined the certificate closely before nodding. 


“So you are a student of the Westroad Academy. Please tell 
me your destination.” 


“Ispaniola.” 
“Please wait a moment.” 


After the guard said that, he began taking out some 
documents before handing them over. 


After Frey glanced over it, he realised that it was a kind of 
timetable/schedule. 


‘| see. So | couldn’t go right away if | wanted to, | need to set 
a time similar to a ship or a wagon.’ 


It was an efficient system. 
Frey was in admiration once again. 


It was then that the guard looked up at him and said, 


“The earliest departure is tomorrow afternoon.” 

Frey nodded. 

“I'd like to join then please.” 

“The fee is 15 gold. You need to pay 5 gold in advance.” 


It would have been some trouble if he had only had 20 gold 
Coins. 


Frey took out a platinum coin. 


This was something that most commoners might not see in 
their entire lifetimes, but the guard wasn’t surprised and 
accepted the platinum coin easily, giving him 95 gold coins 
in return. 


The Warp Stone was something that was often used by the 
nobles, so it really wasn’t a surprise that the guard was used 
to seeing them. 


“Tomorrow when you come make sure to give this to the 
guard stationed. Please keep in mind that it won’t be 
reissued in the event that you lose it.” 


Frey put away the yellow ball that the guard gave him as he 
walked away from the Warp Stone area. 


‘Tomorrow afternoon.’ 
There was still a lot of time. 


Frey looked down at his body. He was wearing the student 
uniform of the Westroad Academy. 


It wasn’t uncomfortable, but it also wasn’t comfortable 
either. 


Besides, there were some bloodstains on it from the pirates. 
‘It’s not suitable for a trip to the mountains.’ 


The search for Schweiser’s dungeon would only begin after 
he reached 6 stars. So all Frey needed to do was practice. 


After about a month of practice, he should then have all the 
mana he needed to advance to the 6 star stage. 


To stay in the wild, he would need comfortable clothes, tools 
and food. 


Thanks to Peran, he had a lot of money, so it would be better 
if he bought the things now since he was in a big city. 


Frey began searching for a store. 


Chapter 17: Preparation 
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The first thing Frey needed to buy was clothes. 


The uniform he was wearing was not very comfortable and 
would not be suitable for a long term camping trip. 


He would also need to buy hiking shoes and a cloak. 


‘Some kind of leather armor for mercenaries would also be 
good.’ 


It was safe to say that the armor mercenaries—who had to 
spend long amounts of time outdoors— wore should be the 
most appropriate for outdoor activities. 


As he wandered around, Frey found a store that looked 
promising. 


It seemed to be a sort of general merchandise store 
dedicated to adventurers since not only armor, but weapons, 
potions and other tools could all be found there. 


The store seemed to be among the largest that one would be 
able to find in the entire city. 


Since it was so large, then Frey figured that he would 
probably be able to get all of the items he needed without 
having to search for another store. 


When Frey opened the door and walked in, a middle aged 
man who gave a generous impression, greeted him. 


“Welcome Sir. How may | help you?” 
“I’m looking for a set of practical armor.” 


The owner of the store, Dumpid1, quickly scanned Frey’s 
clothes. 


‘That’s a Westroad Academy uniform.’ 


It was a well known academy where only elites could attend. 
Dumpid had received customers from there many times 
before. 


Maybe some guys with poor eyes might not notice, but 
Dumpid certainly ensure that he treated these students 
warmly. 


They contributed a lot to the store’s sales as they were easy 
to cheat. 


He knew what things they preferred to buy and how to deal 
with them. 


Dumpid’s eyes glistened as he inwardly admired his nose. 
‘Another duck walked in on its own two feet today.’ 

He laughed happily inside though he hid it well. 

“Very well. Please follow me.” 


Before long, Dumpid brought him over to a very colorful 
outfit. It could not be considered armor, more like something 
that a theatre actor might wear. 


When he saw Frey’s blank stare, Dumpid couldn’t help but 
smiled brightly. 


‘It’s done.’ 


“This is an armor made from the fur of a Silver Fox. It is 
gorgeous, but it is a difficult design for most people to pull 
off, however | believe that it has met its fated owner today. 
I’m sure it will match your aura perfectly.” 


Dumpid continued, pointing toward the chest of the ‘armor’. 


“The sapphire was personally hand carved by a first class 
craftsman. There is also cleaning magic on it, so even if it 
does get dirty, after a moment...” 


“Owner.” 

Frey’s expression became cold. 

“Are you saying that this armor is practical?” 
Dumpid looked slightly afraid. 

“Ye-, yes? Th-, that’s right.” 

“I think I’ve come to the wrong store.” 


Then as he turned around without hesitation, Dumpid 
realised that something wasn’t right. 


“Wa-, wait a minute. Please tell me what type of armor 
you're looking for.” 


Frey responded coldly without stopping. 


“Excellent durability and elasticity. The type that is 
lightweight and that won’t have much of an odor even if it’s 
not washed for a long time. It would be best if it was easy to 
remove.” 


Then he looked around and said. 

“I don’t think there’s anything like that in this store.” 
Dumpid shook his head as he followed. 

“N-,no. | was mistaken for a moment. Please forgive me.” 


After that he led Frey into the depths of the store. A thought 
coming to his mind as he passed a few rooms. 


‘He talks like a mercenary who has been through many 
battles. I’ve never heard of a noble who wanted to purchase 
such armor...’ 


Soon Dumpid brought Frey to the very back of the store. 


When he opened the door, Frey looked around before his 
expression softened. 


There was armor like what he wanted. 
Dumpid looked at Frey with a curious expression. 
‘Such a mysterious customer.’ 


In all honesty, he was only half confident when he brought 
him here. 


The armors here were all simple and aimed for practicality 
before anything else, however from a certain point of view, 
they could be considered as shabby. 


At least they didn’t fit the usual tastes of the nobles. 


He was preparing to be yelled at for showing such ‘garbage’ 
but after seeing Frey’s face he realised there was nothing to 
worry about. 


As Frey slowly began to browse through the room, Dumpid 
took a seat and waited for him to pick the clothes and armor 
he wanted. 


This was because this customer seemed like the type who 
didn’t like to be disturbed. Therefore he waited in case he 
was asked any questions and then he would go and answer 
them sincerely. 


Soon Frey pointed toward an armor. 

“Owner, can you tell me about this armor?” 

“That is leather armor made from the Ispanian Bear.” 
“The Ispanian Bear?” 


“Yes. It’s a monster that lives in the Ispania Mountains. It 
grows to about 4m on average and it’s skin is so tough that 
most soldiers can’t even scratch it.” 


Frey took down the armor, carefully inspecting it, even 
smelling it as Dumpid watched from the side in admiration. 


He checked in particular if the seams were correct and 
sturdy and if the tanning process had been done correctly. 


‘| don’t know who this student is, but he is choosing his 
equipment more meticulously than even the most well 
known mercenary.’ 


A good mercenary knew that the quality of their equipment 
directly correlated to their lives. Overly cautious 
mercenaries could even spend a day doing inspections. 


The student in front of him was showcasing all the traits of 
an excellent mercenary. 


“You said that this was made from the hide of an Ispanian 
Bear, so what if | wore this and encountered one?” 


“What?” 

“For example, would they become overly hostile?” 
“Ahh.” 

He nodded his head as he understood. 


There was a well known tale of a mercenary who had been 
wearing armor made from an Ogre’s hide, who, together with 
his team, had been destroyed by a horde of Ogres. 


And such attacks by monsters were not necessarily limited 
to Ogres. 


While it was mostly a superstition, that didn’t mean that the 
occurrence of a similar event was impossible. 


“It wouldn’t matter. The Ispanian bear is not known for its 
fratricide. Plus, because of the unique smell of the armor, 
they are more likely to mark their territory before leaving.” 


Dumpid laughed a bit as he continued. 


“Of course, that’s only if you’re going to the Ispania 
Mountains.” 


The Ispania Mountains was a place that was called a haven 
for monsters. It should be known that in the wild the fertility 
rate increased by 5%. 


No one would be insane enough to go there on their own. 


Frey nodded and pointed toward the armor. 


“I'll take this. What’s the price?” 
“It’s 25 gold.” 


Dumpid considered raising the price for a moment before 
deciding not to. 


Frey paused while taking out the money before saying. 
“| want to get a few things beside armor.” 

“What are you looking for?” 

“A leather bag or water bottle, ah. Do you have maps?” 
“I have everything. But what do you mean by bag?” 

“A bag to hold things in.” 

Dumpid hesitated for a moment before speaking. 

“Are you talking about subspace bags?” 

“, subspace bag?” 


“If not, then I’m sorry, but I’ve never heard of anyone asking 
for a normal leather bag...” 


Frey asked about the subspace bags. Dumpid explained 
patiently even though he was inwardly curious how a noble 
didn’t know about such a common magic tool. 


‘| see...So there is something like that.’ 


A bag that could hold much more than its size would lead 
you to believe. 


This was the second time that Frey had been surprised after 
the Warp Stone discovery. 


‘I understand now. Magic has penetrated deeper into daily 
life that | expected.’ 


Using subspace magic wasn’t something he was currently 
capable of, but now he didn’t have to do it himself. 


“How much does it cost?” 
“It depends on the storage size and durability.” 


Of course there were some bags that had extravagant 
appearances but small space. However if he recommended 
any of those then Frey would probably leave again. 


“This is the recommended product.” 
Dumpid showed him a blue bag. 


“It is made with Ice Troll leather. The storage space is the 
size of one wagon which is very large for its size. And it is 
very durable. I’m sure | don’t need to tell you how tough Troll 
leather can be.” 


Frey nodded appreciatively when Dumpid treated him as a 
proper mercenary. 


“Of course, the price is a little higher.” 
“How much?” 

“50 Gold.” 

“Hmm.” 


That was expensive. 


Still it was a very large convenience, considering the price. 
So Frey decided to purchase the subspace bag while 
thanking Peran for his generous gift. 


“Thank you.” 


After completing his payment, Frey changed into the armor 
immediately and put his school uniform into the subspace 
bag. (TL: ‘Subspace bag’ will be ‘bag’ from now on unless 
there is another type bag later in which case l'Il specify) 


Afterwards, he left and glanced at his bag once more. 
‘It’s worth it.’ 


In the worst case scenario, Frey would have to stay in the 
mountains for at least a month, so he was very satisfied by 
the fact that he could store many of the items he needed in 
the bag instead of fetching it all. 


Frey soon found an inn and got a room before heading to 
bed since the next day he would be travelling. 


The next afternoon, after he arrived at the warp stone, Frey 
handed the token to the guard before paying the rest of the 
fee. 


There were already a few people there. Including Frey, there 
were five of them. 


After waiting a while, several wizards came out of a building 
at the side. 


“The warp will start soon. All users please don’t leave the 
magic circle.” 


Woowoong. 


‘They divided it. Excellent. We’ll have more than enough 
mana for the warp...’ 


This way was efficient and safe. 


As Frey admired their wisdom, the magic circle shined 
beneath his feet. 


Woowoong. 


The sensation from warping would cause those unfamiliar 
with it to probably suffer a bout of extreme nausea. 


A few minutes passed. 
Paat. 
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When Frey opened his eyes, he realised that his 
surroundings had changed. 


He looked around. 
‘So this is Ispaniola.’ 


Huge towering mountains overlooked the city. As he looked 
at those mountains, Frey couldn’t help the complicated 
feeling that filled his chest. 


‘There are things that haven’t changed even after 4000 
years.’ 


The Ispania Mountains. 


He’d arrived at his destination. 


Chapter 18: Preparation 
And Training(4) 


Frey looked around immediately. 
Ispaniola was a small, secluded city. 


However the residents’ faces didn’t have that general 
carefree feeling that was common to rural cities. 


The reason was a bit obvious. 


‘It’s adjacent to the mountain range so monsters must come 
down frequently.’ 


The guards’ faces were solemn and there were many 
mercenaries walking around. 


The city was as noisy as any other, but the atmosphere was 
filled with tension, similar to the feeling of walking on thin 
ice. 


As one would expect from dangerous geographical locations, 
safety was a priority. 


First off, Frey bought food and water. The bag he’d bought 
was quite large so even when he bought more than he 
needed there was still a lot of space. 


‘With this much | can easily last three weeks.’ 


Then, he headed to a bar. 


The bar he picked was one in the center of the city that was 
filled with many mercenaries. 


However, contrary to what you would believe, the bar was 
not noisy, instead, the mercenaries focused on drinking their 
alcohol in silence and words were only spoken every now 
and then. 


What was also unusual, was that the inside of the bar was 
dark even though it was the middle of the day. 


Frey glanced around once before heading to the counter. 
“Welcome.” 


A bald giant of a man, who appeared to be the owner, 
greeted him bluntly. 


Frey sat down at the bar and spoke in his usual tone. 

“A glass of beer. And something to eat.” 

“What if it doesn’t taste good?” 

“Bread and meat are good. As long as it fills my stomach.” 
The owner nodded and brought the food after a while. 

It was a simple meal of bread and tasty sausages. 


Frey took a sip of the beer before looking at the owner and 
saying, 


“Are you familiar with the Ispania Mountains?” 


“Are you a mercenary?” 


Frey nodded at that. 


The owner glanced at his appearance before letting out a 
laugh. 


“Hmm. From what I can tell...you just started working as a 
mercenary. Am | wrong?” 


Strictly speaking, he indeed was wrong. Frey shrugged 
instead of answering. 


Then the owner shook his head. 


“I already know. You think if you dress up in water proof 
armor and wear a new sword on your waist then you can 
beat a dragon. | don’t mean to say that it’s wrong. Passion is 
a privilege of the young.” 


To be young and courageous. Maybe it had been so long in 
the past that he couldn’t even remember what it was like. 


“But you've come to the wrong place. The Ispania Mountains 
isn’t a place that you should come to for an adventure.” 


“It’s called the Monster Paradise. | know that already.” 
“No, you don’t know anything.” 


The owner said as if he was chewing the words. When Frey 
looked at him with curious eyes, he shook his head. 


“Pardon me. | also had a son. He was around your age. He 
also wanted to become a mercenary from a young age. He 
was a good kid.” 


Looking at the owner’s face, Frey couldn’t help but ask. 


“Your son is now...” 


“He’s dead. Died in the Ispania Mountains. It’s been 2 years 
now.” 


“l'm sorry.” 
He continued with a sigh. 


“He was escorting a mother and daughter who went there to 
pick herbs. The daughter barely made it back to the town 
alive.” 


The over glanced over Frey. 


“No one will insult you, so just go home. I’m not trying to 
project my son onto you. But you must know that even the 
greatest mercenaries call that place the Hell Mountains.” 


The owner thought Frey would understand if he said this. He 
sincerely hoped that this young man would not lose his life 
at such a young age. 


But Frey silently emptied his mug before saying. 


“I want to know what types of monsters appear in the 
mountains.” 


“Hoo. You have no intention of bending?” 
“I have a reason to go there.” 
Frey spoke in a calm voice. 


The owner could only shake his head, even if he didn’t tell, 
he would get the information from elsewhere. The owner 
scratched his head. 


“Don’t blame me later.” 


“Why would | blame the owner.” 
“Ai. l'm afraid | won’t be able to sleep well tonight.” 
The owner continued speaking. 


“The Monster Heaven. Just like the nickname says. All kinds 
of monsters can appear in that mountain range. Goblins, 
Ogres, Trolls, Drakes...there isn’t a monster out there that 
wouldn’t be in those mountains.” 


Maybe the owner remembered something which scared him, 
as his face became pale. 


“That’s not all. Two headed or Albino Trolls, goblins who are 
able to make poison...there’s a lot of mutants everywhere.” 


The owner explained as much as he knew. In fact, he was 
trying to show that entering that mountains was a hopeless 
idea. Nevertheless he gave up on exaggerating when he saw 
Frey’s calm eyes. 


“| see,” 


After hearing the explanation, Frey nodded and stood to his 
feet. 


When he was about to pay however, the owner shook his 
head. 


“I won’t accept your money. When you come back alive, 
then l'Il accept it.” 


Frey paused the hand that he was about to pull out of his 
bag and laughed. 


“That is not an attitude suitable for business.” 


“You're like my wife nagging in my ears. It’s fine as long as | 
can feed my family.” 


Frey moved away from his seat. He had enough money now, 
but he didn’t want to refuse the owner’s favor. 


“It was a great meal. Especially the sausages.” 


“You're different. Usually in our place, the conversations are 
about monster corpses or alcohol.” 


The owner smiled. 


“I will remember your face. Please come back alive. When 
you do, l'Il cook even more delicious sausages.” 


“I look forward to it.” 
As Frey turned around, the owner called out to him again. 


“Oh yeah, corpses have been turning up near the mountains 
these past few days.” 


“Was it the monsters?” 

“No. The wounds were made by weapons.” 

Made by weapons... 

Frey understood what the owner meant immediately. 
“someone is killing by the mountains?” 


“That’s how it seems. Even some of the best mercenaries 
were attacked. No one knows if it’s one murderer or a group, 
but we do know is that they are highly skilled.” 


“Were there any bodies discovered recently.” 


“That’s right.” 


The owner's expression became heavy, maybe he was 
thinking about his son. 


“The guards are doing their investigations but there hasn’t 
been any results yet. As far as | know, some mercenaries 
have also been hired but there are still no leads. | don’t 
know what you intend to do, but you’re going into the 
mountains, so be careful.” 


He was reminding him to not poke the beehive for no reason. 
The place he was going was already dangerous so there was 
no reason to add to it. 


‘Was he looking for something in the mountains?’ 

Or maybe he was searching for someone. 

Frey nodded. 

“| will be careful.” 

Frey finally left the bar and left Ispaniola immediately after. 
Then he saw a huge boulevard. 


‘Mac said that half a day’s walk from here would allow me to 
reach the entrance.’ 


He had thought it would be completely untamed since it led 
to the mountain range, but surprisingly, it was actually 
smooth enough to be called a road. 


Frey had this thought as he walked along the path. 


Schweiser’s dungeon was probably not a cave. 


‘A mountain that pierced the clouds, with a beautiful lake on 
top and a serene island in the middle of the lake.’ 


Schweiser’s previous words were the best clues. 
And he had an idea what they were describing. 
‘Ungwanbong. The mountain known as Drake mountain.’ 


At the top of the mountain should be a volcanic lake and 
there was probably a small island in the middle of it. 


So he just needed to find the small island. 
The problem was that there was no easy way to get there. 


If it was at the outskirts then even a newbie would be able to 
make it. But as you got to the middle, the levels of the 
monsters there skyrocketed. 


If he wanted to deal with them effortlessly then he would 
need to be 6 stars at the least. 


Of course, that was not much of an issue. Here in the Ispania 
Mountains, the natural mana was very high, so if he found a 
place to settle and train here, his level would increase 
quickly. 


It would probably take about a month. 
‘I’ve arrived.’ 
Frey thought to himself. 


In front of him, a lush forest could be seen. The forests 
continued up the mountains and there were hundreds of 
mountains in his sight. 


In other words, he had finally arrived at the Ispania 
Mountains. 


‘Now it really starts.’ 


Clenching his fist, Frey headed into the forest. 


Chapter 19: Preparation 
And Training(5) 


Frey wanted to focus solely on his training. 
‘| decided it would be a month.’ 


In fact, that was also pretty tight. Except for fulfilling his 
body’s needs, all his time would have to be devoted to 
training. 


Even an experienced sorcerer might not be able to handle 
such torment, but for Frey who had suffered for 4,000 years, 
it was not much. 


The most important thing was to find a place to train. 
And that place had to meet two requirements. 


‘It should be relatively safe. The mana should also be 
concentrated enough.’ 


Searching for the right place was time consuming in it’s own 
way. 


Frey slowly began to look around. 
It was not smooth. 


There were many monsters around which suited the name 
‘Monster Heaven’. 


Two days later, Frey finally found a place he considered 
Suitable. 


It was a spectacular waterfall. 


It had the classic feel of a training place. Of course, he didn’t 
intend to meditate while having the waterfall pound onto his 
head. 


What Frey had noticed was a cave that was hidden behind 
the waterfall. 


It was a place where few monsters, let alone humans, would 
touch. 


It was dark behind the waterfall but that was fine since he 
could make light with magic. 


‘This will be fine.’ 


The best part was that it could handle two of his needs at 
the same time. 


The cave was a good shelter since it was easy for him to get 
water and food. This meant that he would be fine even if the 
rations he brought ran out. 


“Good.” 
Frey deliberately spoke out loud as he settled his heart. 
The battle training was going to be hard. 


It was because of how dangerous it was that Frey did not tell 
Isabelle about it when she was curious, as it would be risky. 


First, he had to collect mana. 


A smile stretched across Frey’s face as he began to absorb 
the mana from the air. 


‘The mana here is not as dense as | remember.’ 
He had trained on Ispania Mountain in the past. 


His memory of that time was blurry, but he was sure the 
mana had been denser back then. 


Sss. 
The mana began to gather in Frey’s body. 


After it entered his body, the mana gathered in the Mana 
Room1 below his belly button. 


Frey had gathered mana until his capacity was almost filled 
and all that was left was a Sliver. 


Sss- 
The sun rose and set. 


And as it rose again, Frey finally managed to collect the last 
bit of mana that he had needed to fill his core. 


A sense of satisfaction, different from a sense of satiety, 
seemed to envelope his entire body in its embrace. 


This was a unique feeling that an organism would have only 
when it had filled its capacity for mana. 


“Hoo...” 


Step 1 was complete. 


Frey opened his eyes and immediately took some drinking 
water from his bag as he let out a long breath. 


He couldn’t help but be thirsty after not having replenished 
his body’s moisture after an entire day. 


He didn’t feel hungry, but that was only the feeling of the 
mana confusing his body. 


He forced himself to eat some of the jerky he stored and 
immediately after, he found a comfortable position and went 
to sleep. 


After five hours of sleep, Frey woke up again. 
He’d slept much longer than expected. 


‘From now on it will be much more difficult, so this can be 
considered my last break.’ 


He sat up again before taking a deep break. 
Gathering mana was only a preparatory step. 
Frey then divided his mana room into two. 


This process was easy to explain, but the actual process was 
incredibly difficult. 


After it entered the body, mana tended to stick together. But 
Frey skillfully separated his mana room into two equal parts. 


50/50. His mana had been divided into equal parts. 
He was finally ready to start the battle training. 


‘Hoo...’ 


From now on, it would be nothing but pain. 


Frey made the mana on the right take on the properties of 
fire. Conversely, he made the mana on the left take the 
properties of water. 


Kuk. 


The mana, which now had opposing properties, immediately 
began trying to suppress each other. 


Frey could not stop himself from frowning as an intense pain 
rose from below his navel. 


‘It’s been a while, so it’s hard to control.’ 
This was the battle training. 


The mana room was now the battlefield instead of just a 
storehouse and each side had become factions whose 
soldiers began a war. 


If you didn’t pay close enough attention, the mana would go 
out of control and in the worst case scenario, you would die. 


Frey observed the struggle, giving a little assistance to one 
side if he felt like they were too weak. 


As the balance was regained, the mana was refined further. 
And while the mana was moving frantically. 


l ” 


Sweat began forming on Frey’s forehead. 


1.The phrase ‘Mana Room’ was taken directly from the 
author as they had put the words in english. So | will keep it 
as itis, even if it sounds odd. 


Chapter 20: Preparation 
And Training(6) 


A week passed. 


Frey looked extremely disgusting. 


Once he had determined that his spot was indeed safe, he 
set up a few alarms, took off his armor and began to train 
wholeheartedly. 


It was more efficient this way. 


However his beard began to grow and his body began to 
smell. 


There was a waterfall right in front of him so he could decide 
to wash himself at any time, but in the end he chose not to. 


This was because his concentration would be broken by the 
cold water falling on his body. The situation he was in right 
now was extremely sensitive. 


Other than to take care of the physiological needs of his 
body, Frey devoted all of his time to training. 


Time passed. 
Kooo. 


A week later. 


A blue haze began to form around Frey’s body. His mana had 
become clearly visible! 


This sign meant that Frey was on the verge of breaking 
through to 6 stars. 


His mana capacity had more than doubled. The purity was 
also incomparable to the way it was before. 


Though this was an achievement that was almost impossible 
to attain in a week, Frey was still not satisfied. 


It was still not enough. 
More. More. More. 


He was as desperate as a person that had been condemned 
to death, but he wasn’t impatient. 


It was like walking a tightrope, but Frey carefully kept the 
balance and perfectly digested it. 


Time passed again. 
Three weeks. 


But this period was a little more stimulating than the other 
weeks. 


One of the alarms he’d set alerted him in the midst of his 
battle training. 


‘This...’ 
Frey’s expression became hard. 


When doing this training, the wizard’s body was as 
defenseless as a newborn baby. Just a simple touch and it 


was possible for the pulse in his body to become entangled 
and he would die instantly. 


He barely managed to calm the two halves of his mana room 
that were locked in battle. Then he removed the properties 
that he’d given them and waited for the mana within him to 
slowly calm down. 


Afterwards, he opened his eyes to look at the intruder. 
“you are.” 

Black eyes were looking back at him. 

It was a bird, but it was no ordinary bird. 


It had a profound gaze, with feathers that seemed to be 
made from flames and exuded warmth. Frey knew this 
creature. 


No, there was no one who did not know its name. 

“A Phoenix.” 

A monster so rare that it was called a fantasy, had appeared. 
A flash of happiness appeared in Frey’s eyes. 


He had worked with Phoenixes before. In general, they were 
incredibly difficult to tame. No, it should be said that it’s 
impossible. 


However this was only because they were very picky when 
choosing their companions and only for those who were 
worthy would they bow their heads without hesitation. 


‘It is the Ispania Mountains which has all kinds of monsters.’ 


But he would never have expected to meet a Phoenix here. 
Besides, why was it there? 


There was no hostility in it’s gaze. From the beginning this 
divine creature simply waited calmly until he opened his 
eyes. 


Frey soon guessed why. 


‘It must have been attracted by the fire mana that | was 
manipulating during the battle training.’ 


What he also took note of, was the state that the Phoenix 
was in. It’s feathers were soaked. 


Was it because it came through the falls? 


No. There was a faint rain smell coming from it. However the 
flames on a Phoenix’s feathers burned so strongly that it 
shouldn't be wet by rain. 


But this guy’s flames were weak and seemed as if they 
would go out at any moment. 


Looking closer, he realised that there was a large scar on the 
bird’s chest. As if its body had been slashed by a huge claw. 


If the wound had been a bit deeper, it would’ve ripped 
through its heart. 


Contrary to what many people believed, this creature wasn’t 
actually immortal. 


It was only called that because given the right conditions, it 
would be able to escape death compared to other creatures. 


Frey smiled gently and gestured. 


“Come here.” 
The Phoenix blinked and kept staring at Frey. 


“Are you going to keep staring at me? Didn’t you come here 
for help?” 


His gentle tone was that of Lucas, who was praised as an 
amazing teacher in the past. 


The Phoenix paused for a moment before making its way 
over to Frey. 


If anyone had seen this sight, they would have suspected 
that something was wrong with their eyes. 


A noble being that was famous for never obeying anyone 
had been attracted with a few simple words and gestures? 


Frey slowly stroked the feathers of the Phoenix that had 
come closer to him. This action was akin to holding a ball of 
flames with your bare hands, but Frey did not feel any heat. 


This was proof that the Phoenix felt no hostility towards him. 


“You must have fought a mighty creature. It’s alright. | think 
| can help you.” 


Frey immediately began pouring his mana into the Phoenix. 
The mana had been given the properties of fire once again. 


Changing the properties of mana was a very difficult skill 
that even some of the most well known mages would not 
dare to try it, but it was very simple for Frey. 


As he touched the Phoenix’s neck, Frey muttered. 


“You're taking away the fruits of my training.” 
“Kuruk...” 


The Phoenix stomped its feet and made a low sound. Frey 
laughed. 


“It was a joke, so stay still. It will be over soon.” 
Time passed slowly. 


The sound of the rain made the scene pleasantly 
harmonious without breaking the stillness of the image. 


Frey enjoyed this moment. 
Past places, past ties, past memories. 
A rare soft smile spread across his face. 


“You remind me of the old times. My old friend looked just 
like you.” 


Frey slowly stroked the Phoenix’s feathers. 


“This is in return for reminding me of those good memories. 
Next time you see your enemy, beat him.” 


“Kuruk...” 
The Phoenix looked at Frey with a deep gaze. 
Frey gave it another bright smile as he returned its gaze. 


a“ "m 


The Phoenix slowly turned around before separating the 
waterfall’s flow and stepping out. 


Frey watched it leave with many complicated feelings before 
noticing something on the floor in front of him. 


“Um.” 
It was a Phoenix feather. 
“You gave an excessive gift.” 
Frey let out a low laugh. 


It was a gift that had endless value as it could be used from 
things such as healing wounds, to manufacturing magic 
items. 


He looked at it for a moment. 


Then he sat down, closed his eyes and returned to his 
training. 


x KOK 
Four weeks. 


Deep in the cave, Frey had become completely 
indistinguishable from his previously handsome appearance. 


He didn’t clean himself so his hair, beard and body smelled 
quite rotten and his face became black as if it had been 
painted with charcoal. 


His food had run out a week ago. 


Originally he had intended to go out to hunt for food if 
necessary, but Frey was so focused on his training that he 
decided to starve. 


If he hadn’t drank any water, then he probably would’ve 
died. 


His cheeks were thin and seemed to be just skin. 


Looking at his appearance it would be more believed that he 
was a beggar instead of an aristocrat. 


However if there was anyone to see this scene, they would 
not have been able to open their mouths. 


This was because Frey, who was fully concentrated on his 
cultivation with his eyes closed, gave off a very mysterious 
feeling. 


“Ssss...” 
A long hiss came from his mouth. 


Anyone who had working eyes would be able to see the blue 
mist that came out of his mouth along with the hiss. 


Frey slowly opened his eyes. 

Unlike his gaunt face, Frey’s eyes were brimming with life. 
He calmly accessed his condition. 

‘| became 6 stars.’ 

He had become a 6 Star Wizard! 


It was a dream that every wizard hoped to achieve and it 
was the marginal line that everyone thought they could 
reach with enough effort. 


7 Stars and 8 Stars. These were levels that could never be 
reached unless a person’s talent, effort and ability were all 


at a high level. 


On the other hand, the 6 star level was achievable as long 
as one had enough talent and was willing to put in enough 
effort. 


Of course, no one knew how long it would take. 


The age of the youngest wizard to reach 6 stars, was 35 
years. On the other hand, Frey Blake was just over the age of 
maturity. 


If this became Known then maybe all the wizards all over the 
continent would faint. They would all then fight a scouting 
war to take him away with all their might. 


However there was no excitement on Frey’s face. 


After all he was simply walking on a road that he had 
already walked long before. 


‘Now I can collect mana simply by breathing.’ 


This was one of the skills that 6 star mages were capable of. 
It was definitely a big advantage to absorb mana simply by 
going through your daily routine. 


If he closed his eyes and concentrated, then he would be 
able to collect richer mana, faster. 


Frey muttered to himself while looking at his skinny wrist. 
“I've been starving for a while so I’m in terrible shape.” 


However it wasn’t too much of a problem since he could still 
be efficient even when he was not in his top form. 


In any case, the form he was in was not perfect, so he 
intended to eat until his stomach exploded when he was 
finished and gain some weight. 


Frey went out and suddenly let out a laugh. 
“This guy...” 
Bodies of monsters were piled outside the cave. 


There was a wide variety of monsters that had one thing in 
common. They all had burns on their bodies. 


Frey immediately knew who was behind it. 
The Phoenix. 
“You knew | was defenseless so you watched over me.” 


He had stayed in the cave for a very long time without 
seeing even the slightest glimpse of a monster. 


The service was a solid one. 


Frey looked around for that troublemaker but he didn’t know 
if it was hiding or if it had left already. 


If fate willed it, they would meet again. 

Frey made a light decision. 

“Now then...” 

It was time to achieve his goal in the Ispania Mountains. 
Exploring Schweiser’s dungeon. 


Just as Frey was about to set off. 


Ahhhh~ 
A scream was heard from far away. 


The birds in the trees ahead were also startled by the 
horrible scream so they flew away together. 


But it was not a monster’s scream. Not even a common 
beast. 


It was the scream of a human. 

Frey suddenly recalled the story he’d heard in the bar. 
Corpses had recently been found near the mountain range 
and there was a high probability that it was done by other 


humans. 


Frey’s form, which had been standing still for a while, 
suddenly disappeared, leaving nothing but a soft sound. 


Chapter 21: Sonia 
Aquand(1) 


It had been a month since they’d entered the stupid 
mountain range. 


Lawrence, a member of the Skeletal Axe Mercenary Group, 
missed cold beer, strong tobacco and Amy’s amazing body. 


‘Goddammit. When is that bitch Sonia or whatever coming?’ 


If it wasn’t for the high pay, he would have canceled this job 
already. 


It was okay if it was a bit dangerous. It wasn’t a day or two 
since he started risking his life after all. 


But a boring job was the most unbearable. 


As mercenaries, the members of the Skeletal Axe Group 
were all rather patient and brave when waiting for their 
objective. 


But in a forest without alcohol or women, it was practically 
torture for them to stay there for an entire month. 


As a result, they played games to pass the time. 
“Now that’s it! Juan, you lost!” 


“Shut up and wait a bit! Victor! Where do | hit to win? 
Adam’s apple? Heart? Or should | aim for the space between 
the front teeth?” 


“Forehead. If it’s an instant death, then you get 10 points 
and you win.” 


Lawrence clicked his tongue as he stared at his partners. 


The ‘Human Darts’ that they were playing was a game they 
made to pass the time. 


It was a simple game where a person was hung from a tree 
and they took turns to throw daggers at them. 


The closer to the target, the higher the score. 


Sometimes they’d capture strangers from the mountain to 
be their targets. 


And if they managed to find a woman to use as a plaything, 
they would use her a few times before letting her go on the 
mountain and the monsters would take care of her for them. 


Juan was one of the members who especially liked to play. 
“Stay still...” 
He grinned maliciously and aimed his dagger. 


The man tied to the tree was already covered in blood. He 
was in such a bad condition, that he would probably die 
even from a slight touch. 


“When I hit the forehead it'll be 10 points? Then l'Il come 
from behind.” 


“Let’s see if you'll get it.” 


Shwik! 


The dagger flew quickly and if it continued along its flight 
path, it would hit the man right in the center of his forehead. 


Just as Juan was about to shout for joy, the man’s head 
drooped down. 


Pak! 


The dagger ended up sticking to the tree just above the top 
of the man’s head. 


“Puhahaha! Juan you bastard, look at you luck!” 
“What the hell? Did he die at such a time? Kuhaha!” 
“I win! | get 10 silver now haha!” 


As his partners were all laughing, Juan’s face became red 
with anger and his cheeks trembled. 


“Who is this little bitch to bow his head?” 


Juan approached the man tied to the tree and chopped his 
neck. 


Thump. 


The head bounced a couple times before it stopped rolling. 
The face of a man locked in an expression of pain and fear 
was revealed. 


“To take out your anger on a man who's already dead.” 


“Let him be. He’s already lost 5 games in a row, it’s sucha 
big blow that he had to let out the steam somehow.” 


“Hey, let’s get out of here. | am the vice-captain after all.” 


“You're right.” 


When his other partners showed their intentions of 
returning, Juan had no choice but to follow them. 


However before he left, he made sure to spit on the distorted 
face with an angry expression on his face. 


“Damn bastard.” 

Just as he said so and turned around, Juan was surprised. 
“Hu-, Huk!” 

A man was now standing in front of him. 

However the man’s appearance was quite bizarre. 

The man was emaciated and his head looked messy. 


He had a long, tangled beard and his face looked like it had 
been washed several times with mud. 


Even a cold blooded murderer who had experienced many 
life and death battles couldn’t help but find his appearance 
to be terrifying. 


“Y-, you bastard! What the hell are you...!” 
Juan quickly pulled out his knife. 


However the man’s gaze remained on the body without even 
taking a glance at Juan who was standing there. 


‘Gh-, ghost? N-, no. There must be an explanation...’ 


The rotten smell...rotten smell? 


‘Un-, undead?’ 
Did undead also appear in the Ispania Mountains? 


Juan kept looking at the figure’s face with an uneasy 
expression until the figure finally opened its mouth. 


“| was late.” 

“Huh...? Wh-, what did you say?” 

Shik. 

Those were the last words that Juan ever spoke. 


At that time, a white sickle had appeared behind him and 
removed his head from his shoulders in one swipe. 


Juan died without realizing that it had been done by a 5 star 
spell Light Sickle. 


His head rolled to the body of the man that was still tied to 
the tree who had died a few moments before him. 


The skinny man, Frey, kept looking down at the body. 


The man had died because he was toyed with by all the 
mercenaries, not just Juan. 


Ml ” 


Then he looked back. 


In the dark of the night, Frey’s eyes could still clearly see the 
rest of the group of mercenaries who were heading back to 
their camp slowly and calmly while still in the mood to joke 
around with each other. 


Frey’s pupils began to shine brightly like a burning flame. 
x KOK 
“We lost contact with the vice-captain.” 


The head of the Skeleton Axe Mercenary Group, Karles, 
frowned as he heard those words. 


He was getting a lot of stress these days. 
“Were there any survivors?” 

“Just me.” 

“What kind of monster was it?” 

“That...it was a ghost.” 


Karles made an odd expression as his subordinate said those 
words. 


“A ghost? Are you sure you know where we are?” 


“Yes of course. We’ve been here for over a month, how could 
| not Know where we are?” 


“You say you know but you’re talking as if you got hit in the 
head by a boulder.” 


Karles stared at his subordinate with a vicious gaze before 
looking around. 


A vast forest, with tens of thousands of trees which towered 
high above their heads as well at the mountains which 
stretched up into the clouds 


This was the Monster Paradise, the Ispania Mountains. 


The mercenaries familiar with this place called it the Hell 
Mountains. 


It was one of the three greatest danger zones on the entire 
continent that even B class mercenaries like themselves did 
not dare to go further than the outskirts. 


There was what in this place? A ghost? 


“I'd rather see a ghost. I’ve only been seeing the faces of 
trolls this entire time and I’m honestly getting sick of it.” 


Karles’ subordinates laughed insidiously. 
“Is it a female ghost? Then it’s more than welcome to come.” 


“It’s not a joke. This is serious. Fifteen members of our group, 
including the vice captain, were killed by an unknown 
monster.” 


If they lost more of their group then it would be much more 
challenging for them to face off against the strong knights of 
the Aquarid family. 


It was natural that he took this matter seriously. 


“And there was no trace of them. Like they had all 
evaporated. | know. They were just joking around to help us 
relax.” 


Karles doubted their story. If they were truly eaten by a 
monster then there would be some traces left because 
monsters were messy. 


Even if it ate the whole body, would it also eat the armor and 
weapons? 


“What did it look like?” 


“It was a man. With long scattered hair...umm it had a very 
rotten smell.” 


“Rotten smell?” 


“Yes. On top of that it appeared and disappeared like a 
ghost, even though it was the middle of the day.” 


“Hmm.” 

Karles closed his eyes for a moment. 
Then he slowly opened them again. 
“It was a wizard.” 


“He should be very skilled and capable of double casting as 
well.” 


“So that’s why vice captain and the rest got taken out. A 
battle mage?” 


“Maybe. After all it’s much more believable than some guy 
who came back from the dead to kill us.” 


He let out a sigh. 


A mage in itself was tricky, but being able to fight so well in 
the mountains as well as double casting and barehanded 
combat? 


‘How many years have they been acting as a mercenary?’ 
If so, it would be the most prickly type of enemy. 


“Strengthen the perimeter. That ghost...if you see that 
ghost, then kill it immediately. It could be a wizard sent by 
the Aquarid family.” 


“Alright. But isn’t that strange? It’s hard to believe that that 
family of high ranking knights actually hired a sorcerer.” 


“It’s not like it’s not possible. It is to escort the only 
daughter, so they might have bowed their heads this once. 
Anyway, we only need to focus on our mission, so stay 
alert.” 


As Karles was about to turn around, he suddenly thought of 
something and opened his mouth. 


“Ah. You said yesterday that you found five guys around 
here. What did you do with them? | feel like they’d die if we 
let them go anyway so we might as well play with them.” 


“Which ones do you mean?” 


“The women who came to pick herbs and the mercenaries 
were escorting them.” 


Karles’ subordinates let out a laugh. 


“I don’t know, but you kill anyone who comes searching for 
herbs. You never get tired of it and always want to keep 
going. It’s human nature to share the good stuff with your 
fellows. Isn’t it?” 


“They want to die soon. We have to help them.” 
“Kuku. So what did you do to them?” 


“We used the women to let out our desires and used the 
mercenaries as targets. Ah. They died at dawn. The wolves 
ate them alive as they slept. One of them was actually 
played with by the vice captain yesterday.” 


This time Karles was the one who let out a laugh and he 
laughed for a long time. 


“Put all the toys away. According to the information, 
Aquarid’s daughter will be here tomorrow. Throw the bodies 
to the monsters. Don’t leave them near the city like last time 
alright? We’re leaving this place soon but it’s still a hassle.” 


“Spa-, spare me, plea...” 
A quiet voice was heard. 


Karles turned and gazed toward the sound. There dangling 
from a rope was a man with blood all over his body. 


The clothes barely covered his private parts and there were 
daggers in almost every bit of his exposed skin. 


“I b-, | beg...the things | saw here...l will never tell anyone.” 
The man looked pitiful. 

Karles looked at him for a moment, before turning. 

“Tion, what did | just say?” 

“Yes.” 

Tion smiled and pulled out his sword. 


“You said to dispose of it.” 


Chapter 22: Sonia 
Aquand(2) 


A woman with blue hair panted as she looked around. 


The mercenaries around her were laughing loudly in 
excitement. 


Her eyes became dark at the desperate situation. Her body 
was practically screaming at her to rest, that she was at her 
limit, but it would all be over if she did. 


Sonia Aquarid took pride in her swordsmanship. 


From a young age she had an exceptional comprehension 
ability toward swordsmanship and her talent shocked the 
Aquarid family which had always been known to produce the 
most talented knights. 


If she had been born as a man, she would definitely have 
been able to take over as the head of the family. 


At 13 she was able to display Sword Aura. At 15 she was 
able to win in a fair duel against a Royal Knight, at 18 she 
was granted the title ‘Rainstorm’ by the King. 


To be given a knight’s title was one of the greatest honors in 
the Luanoble Kingdom and it was also the first time in the 
history of the kingdom that someone was able to gain a title 
under the age of 20. 


Sonia felt that she couldn’t find any more opponents and in 
a way it was true. 


While she was dedicating her life to the sword, she suddenly 
got word of a marriage proposal with the Kastkau Empire. 


The person was from the Jun family, one of the Three Great 
Noble families of the Kastkau Empire. 


From generation to generation, the Luanoble Kingdom had 
always shared a close blood relationship with the Katskau 
Empire. 


There had already been several similar situations where 
great noble families were able to form bonds through 
Marriage. 


However Sonia did not like the choice that the family had 
made for her. 


‘All wizards are weak.’ 
At least, all the wizards she had met. 


In all honesty, Sonia had never had a good opinion of 
wizards. The days when they stood in the limelight were 
long gone. 


In fact, it was the public’s opinion that since the age of light 
4000 years ago, they had been getting worse. 


Even Kastkau, which had formerly had the reputation of 
being the Magic Empire, was currently working hard to train 
its own knights. 


This was the era of the knights. 


She had fought Battlemages from the Magic Towers before 
and won without much difficulty. 


This led her to believe that her thoughts were not wrong. 


Now she wanted to meet the people called ‘Magic Martial 
Artists’. 


She had heard that they were people who were experts in 
close combat who strengthened their bodies using mana 
instead of aura. She felt that they would at least be more fun 
to fight than the boring wizards. 


Sonia didn’t want to marry a man who was weaker than her, 
but she had no way to refuse her father’s wishes. 


In the end, it was decided that she would go directly to the 
other family to meet them for herself. 


Originally, she was supposed to use the Warp Stone. 


But Sonia vehemently refused to do so. She had used a 
Warp Stone once when she was younger and ended up 
suffering from upset stomach, headaches and vomiting for 
more than a week. 


Other than that, the only way to get to the empire was by 
boat or by crossing part of the Ispania Mountains. 


However the weather at sea was not good and it would take 
much too long for her to wait for a ship when it calmed. 


Inevitably, this meant that she had to go through the 
infamous mountain range. 


With the knights from the Aquarid family, the monsters that 
they would find at the outskirts were no challenge at all. 


After all, there were over a hundred mountains in the range, 
so there were still ways to avoid the truly dangerous areas. 


Her convoy was made up of 10 knights and 5 servants. 
Sonia thought their presence was cumbersome, but in the 
end she decided to accept it instead of complaining. 


She thought that it would be a boring trip. 
But her expectations couldn’t be more wrong. 


“It seems the tales of the knights of the Luanoble Kingdom 
are only rumors.” 


A man with a scar on his face finally spoke. 


There were dozens of bodies around her, including those 
from his party, but the man’s face was still relaxed. 


The reason was quite clear however as there were still 
around 20 of his men around. 


On the other side there were only four survivors, including 
Sonia. 


Even then the other three were only two servants and an old 
knight who had retired for more than 10 years already. 


‘| was careless...no.’ 
Even if she had been vigilant, they wouldn’t have won. 
From the start there were too many enemies. 


However that wasn’t the only reason. The main reason was 
how well prepared the enemies were. 


‘They aimed for the moment we were just about to leave the 
mountains when we had been the most relaxed.’ 


By the time they’d realised what was happening, three 
knights had already been killed. 


“What are you after?” 


Sonia tried hard to speak while panting and Karles 
responded with a bright smile. 


“You're asking me that? Your head of course.” 
He glanced over the body of the silent Sonia. 


“Ah. Of course | don’t just intend to kill you. It’s always been 
my dream to taste a noble woman. The only daughter of the 
Aquarid family is the perfect partner to fulfill my dream for 
the first time.” 


Sonia knew that her opponent was intentionally saying such 
things in order to affect her reasoning. 


But even though her head knew that, her body couldn’t 
ignore it. 


Her face became red after being humiliated in such a way. 
“| would take my own life before giving you that chance.” 


“Oho. Well that would be worth seeing. Then we'll just have 
to take it out on the old man and two bitches behind you.” 


“I’m confident in my torture skills. They would all beg me to 
kill them before 10 minutes had passed.” 


The man gave her another smile and bowed slightly. 
Sonia bit her lip. 


‘So that’s why they kept them alive.’ 


It was now clear to her what their purpose was. Besides their 
job was to only kill Sonia. 


She thought they didn’t care about it but now she realised 
that they did it to stop her from killing herself. 


“Don’t worry Sonia. We would never be a burden.” 


Luther, the retired knight and a father figure to Sonia, spoke 
to her with a smile. It was a smile that showed that he was 
already prepared for anything. 


Sonia’s eyes shook. Then she closed them. 
Then she looked towards the two maids. 


“You will lose your lives because of my incompetence. I’m 
sorry.” 


“It’s okay.” 


“It was something that | prepared for when | became a maid 
of the Aquarid family.” 


One of the maids laughed. 


“Would you please end my life by your hand? I do not want 
to become a toy for those beasts.” 


“okay.” 
Sonia bowed her head. 


The maid’s lips were shaking slightly. Though she spoke 
casually, it was obvious that she was afraid to die. 


Karles clicked his tongue. 


‘It truly is a prestigious noble family. Even a simple maid has 
such a strong willpower.’ 


He ordered his men. 
“Stop them.” 


The mercenaries rushed towards them, but Sonia’s sword 
was much faster than their movement. 


Chik. 

And something was even faster than her sword. 
“Ah?” 

Sonia looked blankly at her hand. 

The sword was not there anymore. 

‘Someone took my sword.’ 

But it did not take her long to realise what happened. 


As a knight this was the greatest humiliation, but Sonia was 
so focused on what happened that she did not think of that. 


Instead she pondered while shaking her head. 
‘Did any of them have that sort of skill...’ 


Didn’t that mean that they could stop her desperate suicide 
if they wanted to? 


Despair flashed across Sonia’s face. 


Just as she was about to try to bite her tongue in order to 
save her dignity, she realised that the mercenaries that had 


been previously running toward her were now looking 
behind her with wide eyes. 


‘What happened?’ 
Sonia looked back and was startled immediately. 
This was because there was someone behind her. 


It was a sloppy man. He had messy hair, a beard that was 
much too long and he looked like he had not washed himself 
in along time. 


Although his clothes and armor were in relatively good 
shape, no one noticed that because of his overall messy 
appearance. 


Sonia had never seen such an unkempt man. Nevertheless, 
she couldn’t open her mouth. 


A sword was in the man’s right hand. The sword that Sonia 
had just been holding. 


It was the same for the embarrassed mercenaries. They all 
turned to look toward the man that was standing in the 
center of them. 


This man, Karles, the leader of the mercenary group, rolled 
his eyes once. 


‘A ragged appearance, overgrown beard and that grey 
hair...’ 


He then spoke quietly. 


“Right. So you are the ghost.” 


Even after the vice captain had disappeared, members 
continued to vanish into thin air. 


Eventually ten more had been taken by him. Some of them 
held key roles for this mission. 


If it wasn’t for those members that had disappeared, the 
number of members that had been killed in this raid 
would’ve been reduced by half. 


Frey ignored Karles’ words. Instead he looked at Sonia and 
returned her sword. 


“Aht.” 


Sonia hurriedly received her sword. Normally she would 
have taken it calmly, but this was enough to show that she 
was not in her right mental state. 


Only then did he turn to look at Karles. 
“You are the leader.” 


The mountain range was so large that it took him a long 
time to find them. In the first place, Frey had no talent for 
pursuit or search. 


Because of this, he had not been able to clean himself since 
he wandered the mountain. 


Karles looked back at Frey and a serious light flashed in his 
eyes. 


So he was looking for where the camp was. 


They had been there for a month so there were a lot of 
things to be stored. It couldn’t be neglected or it would be 
taken by monsters, so he had to let 10 men guard it. 


“What happened to my members?” 
“Exactly what you think.” 


a“ ” 


Karles’ face became cold immediately as he realized 
something. 


This man never had any intentions of sparing them. The 
member's description that he was cruel was accurate. 


‘We shouldn’t give him time to cast spells.’ 
Karles gestured quickly. 


“Aim at the wizard! Don’t approach from the front, use the 
trees!” 


The mercenaries moved immediately. 


‘A Battlemage’s power is usually equal to five B class 
mercenaries. We can defeat him with the amount we have 
now.’ 


“Kehuk!” 


At the end of his thoughts, blood splattered from a 
mercenary. 


Karles blinked in shock. 
‘What? What just happened...?’ 
For a moment he could only stare blankly. 


Then his instinct told him that something was coming to 
him. 


His body reacted before his mind could and he pulled his 
two swords up to block. 


Clang! 
It was a spell. 


It was a spell with so much power that Karles’ wrists began 
to throb after he managed to block it! 


It seemed like he would lose grip on his swords but he 
gripped his teeth and endured it. 


Karles was an A class mercenary. 


His skills were solid and his experience was abundant. He 
had even fought Battlemages numerous times before. 


Therefore he knew that there was a certain cooldown after a 
wizard casts their spells. 


‘He won't be able to keep attacking.’ 


The moment that his attacks paused would soon come. No, it 
didn’t matter if it came or not. 


He still had over a dozen men around him. He was sure that 
they would chop off the mage’s head while he had to take a 
break. 


... That’s what was supposed to happen. 
However something was strange. 
Clang. Clang. 


Cold sweat covered Karles’ entire body. 


His legs shook and his wrist throbbed as if they were broken. 


Nevertheless he refused to let go of his swords. The moment 
he let go was the moment he died. 


‘Why hasn’t the spell ended?’ 


It was as if dozens of wizards were alternately shouting 
spells at him. 


He’d been holding on for so long but what were the other 
guys doing! 


Karles decided to take a look around despite the danger. 
He immediately felt like he’d have a breakdown. 
‘Cr-,crazy...’ 

He wasn’t the only one holding his sword desperately. 
All the mercenaries were being attacked by the spell! 
‘Wh-, who is that man?’ 


Was he able to cast and control this many spells at the same 
time? 


Even the Deputy Head of a Magic Tower that he had met 
before wasn’t this powerful! 


It was at that moment. 
Ttuk. 
The magic finally stopped. 


“Huk...! Huk...!” 


“Uh, uhh...” 


The mercenaries lowered their hands and desperately took 
breaths of cold air. 


Karles also lowered his hands while shouting loudly. 
“Hi-, his mana should be empty! We have to kill him now!” 
If this missed this chance then it was over. 


Karles wasn’t confident in withstanding such a barrage 
again. 


These words seemed to light a fire in the mercenaries who 
looked like they were about to fall over any moment. 


“Kill him!” 
“This bastard!” 
The mercenaries rushed forward at the same time. 


Sonia, who had been watching in a daze, hurriedly raised 
her sword and tried to confront them. She didn’t know who 
this person was, but at least he wasn’t an enemy. 


Then Frey raised his hand to stop her. 
“Stay back. It’s already over.” 

“O-, it’s over? What...” 

Kuahh. 


At that time the ground began to shake. The mercenaries 
gasped. 


“Ea-, Earthquake! 5 star magic!” 
“Da-, dammit! Let’s get out of here!” 


The mercenaries struggled to escape the spell but the range 
was too wide. They didn’t have enough experience when 
facing a wizard. 


Also had they been in perfect condition, they might have 
been able to escape. But now that they had reached their 
physical limit, it was impossible. 


Even those who stood at the back could not escape the 
furious shaking. 


“Ugh!” 
“Kuk...” 


The mercenaries were buried in the ground in no time. They 
tried to wrestle and dig their way out with their hands but 
they were soon sucked into the ground. 


‘Il, | can’t believe it! The magic he used so far was simply to 
stall for time?’ 


Karles was astonished as he felt the pain of rocks crushing 
him from every direction. 


This man had kept them in check with one spell while using 
that chance to cast another! 


He knew the wizard had been capable of double casting. 


But this was the first time that he’d ever seen such a 
powerful double casting. 


The entire mercenary group had been suppressed by a 
single spell before. And what was with the power of that 
Earthquake spell? 


Rather than simply shaking and opening the ground, it had 
sucked them in as if the earth itself was alive. 


‘Oh, oh no. In such a way...’ 
Karles was filled with grief, but he had no way to escape. 
Kuuuu. 


The shaking stopped and the ground returned to its previous 
appearance. 


“Oh, oh my God.” 
Sonia stared at the man in front of her. 


Then it clicked in her brain. This man had wiped out the 
mercenaries in the blink of an eye. 


Chapter 23: Sonia 
Aquanid(3) 


“Th-, thank you for your help.” 
Luther hurriedly bowed. 


Frey looked over at him and Luther immediately became 
nervous because he did not know what this strange man 
would say. 


He had helped them, but he also might not have approached 
them with good intentions. 


“No problem. Are you hurt?” 
As Frey responded to him, Luther let out a sigh of relief. 


Now that he thought about it, if such a powerful wizard truly 
had any bad intentions towards them then they might have 
already been buried in the ground together with the group 
of mercenaries. 


“The mercenaries...are they all dead?” 
It was Sonia who spoke next. 

Frey nodded. 

“Do you want to see the bodies?” 


“N-, no. That’s okay.” 


Sonia was a cold woman so she wasn’t usually embarrassed, 
but she stuttered because she was still amazed. 


She believed that he would really show her the mercenaries’ 
corpses if she had answered too late. 


She cleared her throat a few times before finally speaking in 
the proper tone befitting a noble lady. 


“Thank you for your help. I’m Sonia Aquarid from the 
Luanoble Kingdom.” 


Although he was her benefactor, it was not easy for her to 
speak formally. For a woman, Sonia usually spoke in a very 
cold, stiff tone and she rarely used respectful speech. 


However Frey shook his head slightly when he heard her 
words. 


‘Aquarid? | think | heard that somewhere before.’ 


It felt relatively recent, but since it didn’t come to his mind 
after he thought about it for a moment, he determined that 
it wasn’t that important. 


“lam Frey Blake. From the Kastkau Empire.” 


Sonia was surprised when there was no change in his 
expression even after she had revealed her identity. 


This was because the Aquarid family was one of the most 
well known knight families on the continent. 


Even if he was from the Empire, he should have heard of it. 


‘Is he a commoner?’ 


In reality, she thought he was a commoner because of his 
unsightly appearance. Even the beggars on the streets of 
the kingdom were much cleaner than he was. 


He was also smelly, but Sonia took care to not reveal her 
thoughts. 


However Luther’s next actions surprised her. 
“| see, SO you’re a member of the Blake Family.” 


When Sonia turned her questioning gaze to him, he 
answered with a smile. 


“It is one of the most famous wizard families. It has produced 
some of the most outstanding wizards who supported the 
Kastkau Empire.” 


Luther continued, feeling his explanation was a bit 
insufficient. 


“Earl Isaka Blake, the current head, is one of the eight 7 star 
wizards in the empire, and is the head of one of the six 
Magic Towers.” 


“that’s right.” 


Luther’s reactions indicated that he was a member of a 
family that was at least on the same level as the Aquarid 
family. 


Sonia turned to look at Frey in amazement as she recalled 
the magic that he had just used. 


Hundreds of light shapes had flown from his fingertips and 
constantly suppressed the mercenaries, and when they 


thought it was over, the ground opened up and devoured all 
of them. 


It had been a beautiful and also overwhelming scene. 
‘| could never beat all of them.’ 


Especially the man with the scar on his face. It was the first 
time that Sonia had been confronted by such an anomalous 
and unconventional swordsman. 


Even if she was to duel him one on one, she could not 
guarantee her victory. 


To deal with such a group without getting a single scratch. 
‘This is definitely a first class wizard.’ 


It was at that moment that Sonia’s impression of the wizard 
changed greatly. 


After a while, she tilted her head. 
‘But why does such a person look so terrible?’ 


Frey looked toward where the mercenaries had been buried 
and opened his mouth. 


“They must have been waiting in the mountains for more 
than a month. It seems that you are their target, is there any 
reason for that?” 


“How did you know that they stayed for a month?” 


“That was when corpses were first found nearby. They 
seemed to have captured people from the city who were 
wandering nearby and tortured them.” 


Sonia nodded at that. 
Their speech and behaviour were very vulgar and lowly. 
Luther also nodded. 


“For a month...that seems to coincide with the time that we 
left the Luanoble Kingdom. It could be that someone hired 
them. The Aquarid family has just as many enemies as we 
have comrades.” 


But they knew one thing. 


Given that these mercenaries were so strong, the person 
who hired them must also have a considerable amount of 
power. 


Frey seemed to think about something before saying slowly. 
“So what will you do now?” 


“First we need to go to a city. | heard that there is a city 
called Ispaniola nearby.” 


“Just follow the boulevard when you meet it. It is not that far 
away.” 


Luther sighed in relief. 
“That’s great.” 


“On the way here | found traces of battle. A lot of the 
corpses seemed to be from your party, what will you do with 
their bodies?” 


“They all have families. It would be great if we could take 
them home but we can’t afford to. So the least we can do is 
bury them.” 


“lll help.” 


Luther wanted to refuse as a courtesy but Frey’s offer was 
like a welcome rain after a long drought. 


He couldn’t help but ask with a happy face. 
“are you sure?” 
“Yes.” 


“Th-, thank you. So while you collect the bodies, could you 
please check to see if there are any survivors?” 


Frey shook his head. 


Luther sobered up and felt that he had asked for too much 
but Frey then spoke. 


“Ispaniola. There is a warp stone there, l'Il take them there 
so you can send them back to Luanoble.” 


“Can you really?” 
It was an unimaginable proposal. 


Sonia, Luther and the two maids could not help but stare at 
him with wide eyes. 


Frey nodded. 


“I have to stop by the city anyway. And I need to take care of 
the other bodies as well.” 
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Frey showcased his amazing magic again as he carried the 
bodies to the city. 


He stacked the bodies on a wagon with broken wheels and 
used that to move them. 


Sonia and her maids only looked on in admiration, but only 
Luther knew how ridiculous his actions truly were. 


‘He should not be more than thirty...’ 
He could not imagine how heavy the wagon was to move. 
Moreover, Ispaniola wasn’t only ten minutes away. 


Instead it took them a few hours to get to the city on foot. 
Nevertheless, Frey did not show any kind of strain at all. 


In fact he was still able to have normal conversations with 
Sonia and Luther. 


This was proof that he was not devoting much of his 
attention to the spell that he was using. 


“Twenty?! Really?” 

“That’s right.” 

“I thought you would be at least over thirty...” 
“That’s rude.” 


Frey and Sonia seemed to become quite close. The two 
seemed to be years apart but in truth they were the same 
age. 


Luther looked at the sight with a curious gaze. 


‘She’s fully acknowledged him.’ 


Usually it was incredibly difficult for Sonia to become 
acquainted with a man. 


Especially when it was not someone that she was related to. 


Even in Luanoble, the number of true friends that Sonia had 
could be counted on one hand. 


So the sight of her chatting with a man, and one from 
another country, was a very unfamiliar sight for Luther who 
had watched her from a young age. 


‘That’s fine. With the amount of talent that this Blake boy 
has, it would be fine for her to marry him.’ 


After all, the Blake family was comparable to the Aquarid 
family. 


If the agreement with the Jun family didn’t go well, then 
Luther would suggest this to the head of the house himself. 


Eventually, they arrived at the city without Frey losing a 
drop of sweat. By this time, Luther was looking at him as if 
seeing a monster. 


‘His mana capacity is amazing.’ 


Only then did he begin to ponder about Frey’s unkempt 
appearance. Perhaps it had something to do with training. 


After all, the mana concentration in the Ispania Mountains 
was known for being extremely dense. 


Even so, there were probably extremely few people who 
would be willing to train in the place that was given the 
name Hell Mountains. 


Shortly after arriving in Ispaniola, Luther immediately sent 
the bodies back to the Luanoble Kingdom. 


He hired a mercenary guild to escort them and sent one of 
the two remaining maids to guide them. 


Meanwhile, Frey seemed to have left the other bodies with 
the city guard. 


These bodies belong to the inhabitants of the city that had 
been murdered. 


When it was all over, Luther seemed to come out of his daze. 


Although Sonia had higher status, she had the least amount 
of experience, so it was up to him to express his gratitude 
first. 


“Thank you very much. | do not know how to repay your 
gratitude...” 


“It was nothing.” 
Frey didn’t seem to be very sociable. 
He never had much to say and seemed very cold. 


“Then | will take my leave. | hope the rest of your journey 
will be better.” 


“Wa-, please wait.” 
Luther hurriedly tried to stop Frey. 
Frey only turned his head to look back at Luther. 


“Please let me give you a reward.” 


“I didn’t do it hoping for a reward.” 


“I know, but...please. If | was to let you go like this then the 
Aquarid family would be considered dishonourable...” 


Luther was quite desperate. 


As long as Frey was a child from a noble family, then he 
should show them this bit of courtesy, otherwise they would 
be in his debt. 


No, the political implications aside. Luther really wanted to 
repay Frey for all that he had done for them. 


“Please Frey. Let me repay your favor.” 
Sonia also bowed her head. 
It was very rare for her to bow. 


Frey was lost for words for a moment, before he let out a 
sigh. 


“I'll only accept dinner.” 
“Th-, thank you.” 


They were lucky, if he had decided to be stubborn, then he 
would have left without hesitation. 


Luther’s face was shining with happiness and Frey spoke 
after a moment. 


“I know a good place, let’s go there.” 


“Alright.” 


Chapter 24: Sonia 
Aquand(4) 


The place they arrived at was a bar. 


At first Luther was quite embarrassed but he quickly 
schooled his expression. 


He could not understand why Frey had brought them to this 
place. 


‘This is not a place for nobility...’ 


This was the sort of place that mercenaries who had vulgar 
mouths and behaviours would come to. 


But Frey opened the door without any hesitation. 
Immediately, the smell of tobacco and beer were prevalent. 


The bald giant behind the counter, who was the owner, 
seemed to recognize Frey immediately. 


He observed Frey for quite a while before he burst into a 
loud, pleasant laugh as if he was filled with joy. 


After a short conversation with the owner, Frey came back to 
the group. 


“They will prepare the food while we go wash up and come 
back.” 


“Ah, | see.” 


It seemed that now that he had the chance, he wanted to 
immediately clean himself. 


Despite not showing it on their faces, Sonia and Luther quite 
agreed with Frey’s decision to go clean up. 


As soon as they had opened the door, the faces of all the 
people in the bar had become sour. 


There were bathrooms upstairs since the bar seemed to also 
function as an inn. 


Quite unexpectedly, even warm water was prepared for 
them to wash their bodies much more comfortably. 


Sonia soon returned to the first floor after a pleasant bath, 
but she found a man sitting at their table. 


‘Did he sit here by accident?’ 
Sonia narrowed her eyes at the man. 


The man that was sitting there had very handsome features. 
Sonia had seen many handsome men in the Luanoble 
Kingdom, but this man seemed to have a sort of charm. 


What she noticed in particular was his slightly long grey hair 
that was tied behind him and his deep set eyes. 


The only blemish was that he was a bit too skinny, but that 
wasn’t a really big deal... 


‘Hmm?’ 


Sonia couldn’t help but tilt her head. The man’s appearance 
was extremely similar to someone else. 


The skinniness, the grey hair, the deep set eyes. 


“If you’re done, why don’t you take a seat?” 

The moment she heard the voice, she realised. 

Nevertheless a confused expression appeared on her face. 
“Frey?” 
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“Is something wrong?” 

“N-, no. You just look completely different from before...” 

“| looked a bit old after not taking care of myself for a while.” 


Frey laughed and Sonia blushed while complaining in her 
mind, 


‘That’s not a bit.’ 


She couldn’t even compare the current him to the beggar- 
like appearance he had before. 


For the first time in her life, Sonia felt a tingling sensation in 
her chest. 


“Y-, your clothes look good.” 


Sonia, who was not used to praising people, turned her head 
away as she said that. 


What he was wearing at that moment was his Westroad 
Academy uniform which was made for its appearance 
instead of practicality. 


It went very well with Frey’s current appearance though he 
would look even better if he gained a bit more weight. 


“I didn’t have any other clothes to wear. My armor needs to 
be washed since it is so dirty.” 


“R-, right.” 


“Are you going to keep standing? The food will be here 
soon.” 


“Ah, I'll sit down.” 

‘How many times will you stutter, you idiot!’ 

Sonia scolded herself inwardly as she hurried to take a seat. 
She was nervous. 


Seeing Frey’s indifferent face seemed to make her feel worse 
somehow. 


Sonia felt it was unfair that she was the only one who was 
embarrassed. Thinking quickly, she desperately tried to find 
a topic. 


“Your spells were amazing. It was the first time | saw such an 
amazing wizard like you.” 


“It was nothing.” 


While he said this, Frey’s face showed no signs of being 
flattered. 


This was proof that this was what he really thought, that his 
present level of skill was truly nothing. 


When he thought of the guys he’d have to face in the future, 
his current power was like he was holding a dagger as small 
as a pebble in his hands. 


However, Sonia felt even more admiration when she saw his 
humility. 


‘He’s completely different from all the wizards I’ve met 
before.’ 


All they knew was how to boast. 


About how well they could develop magic, or that they had 
ongoing research that was going well or that they were one 
of the top 10 mages in the tower... 


In a fight, they were only a group of children who knew how 
to recite spells. 


They didn’t even have time to finish their spells before Sonia 
had drawn her sword, closed the distance between them and 
pressed it against their adam’s apple. 


Why do they want to duel when they were no good in the 
first place? 


“So where are you headed?” 
Frey’s voice brought her out of her thoughts. 


“I Know you were heading to Kastkau, but I’m curious about 
your destination. Of course you don’t have to answer.” 


‘Is he concerned?’ 


It felt like he had brought up the topic when the 
conversation had paused, so Sonia interpreted it favourably. 


She replied without hiding anything. 


“I’m going to the Jun family.” 


“Jun family?” 
Frey raised an eyebrow. 


For some reason, Sonia felt proud that she had finally 
managed to get a reaction out of this man. 


“What are you going to do there?” 
“That...a marriage proposal.” 


She didn’t know why her face became red and her voice 
cracked a bit. 


Frey didn’t notice Sonia’s behaviour. 


“Ah, right. The daughter of the Aquarid family that would 
become Peran’s fiancee. So that’s you.” 


“Huh? How did you know?” 
“I heard it from Peran.” 
“Are you familiar with Peran?” 


Luther came down from his bath and interrupted the 
conversation. 


Frey could only give a smile as Sonia looked away in 
embarrassment. 


“I’m sorry to interrupt your conversation.” 
“That’s fine. Sit down, let’s talk.” 


“I’m sorry again but | can’t join you. I’m sure you 
understand.” 


Luther and the single remaining maid stood behind Sonia. 


Luther and Sonia shared a pseudo father-daughter 
relationship, but even then there were strict protocols in a 
master-servant relationship that could not be ignored. 


This was their house’s business so Frey did not interfere. He 
simply took a sip of water before answering Luther’s 
previous question. 


“Peran is my friend.” 


“I see. Both of your families are famous wizard families in 
the Empire. Have you been friends since childhood?” 


“I met him for the first time on a ferry to the capital. It was 
only for a short while, but | appreciated his character and so 
we became friends.” 


“I see...” 
Luther was relieved. 


A good way to tell a person’s character was to look at the 
friend’s he kept. 


And from what he had seen of Frey, Luther believed that he 
was a man of good character. 


If a young man like Frey could accept him as a close friend 
then that meant that he was a good person. 


Soon the food arrived. 


Venison with mouth watering spices, fresh salad and lamb 
soup. 


Luther admired the quality of the food. 


Finally, a Sausage was placed in front of Frey. 


Frey looked up at the owner's face and the owner returned 
his gaze before they both burst into loud laughter. 


Sonia and Luther could only watch their interaction with 
confusion. 


Chapter 25: Sonia 
Aquanid(5) 


Frey spent a day in the inn to get rid of his fatigue. 


He intended to rest for today before heading into the 
mountains again tomorrow. 


Early the next day, Sonia’s party left. 


They seemed to be headed right to the Jun family residence 
in Kastkau. (TL: yes ‘Kastkau’ and now ‘Kausymphony’) 


“We're probably gonna stay with the Jun family for a while. 
By the way...will you come to the house to visit?” 


Sonia tried to speak as casually as possible, but she was 
unable to hide her expectant and anxious expression. 


Frey did not notice her behavior, he was only thinking about 
the fact that Peran had asked him such words before. 


“When | find what I’m looking for, if you are still at the Jun 
family then we'll meet.” 


“right.” 
Though Sonia spoke plainly, her face was practically shining. 


Frey watched them as they left the city before turning 
around. 


It was finally time to go to the dungeon. 
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‘| have about three weeks left.’ 
He would use the last week to travel back to the academy. 


Of course, this wasn’t because he was willing to learn in the 
academy. 


He was curious about the identity of Syris Triznine, but it 
wasn’t just that he wanted to uncover her identity. 


Frey had a habit of setting a deadline for himself when he 
had to work on a task. 


There were more than a hundred mountains in the Ispania 
Mountain Range and naturally it would be almost impossible 
to search all of them quickly. 


Fortunately, Frey had some clues as to what mountain 
Schweiser would have put his dungeon on. 


‘That should be the place.’ 
Frey looked up at an extremely tall mountain in the distance. 


This mountain, which was twice as large as most of the other 
mountains, directly pierced the clouds. 


Ungwanbong. 

Though it also had another name. 
“Drake Mountain.” 

Kuaahh~ 


A Drake’s roar pierced the ambience of the mountain range. 


Frey narrowed his eyes and looked towards it. 


Drakes were among the best predatory monsters and the 
ones that lived in the Ispania Mountains were especially 
powerful. 


Just their teeth alone were enough to easily destroy huge 
boulders. 


The worst part was that these creatures lived in packs. 


This was the reason why Frey decided to move only after 
achieving 6 stars. 


‘Now | should be able to handle about 20 Drakes.’ 


However, there was no one who could say just how many 
drakes could be found in the Ispania Mountains. 


There was also a chance that a ‘mutant’ that the bar owner 
had told him about could also appear. 


Frey calmly began to climb the mountain. 


Drake Mountain was very tall, but the danger was beyond 
imagination. 


Even a6 star mage could easily lose their life if they were 
negligent. 


After climbing for about an hour, Frey finally encountered his 
first monster. It was not a Drake, but an Ogre. 


But unlike normal Ogres, this one had red skin and three 
eyes. In its hand was a huge tree for a club, and there was a 
mass of flesh and blood nearby. 


The mountain was called Drake Mountain, but that did not 
mean that other monsters couldn’t be found here. 


To enter their territory, one had to reach the waist of the 
mountain. Below that was the area where all sorts of 
monsters lived. (TL: ‘waist of the mountain=the middle area’ 
similar to ‘foot of the mountain= bottom’) 


‘It has keen senses.’ 
Frey narrowed his eyes as he inspected the Ogre. 


‘That should be fire resistant skin. So. Did it evolve to 
survive against the Drakes?’ 


From what he knew, since it was strong against fire, then 
there was a high chance that it was also relatively weak 
against ice. 


Frey quickly chanted a spell. 

“Ice Spear.” 

Chang. 

Three ice spears appeared in front of him. 


When the Lich Dullard had attacked the Cortez, the spears 
he created were much larger in comparison to the ones that 
Frey created, however, the difference in the concentration of 
mana was not something that could be compared. 


Shik. 
Pupuk. 
“Kurk!” 


Frey clicked his tongue. 


The skin and bones of the Ogre were much stronger than he 
had anticipated. 


The spear aimed at its head had been blocked with just his 
skull and the one aimed at its chest had been blocked its 
ribs. 


‘To block my Ice Spears means that its bones are as hard as 
steel.’ 


For these types of monsters it was most effective to burn 
them with fire, but this one happened to be fire resistant. 


Frey realised that the Ogre in front of him would be more 
annoying than the mercenaries that he’d faced the other 
day. 


Drake Mountain lay in the center of the Ispania Mountains. 


This meant that the monster one would find here were much 
stronger than those that could only live in the outskirts. 


‘| could kill it if | used Earthquake, but that’s too loud.’ 


If he made too large of a fuss then other monsters would 
surely flock toward the sound.. 


The same was true for wind magic, while it might be helpful, 
the disadvantage of that was that it had a very large range. 


‘There’s nothing else | can do.’ 
He had no choice but to choose a slight foolish method. 


“Ice Spear.” 


ChaChaChang. 


Ten ice spears materialised in front of him and a bone 
freezing chill could be felt. 


“Kuaahhh!” 


The Ogre roared at him and it was so powerful that it 
destroyed the ground. 


“If you make so much noise, what reason would | have to 
keep quiet?” 


As he muttered this in a low voice, Frey lined the spears up. 
Papapat. 

Tutututuk. 

“Kuk...” 


The Ogre opened its eyes wide. An ice spear was sticking 
from his forehead.. 


Frey had hammered the ice spear as if it was a nail, sending 
it deeper with each successive spear. 


Kuung. 

The Ogre’s body fell to the ground, causing it to shake. 
As he looked at the body, Frey couldn’t help but mutter. 
“That wasn’t bad.” 


The fight just then had been pretty helpful for him to adjust 
himself. 


Fighting the students in the academy could never compare 
to this. 


This one battle had been much more beneficial to him even 
when compared to fighting the mercenaries of the Lich, 
Dullard. 


“This is what | want.” 
This was something he could become immersed in. 
Frey’s eyes shined. 


It seemed that this trip wouldn’t be as boring as he thought. 


Chapter 26: Dungeon, 
Inheritance, The King Of 
The Mountains(1 ) 


“Magnificent.” 


Frey sat on a large boulder and looked down from his 
position on the largest mountain in the vicinity. 


He could see the other mountains, the buildings in Ispaniola 
City which looked like nails sticking into the sky, a large 
flowing river and a vast meadow, all at once. 


The process that he had needed to see such an amazing 
sight was incredibly difficult. 


He looked down at his armor. 


The armor was ragged and his overall appearance was rather 
messed up. 


He did not have any healing spells so he was covered in 
wounds. 


If before he had looked like a beggar to Sonia, now he looked 
like he had been on a battlefield for a week. 


The strength of the monsters which lived on Drake Mountain 
was much higher than he had expected. 


The Drakes which he’d met after he entered the mid levels of 
the mountains were strong enough to make his blood run 


cold. 
‘Especially that guy...’ 
An enormous Drake that he had only managed to see once. 


It had the body of a Dragon, completely with scales that 
looked harder than steel and a roar that shook the entire 
mountain range. 


Frey was able to roughly tell how strong an opponent is just 
by looking at them. It was a skill developed with age. 


And that skill told him one thing. 

He couldn’t beat it. 

‘It’s the King.’ 

Perhaps the entire mountain range was his territory. 
It was a Monster Lord. 

Frey made sure to avoid that guy. 


This was because this was not an enemy he could defeat, 
even if he tried to resort to tricks. 


At the same time, Frey diligently practiced to master his 
senses and control. Thanks to that, he finally gained an 
achievement. 


‘| finally made Frey’s body mine.’ 


Such an adjustment was only possible through real world 
experience where the pressure could push him over his limit. 


He was now convinced that he had fully gained control over 
Frey’s body, without the slightest error. 


However, it had taken him two weeks and three days to 
reach the summit, which had exceeded his expectation. 


It was the result of him being too focused on his practice. 
“Hoo.” 
Frey realised that his mana was once again full. 


At the top of the mountain, the air was thin, but the mana 
concentration was incredibly dense. 


Thanks to that he was able to refill his mana capacity before 
he had even realised. 


He turned around and looked at the volcanic lake behind 
him. 


As the size of the mountain was beyond imagination, the 
volcanic lake at its peak was not a joke. 


What Frey truly paid attention to, was the island in the 
middle of the lake. 


“Fly.” 
Woowoong. 
He flew over using the flight spell. 


However, he still remained wary of the lake. It would not be 
weird if that freak had raised a monster in the lake. 


Tat. 


Fortunately nothing happened and Frey was able to land 
without any trouble. 


He looked around. The island was small but it was very 
beautiful. 


Frey recalled Schweiser’s words from the past. 


“The peak of a towering mountain that pierced into the 
clouds. Where there would be a beautiful lake...with a small 
island in the centre.” 


It was consistent with what the guy dreamed about every 
day. 


Frey looked at the ground. 

Then he closed his eyes and concentrated for a moment. 
“ad knew it.” 

His lips stretched into a smile. 


No matter what that guy did, he liked to make it big, so 
there was absolutely no way that such a small island would 
be able to fit his dungeon. 


And just as he had expected, there was an enormous space 
below the island. 


‘The only entrance is this island. If someone tried to force 
their way in from any other direction...the entire mountain 
would collapse.’ 


That tricky guy. 


Frey thought it was troublesome, but he was glad to have 
found a trace from one of his best friends after such a long 


time. 

Frey looked around. 

The entrance to the dungeon wasn’t that hard to find. 

It was the largest tree on the island. Literally a giant tree. 


There was a large hole in the tree that served as an 
entrance. 


Frey went into the hole without hesitation. 


The fact that he had been nice enough to build stairs 
showed that he intended for the dungeon to be found. 


It wasn’t too dark as there were soft lights in the stairwell. 


After walking for a while, Frey stopped and looked ahead of 
him. 


In front of him was a gigantic door that was covered in 
magical runes. 


With a quick glance Frey had already noticed a few things. 
‘| can’t open it by force.’ 


It was a magic technique that Schweiser himself had 
created. 


Maybe if he was in Lucas’ body, but at the present, Frey’s 
body would explode like a firecracker the second he tried. 


That meant that he had to follow the rules. 


Frey’s gaze was drawn to a small marble that was on the 
front of the door. 


After dusting it off a bit, he realised that it seemed to bea 
jewel of some sort. 


Placing his hand on it, Frey began to send his mana into the 
gem. 


Woowoong. 


After a moment, white smoke began pouring out of the 
marble. 


Soon the smoke began to take shape. 
It became a grey haired, golden eyed boy. 
Tadah. 


There was a mischievous smile on his face and he was 
wearing a funny white robe that was free of any dust. 


He looked like an immature child who was pretending to be 
a wizard. 


“Ahem! Can you hear me? Can you hear-?” 


a“ ” 


Frey felt like crying for a moment. It was a voice that he had 
missed more than he himself had realised. 


The smoke figure had a face that he had not forgotten even 
after all those years that he had been stuck in the abyss. 


Schweiser Straw. 


Frey knew that it was only a simple illusion, but he could not 
prevent the flutter in his heart. 


“long time no see.” 


“First of all, congratulations on finding my dungeon! Though 
| don’t Know what you’re here for.” 


“You old man without a conscience, did you feel good 
making yourself look that young?” 


“If you've come all this way, that must mean that you have a 
great interest in the study of magic! Congratulations! No 
matter what it is that you want, you will get it here! Because 
this is none other than the dungeon of the Great Sage 
Schweiser Straw! Uahahahat!” 


“You...how did you die?” 
They were standing in front of each other. 


Nevertheless, Frey felt empty because the figure of 
Schweiser just kept saying what it was meant to Say. 


It could not respond to Frey’s voice at all. 
Schweiser giggled and kept talking. 
“Of course | can’t just let you into such a place so easily. | 


will give you a question. If you get it right, you can get into 
the dungeon.” 


a ” 


Frey clenched his teeth as he felt like tears might roll down 
his cheeks. 


4000 years. 


It was so long. 


It was a long time filled with only loneliness and pain. But he 
had made it through. 


It was an accident, but in the end he still got a body. 


Frey had believed that after he had made it through it all, he 
could withstand anything. 


But it wasn’t true. 


The moment he saw Schweiser’s face, the moment he heard 
his voice, he felt lonely like he was once again stuck in that 
huge ocean filled with nothing. 


All those that he had known were now dead. 
Salon” 

Not everyone was dead. 

There was still one left. 

Sparks seemed to fly from Frey’s eyes. 


It was ironic. 


All his family, friends and everyone he’d had a close 
relationship with in the past were all dead, and the only one 
who was still alive was the enemy that he hated more than 
anything else in the world. 


“| hate dragging my feet so l'Il ask right away!” 


At that moment, Frey felt like Schweiser had truly made eye 
contact with him. 


“What does Schweiser Straw hate the most?” 


Though he was still smiling, there seemed to be a light in his 
eyes that was different from before. 


Of course Frey knew the answer to that question. 
How could he not. 


The thing that Schweiser hated the most was the same thing 
that he himself hated. 


Frey’s face became ice cold. 


He then spoke a word as if he wished he could destroy what 
it meant. 


It was his lifelong enemy. 
The one who had sealed him into the abyss. 
The one that killed all his friends. 


“Demigod.” 
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“That’s correct.” 
Schweiser smiled faintly and then the smoke disappeared. 
Krrr. 


The huge door then began opening slowly. Frey, who was 
one step away from it, stood there and watched this happen. 


Finally, the inside of the dungeon was revealed. However, 
Frey didn’t seem the least bit happy about it. 


The huge room behind the door was empty. 
No, it wasn’t empty. 


There were two metal figures standing there that seemed to 
be made from an unknown metal. 


They were Iron Golems. 


But these weren’t something that could be taken away 
because they were, in essence, the guardians of the 
dungeon. 


They were so powerful that even Frey might not be able to 
defeat them. 


Originally, this room should have been some powerful spells, 
magic research notes or amazing equipment. 


Frey had thought that no one had visited this place before, 
but he had forgotten to factor in the fact that it had been 
there for 4,000 years. 


“| don’t even know when they were taken.” 
Frey paused as he looked around quietly. 
‘This space...was it So small?’ 


When he had checked from the island, the dungeon had 
appeared to be much larger than what he was seeing. 


As he looked around in confusion, his gaze was drawn to 
another door on the other side of the large room. 


On the right side of the huge door, which looked just like the 
one he’d just opened, was another marble. 


Frey approached this marble and infused it with his mana. 
Pshhh. 


Then just like before, the smoke once again poured out 
before taking the shape of a grey haired figure. 


Schweiser had reappeared. 


The only difference was that this time he appeared to have 
aged a bit. 


The first illusion had been that of a boy, this time, he 
appeared as a young man. 


“Then for the second question.” 
“The second question?” 


“Ah, | might not have explained it properly. The further you 
go inside, the greater the legacy you will obtain. And keep in 
mind that you can only remove one item.” 


Schweiser didn’t actually respond to him. 


It was just that the timing of his question had been so 
perfect that it seemed as though they were actually having 
a conversation. 


Schweiser pointed toward the Iron Golems. 


“| won’t be responsible if you decide to break this rule. | 
might be able to forgive you, but they definitely wouldn’t 
allow it.” 


Then he gave a bright smile. 


“If you're wrong then you'll be sent out immediately, so 
there’s no need to be nervous.” 
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“Then let’s move on to the question.” 
At that moment Frey began to feel a bit nervous. 


He felt that he knew a lot of things about Schweiser but he 
didn’t know if he could be said to know everything. 


Everyone had something that they might not want to reveal. 


This was the same for Lucas who was called the Great Mage 
and Schweiser who was hailed as the Sage. 


“The Black Witch. Iris Phisfounderl. | really disliked that 
woman.” 


It was a very random statement. 
Frey tilted his head slightly in confusion. 


He knew that Iris and Schweise didn’t particularly like each 
other but... 


‘Was there a problem with Iris?’ 
Frey narrowed his eyes slightly. 


That woman seemed to personify the word riddle. She liked 
to hide away and she was even good at it. 


While Frey was contemplating seriously, Schweiser 
continued. 


“She pretended not to care while we were running around 
and saving the world. At the start, | really disliked that witch 
because | couldn’t understand her way of thinking. Did she 
really have to fall in love right before the continent would 
become a sea of fire?” 


“Hoo...” 
This was interesting. 


Frey began to recall Iris. 


She was a woman who always wore a mysterious smile which 
went perfectly with her dark hair. He’d never known if she 
tried to seduce because she was truly sex starved, or if it 
was just her character as a witch. 


But what did he mean there was a man that Iris liked? 


There was never any gossip about her having a relationship 
in their group of friends. 


“Lucas, that stone headed bastard. He was the only one who 
could never see that she was blatantly flirting with him.” 


“huh?” 
Frey’s face became a little pale at those words. 
“What are you talking about...” 


“Like | said, | really disliked Iris, but when | saw Lucas’ face, 
who didn’t even raise an eyebrow at her obvious affection, 
even | got mad at him. I’m sure a Stone Golem would have 
noticed it faster than him.” 


M ” 


While Frey was still in shock from the revelation after 4,000 
years, Schweiser continued speaking in a leisure tone. 


“Ah. My mouth is sore. If | kept talking like this I’d feel bad, 
so that’s all for that little chat. Anyway, about this woman 
named Iris. There were three powerful demons that she was 
contracted to. Among them, there was one who held a 
different weapon in each hand, and represented the 
existence of good and evil...” 


“Asura.” 


“That’s correct!” 
Krrr. 
The huge door slowly opened and dust rose. 


Schweiser’s figure once again disappeared after giving a 
bright smile. 


Instead of stepping forward, Frey hesitated while wearing a 
complex expression. 


‘,..don’t tell me he is going to keep going like this?’ 
It felt like sneaking a peek at his friend’s diary. 
Whether to go in or not. 

Frey was seriously feeling troubled. 
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The next room was also very large, but unlike the first room, 
it was not empty. 


However, there was only one thing that seemed to be a 
magic item. 


[Bracelet of Perpetual Snow] 


It was a magic tool that let the user cast the 7 star spell 
‘Blizzard’ once a week. 


It could be called an amazing item. 
Yet Frey passed it immediately without a second glance. 


It was not what he wanted. 


Frey approached yet another door. 
After infusing his mana, Schweiser appeared again. 


A cheerful smile was on his face and he appeared to be a few 
years old. 


“Then the next question...” 


“ ” 


The dungeon was very long. Fortunately, there was no 
question that Frey was unable to answer. 


However, most of the questions were not things that many 
people would know. 


He knew Schweiser was weird, but Frey hadn’t expected him 
to make the questions in his dungeon like this. 


They had nothing to do with magical knowledge. 

When he arrived in the fifth room, Schweiser spoke again. 
“You're the first to have come this far.” 

That was right. 


In this room there were Schweisers many magic items, spells 
and research books that would be extremely valuable if 
taken outside. 


There were even martial arts books and scrolls that could be 
used by knights or magical martial artists. 


‘Lava Shoes, Flying Cloak, Iron Golem’s Summoning Stone, 
Moonlight Sword...’ 


Even if it was a wizard, mercenary or knight, the items that 
they could find here were things that they would even sell 
their souls for. 


However, Frey only continued walking as he took a glance at 
them. 


Passing through the room. 
Passing through. 
Passing through again. 


At one point, Frey had lost count of just how many rooms he 
had gone through. 


‘This is the tenth room.’ 
“This is the last room.” 


Schweiser was wearing his usual smile but Frey couldn’t 
help but stare at him. 


This was a Schweiser that he had never seen. 


The long white beard, the numerous wrinkles and now his 
white robe seemed to match his overall appearance. 


When Frey had seen Schweiser last, he was only middle 
aged. 


He had never seen his old friend this ‘old’. 


Frey couldn’t help but mutter even though he knew that 
Schweiser couldn’t hear him. 


“But this means that you lived longer than | did.” 


Frey’s body died at the age of fifty and his soul was trapped 
in the abyss. 


Now, Schweiser appeared to be in his 70s. His previous 
mischievous attitude was nowhere to be seen. 


He was still smiling happily, but now it appeared more like 
the kind smile of the elderly. 


Frey listened to what Schweiser had to say. 
“Lucas Trowman.” 
At those words, Frey’s body shook. 


Because his name was called in a voice that seemed to 
contain an indescribable sense of sadness. 


“Standing at the top of the world by the age of forty, the 
Great Mage! The master who received the respect of 
everyone in the world! Being able to be his friend is one of 
the things I’m most proud of in my life.” 


“me too.” 

Frey’s lips twitched and he felt an itch in his eye. 

“I do too.” 

“I will give you the last question. What is my real name?” 
“yn 

Frey shuddered. 

He felt like Schweiser was smiling and looking at him. 


‘This question...’ 


Maybe in the entire world, only ‘Lucas’ would know the 
answer to that question. 


At that time, Frey truly began to feel like Schweiser was 
looking at him. 


Like he was looking at him with an expectant gaze. 
“Schweiser Wilsemann.” 

Schweiser let out a laugh. 

It was bright and refreshing. 

“That’s correct. And...everything inside is for you.” 
“Did you know? Wait.” 


Frey, with a voice filled with longing, hurriedly asked. 
Knowing that his voice could never reach. 


Schweiser still smiled and moved his lips. 
“What was that?” 
Frey could not hear the words. 


Schweiser’s figure slowly disappeared like a ghost. 
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The size of the last room was very small compared to the 
ones before. 


On the left was a desk and chair and on the right was some 
shabby looking storage boxes. 


If the rooms that he had seen so far were storage rooms, 
then this room seemed more like a room that someone lived 
in. 


First Frey went to the boxes. 


There were two of them, when Frey opened the first box, he 
found the item that he had been looking for. 


Inside was a small bottle filled with a milk like substance. 
Looking at it, Frey couldn’t help but say it’s name. 
“Frozen River.” 


It was a liquid that could only be found in the Wailing 
Cavern out of human reach and formed at the rate of one 
drop every thousand years. 


Drinking just one drop would activate all the veins in the 
body and increase the maximum volume and sensitivity to 
mana explosively. 


In addition, the size of one’s mana room would also increase 
by several times, if the original ‘Frey’ had taken a single 
drop then he would be able to directly reach the 4 star level 
in one leap. 


Frozen River was one of the treasures that no one truly knew 
whether it actually existed or not. 


It was also the thing that Frey needed to reach 7 star as 
quickly as he wanted. 


He carefully put the bottle away in his bag. This was the only 
thing in the first box. 


He opened the second box on the right of it. 


What he found there was a pair of earrings, a blood red gem 
and a blue bracelet. 


Frey closed his eyes. 


On the way here, Frey had seen numerous magic items. 
These magic items were ones that wizards would exchange 
for even at the cost of their lives. 


However, while looking at them, Frey had no reactions at all. 
But now it was different. 

The earrings in front of him now, were his own. 

“Typhoon Earrings.” 


It helped the mind concentrate smoothly and also contained 
barrier magic. 


It was not an amazing item even though it was in the last 
room. 


In the beginning Frey had made them just to pass time, but 
he had given them to Schweiser after he had said that he 
liked them for some reason. 


Nevertheless, Frey lifted the earrings out of the box like they 
were a treasure. 


‘| can’t believe you left this in the last room.’ 
Frey smiled and then looked at the bracelet. 


This was something that transcended all of the magic items 
that he had seen so far. 


“The Great Sage’s Staff.” 


Although it was in the form of a bracelet right now, it was 
the staff that Schweiser loved dearly. 


It was also his symbol. 


It made your mana purer and concentrated it to the 
maximum, increasing your magic power by several times. 


It also had the effect of storing 5 spells that could be used in 
emergency situations. 


Frey didn’t use magic items, but now he decided to change 
his mind. 


Because above all else, the item belonged to Schweiser so 
he wanted to use it. 


Frey immediately wore the earring and put the bracelet on. 


Then he picked up the red gem. 
‘This...iS a Golem’s core...’ 
He didn’t quite understand. 


Schweiser was an excellent wizard but he also had a habit of 
creating dolls. 


Just by looking at how much mana was in the core, he could 
tell just how much work had been put into it. 


Finally, he looked at the desk. 

It was warm as if someone had used it just moments ago. In 
Pa there was a candle on that looked like it had just been 
What he found on the desk was a book. 

Was it a diary? 

He opened it and read it. 

[Lucas is gone.] 


This was just the first phrase, but Frey’s chest felt heavy. 


The elegant handwriting that he was used to was completely 
disheveled, as if the writer could not control their emotions. 


[It’s obviously the work of the Lord. No one else could make 
him disappear without leaving a trace.] 


His judgement had been correct. 


It was the Lord that Schweiser mentioned that had sent 
Lucas into the Abyss. 


[Lucas was the peacemaker. It was a role only he could play 
and a job than no one else could take over. | tried to bear his 
burden, but there’s not a moment that | don’t feel that it is 
not enough. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. Lucas, it’s impossible for 
me.] (TL: peacemaker as in the one keeping the group 
together and happy) 


The words in the book ended there. 
No, there seemed to be one last paragraph. 


[If anyone sees this, please complete Anastasia. The clues 
are there...in my greatest masterpiece...Anastasia.] 


Frey took out the gem again. 


When he looked at it carefully, he could see letters engrave 
on the gem. 


They formed a word. 

[Anastasia] 
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“I see. So this is a golem created by Schweiser.” 
Maybe he made it after he disappeared. 

Frey was curious. 


From what he could remember, Schweiser had reached the 
pinnacle of puppeteering. 


He also loved every golem he made. 


But he had never expressed such confidence in any of his 
golems. 


‘A golem that Schweiser was able to call his masterpiece.’ 
How much power would it have? 
Frey shook his head and put the Golem core back in his bag. 


It was basically the nucleus. It was the most essential part, 
but it still wasn’t enough to create a Golem. 


He knew almost nothing about making golems. The Golems 
that he had made while bored had been so disastrous that it 
drove Schweiser crazy. 


Schweiser had even burst out laughing. 
‘Never try to make a Golem again!’ 


He remembered that guy laughing so hard that he shed 
tears until he was hit in the face by a fireball. 


Anyway, he didn’t have any ingredients and he didn’t know 
how to do it. So he would need to look for a talented 
puppeteer to make it for him later on. 


‘If | make that Golem then I'll have a clear picture of how 
things went after | disappeared.’ 


The information in the book was too sparse. 


It was closer to Schweiser whining about his situation at the 
time. 


Most of the information that Schweiser had left was probably 
with Anastasia. 


Frey glanced around the room. 


There was one more door which seemed to be the exit. 


He looked around the room one more time to ensure that he 
had taken everything he needed. 


Frey hesitated for a moment before putting the book and 
pen on the desk into his bag and leaving. 


Krrrr... 
Immediately after Frey left the room, the door closed. 
Chang. 


Defensive Magic also appeared to protect the room, this 
meant that one could not reenter the room after leaving it. 


Of course, this didn’t matter because he’d gotten what he 
wanted anyway. 


Frey walked through a dark cave and when he reached a few 
steps from the exit, he stopped, his expression becoming 
hard. 


He looked back. 


The cave he was in was a dead end so he’d have no choice 
but to go out. 


He was sure that he knew this and was waiting for him 
outside. 


Taking a deep breath, Frey left the cave. 
[....] 


It was a Drake. 


Dozens of times the size of a normal Drake, staring at Frey 
with its fiery, red eyes. 


Every one of its sharp teeth were about the size of Frey 
himself. 


-Drake King. 


He was the ruler of the mountains that Frey had not wanted 
to encounter. 


It was not just him either. 


As if guarding the king, there were dozens of Drakes 
hovering nearby. 


Frey looked around. 
‘This is the worst position.’ 
It was a sheer cliff, with nowhere for him to step properly. 


The opponent was also a monster that could fly and had 
tough skin that magic would not work very well against. 


Frey sighed and opened his mouth. 

“Were you waiting for me?” 

[...] 

The Drake King’s bright eyes just kept staring at Frey. 


Frey continued calmly. 


“I know you have intelligence. Answer me. Were you waiting 
for me?” 


[Kukuku. ] 


The Drake King laughed. The Drakes in the surroundings 
also screeched like they were responding. 


[You’re a pretty interesting guy. Yeah, | was waiting for you. | 
was waiting for the human who entered the mountains of 
Torkunta without fear. ] 


The Drake King, Torkunta, let out another laugh. 


[You’re here to gain the power that is hidden in this 
mountain. ] 


“...you know about the existence of this dungeon.” 


[Oh oh. Of course. It has been a thousand years since I’ve 
ruled over this place. How can | not know even this?] 


A thousand years. 
Frey frowned. 


He had felt it from the moment he saw it, but after hearing 
those words from the Drake itself, he was sure. 


‘It has transcended its race.’ 


The ridiculous size, the human-like intellect and the long 
lifespan. 


It must have taken a lot. 


A mutant that stood out from the moment it was born, with 
superior intellect compared to others in its race and the luck 


to eat a few magic herbs or items. 


If you were to compare him to an ordinary Drake, then 
Torkunta’s existence could only be attributed to a bunch of 
overlapping miracles that were impossible to replicate. 


Frey realised it once again. 


The monster in front of him was the first one that he had met 
since his return that had the ability to kill him. 


[At first | wondered why humans that weren’t from around 
had come. | was curious about what they wanted, so | let 
them have their own way for a while. ] 


Those who came before Frey were probably looking for the 
remnants of Schweiser. 


[I searched many places before | noticed this mountain. It 
was pretty easy to notice. | also knew that there was a space 
hidden inside...] 


Torkunta spoke in a slightly offended way. 
[But...1| couldn’t get in there. | couldn’t even break it.] 
Of course this would be the case. 


No matter how smart Torkunta was when compared to 
normal Drakes, there was no way for him to compete with a 
human Sage Schweiser Straw who had created the dungeon 
on this mountain. 


He wouldn’t have been able to solve this mountain unless a 
Dragon decided to give him a hand. 


[So | waited. | watched what the humans were doing. They 
either got some kind of weapon from the hidden space or 


directly got stronger as they came out. From the very cave 
you just walked out from.] 


Torkunta’s eyes curved into half moons. 


[Of course since they were human. Majority of them became 
my prey. ] 


At that moment a faint hint of displeasure appeared on 
Torkunta’s face. 


It was because he’d remembered a woman who had escaped 
his grasp. 


She had purple hair and an ice cold gaze. 


Torkunta kept talking to chase away the humiliating 
memories. 


[It made me very happy. Some of them had weapons that 
even | couldn’t break. They were annoying to handle so | 
disposed of them. But what | paid most attention to weren’t 
the ones who came out with weapons. ] 


Torkunta let out a low laugh. 


[The ones who took elixirs...they smelled so delicious. And 
as | ate them, | became stronger. From then on | waited for 
humans like you to come.] 


Torkunta looked delighted. 


Frey now understood how Torkunta had been able to get 
such an amazing life span. 


‘When he ate the humans who chose to take elixirs, he also 
ate the elixirs that were in their possession.’ 


Or he ate the humans who had already consumed them. 
Either way would have the same result. 


Torkunta was fishing humans this way. 


He couldn’t go into the dungeon, so he waited for the 
humans who went into the dungeons and took elixirs then 
he killed and ate them. 


Frey became angry. 
His hair almost became white from anger. 


This filthy monster was using his best friend’s precious 
dungeon as bait. 


It was a disgrace to Schweiser who treated this dungeon as 
his own child. 


At the same time, it was necessary for him to remain rational 
right now. He quickly assessed his current situation. 


‘My spells can’t kill Torkunta.’ 
He could not defeat it. 


It was just like how a6 star wizard could never defeat a 7 
star wizard. 


Even if he used his strongest spells, he would not be able to 
kill it. 


Using the Staff of the Great Sage would not help his 
situation at all. 


‘Damn it.’ 


Frey tried his best to not show any expressions on his face, 
but the Torkunta’s presence was very shocking. 


From a human perspective, this being had transcendental 
powers and was not impatient at all. 


His cunning matched his age as he was in no hurry for his 
meal. 


Pfft. 


[Your eyes are pretty fierce. But that is all you can do. 
Come...you will be my nourishment. ] 


Torgunta opened his mouth wide and a lava like flame could 
be felt climbing up it’s throat. 


Frey put his mana into the bracelet. 


At that moment the Staff of the Great Mage materialized in 
his hand and he used one of the stored spells without 
hesitation. 


“Earth Wall.” 
Krrrr. 


It was a simple spell which raised the ground in front of the 
caster and created a wall, but Frey was utilizing the terrain. 


He used the angle of the sheer cliff to stab towards 
Torkunta’s neck like a spear. 


It was so powerful that it no longer seemed like an Earth 
Wall. 


Kwajik. 


But it didn’t work. 


The spear like Earth Wall, which should have been stronger 
than even a steel spear, couldn’t even leave a scratch on 
Torkunta’s neck. 


Now it was Torkunta’s turn and his breath was coming. 


Even the cliffs would melt like ice in a desert under his 
breath. (TL: sounds like someone | know) 


Frey leapt into the air and activated flight magic. 
Hooook. 


Then he felt something hot flow past his back. But Frey did 
not pay much attention to it. 


“Kueeek!” 


The Drakes who had been watching from the air all began to 
swoop down. 


Frey bit his lip and began casting spells with both hands. 
“Ice Spear. Wind Storm.” 


Ice spears appeared in the sky and empowered by the wind 
storm, flew with incredible power toward the Drakes. 


The spears tore apart the Drakes’ thick skin like it was paper. 


Frey was able to do triple casting now, but he did not have 
the time to do so. 


‘There’s too many of them.’ 


Krrrk. 


His barrier was scratched. It had been formed from his 
Typhoon Earrings. 


If it wasn’t for the barrier, he would have been forced to cast 
defensive magic. 


He didn’t want to waste time focusing on these little 
minions. 


Unless he did something about Torkunta who was the core, 
the pack of Drakes would keep attacking him indefinitely. 


Frey looked around furiously while killing the drakes that 
were nearby. 


‘Could | cause an explosion within its body? If | coordinate it 
properly, | should be able to do it somehow. Maybe | should 
block his sight with fog or smoke...no. A simple flap of his 
wings would be able to get rid of such small tricks.’ 


Additionally, even if he was able to cause an internal 
explosion, he could not deal enough damage to knock it out 
of the air. 


Torkunta was much too big for that. 


He needed to escape, but the moment he thought about it, 
he knew it was impossible for him to get away. 


They would never let him get away and he was still not at 
the stage where he could use the warp spell. 


No, even if he could use it, he would still need 10 minutes to 
activate it. 


‘Magic won’t work. Otherwise the other’s he hunted wouldn’t 
have been eaten. This...’ 


It was an absolute crisis. 


To take Torkunta down, he would need one large powerful 
spell, not a bunch of small, weak ones. 


But at this moment, Frey was unable to use any such magic. 
‘If | can’t do it, l'Il need to take the Frozen River...’ 


But it would take at least a week for the Frozen River to 
stabilize. 


He had come out because he would die if he didn’t get food 
and water. 


‘| don’t have a choice.’ 


Frey made up his mind. He didn’t know how stable it would 
be. 


If he made a single mistake, his body would be badly 
damaged, but anything was better than dying here. 


With that thought, Frey took out the Frozen River from his 
bag. 


“Kileeek!” 


From the distance, something flew toward them with a 
screech. 


All the Drakes, including Torkunta, turned to focus their 
gazes on the figure that was coming. 


Frey couldn’t help but mutter when he saw the creature’s 
shape. 


“YOU 


It was the Phoenix. 


The same guy that Frey had healed using his mana was now 
screeching at Torkunta while exuding heat fueled by 
extreme rage. 
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The Phoenix’s feathers burned brightly and soon a wild 
flame covered the whole area and the flames that came from 
the feathers formed smaller Phoenixes. 


These small Phoenixes then screeched and dashed toward 
the Drakes. 


Frey clenched his teeth. 


He knew what this skill of burning its feathers to make 
clones meant. 


...and what it cost. 
‘He’s using his own life as fuel.’ 
This meant that the Phoenix was risking its life. 


Nevertheless, it didn’t have much of an effect since the 
Drakes were resistant to fire. 


They could be considered natural enemies of Phoenixes but 
the flame Phoenixes did not give up and clung to them 
anyway. 


There was only one reason why it entered a fight that it 
couldn’t win, yet continued to fight so persistently. 


To draw time. 
‘Are you telling me to run away?’ 
Frey was filled with a sense of guilt. 


This might not have happened if he had been a little more 
calm and composed. 


After he had returned, everything had been a flash. 


Nevertheless, he had believed that he hadn’t slackened or 
let down his guard. 


Now it seemed like he was only convincing himself. 

4,000 years was long enough to drive anyone crazy and the 
world he met when he came out was very different from 
what he knew. 


The poor wizard’s ability dulled his senses and his failure to 
experience any crises became a poison. 


Frey finally realised. 


There was no despair or pressure in the life that he had 
started this time. 


So in the end he found that he wasn’t decisive enough. 
“Ugh.” 

Frey bit his lip and blood rolled down his chin. 
Humiliation, anger, regret. 


The biggest thing he felt was disappointment in himself. 


“Pathetic. You're pathetic, Lucas Trowman.” 
Frey inspected his situation. 


He could not waste the time that the Phoenix was 
desperately buying for him. 


Nevertheless. 
He didn’t plan to run away. 
Frey looked around. 


The Drakes all had their attention focused on the Phoenix. 
This moment might be the only chance he could get. 


He soon saw a cave that was formed by a collapse part of the 
cliff and flew into it without any hesitation. 


The entrance might get blocked at any time by one of 
Torkunta’s attacks, but he did not have the time to care 
about that. 


The cave was dark to a certain extent, Frey sat without any 
delay. 


Frey looked at the Frozen River in his hand for a moment 
before drinking it all. 


Hum! 
Hum. 
“Kuk... 0" 


Immediately after, his eyes flashed like thunder. 


Frey felt a terrible pain as if his body was being torn to 
pieces as it pierce through him. Blood began to pour from 
Frey’s eyes, nose, mouth and ears at the same time. 


It was not something that should be taken without 
preparation. 


But he had no other choice. 


Frey’s eyes that were dripping blood shone with a venomous 
light. 


The roars and screeches of the Phoenix and Drakes could be 
heard from outside. 


“please.” 

Don’t die... 

Just hold on for a little longer, wait for me. 
It won’t take long. 


x KO 


The Phoenix had known from the moment he was born, that 
he was meant to be alone. 


This was because he also knew that he was far superior to all 
others. 


He looked down on all the monsters that lived in the vicinity 
including those that had lived for a long time or those that 
were much larger. 


But in the state of looking down on everything, the Phoenix 
looked around and suddenly felt lonely. 


There was no concept of parents, since Phoenixes were 
creatures birthed directly from nature. 


There was also no group or family since they were rare 
enough to be considered mythical creatures. 


But the others were always ‘together’. 


They got along with others who looked like them and didn’t 
have to feel lonely. 


But not him. 
The Phoenix was lonely. 


So one day he decided to wander around the continent to 
find something similar to himself. 


However, he could find none. 


After wandering around aimlessly for a while, it arrived at 
the Ispania Mountains. 


The Phoenix had learned that there were many beings with 
transcendental strength in this place. So he felt that if it was 
here, he might be able to find others of his own kind. He 
wandered about excitedly. 


There was none. 

There was nowhere else he could search. 

He was truly alone. 

His loneliness then devolved to become anger. 


Torkunta appeared one day while he was flying in the sky 
filled with rage. 


He hadn’t come there to have a conversation. 

[A Phoenix. That’s rare. Then l'Il eat you too.] 

“Kieek!” 

So he fought, and for the first time since his birth, he lost. 


If he hadn’t been a Phoenix, instead of being gravely 
injured, he would have died right then. So he fled, feeling 
afraid and threatened for the first time. 


This place was not where he belonged. He had to go back. 
But where could he go? 


Slowly, he could feel that his body was cooling down. He 
could feel that this meant his death was approaching. 


Then he felt warm energy. 


His Phoenix feathers could easily make flames, but he never 
felt any warmth from them. 


He didn’t know what it was, but for the first time in his life 
he felt a bit of comfort. 


So the Phoenix struggled to move its wounded body and 
headed toward the place that the feeling originated from. 


He found a man in a cave behind a waterfall. 
A messy, dirty, stinky human. 
The Phoenix knew what humans were. 


They were a race of covetous, selfish, lowly creatures who 
were only blinded by their own desires. 


Perhaps the most harmful out of all the creatures that lived 
in this world. 


But this human was different. 


The man had looked at him in amazement at first before his 
expression slowly became more gentle and he gave hima 
gentle smile. 


He had been attracted by that smile, and so a magnificent 
Phoenix had bowed its head to a man. 


The human had treated him like he knew him. The Phoenix 
couldn’t help but feel some affection. 


It was a feeling that he had never felt before, that he had 
never known he could feel. 


For the first time, he felt that he had found what he had 
been searching for all along. 


“You remind me of my past memories. My old friend was like 
you.” 


Then the human poured in energy similar to his own, into his 
body. This caused his failing body to become energized once 
again. 


It was enough to help him escape the clutches of death. 


The Phoenix took a careful glance at the man who had saved 
him. The man was still giving him that gentle, yet somewhat 
sad, smile. 


M ” 


Then the Phoenix turned and left the cave. 


He realised that he was hindering the human from doing 
something. Nevertheless, his smile, his touch and his face 
would never be forgotten. 


After that, he secretly followed the human. 
Even he didn’t know what he intended to do at that point. 


However, a dangerous situation had occurred before he 
could obtain an answer. 


When the human came out of the cave, he was attacked by 
Torkunta. 


Before he could realise what he was doing, the Phoenix was 
already flying towards Torkunta. 


Chapter 30: Dungeon, 
Inhentance, The King Of 
The Mountains(5) 


Torkunta laughed at the Phoenix. He was the one who had 
failed to catch it the last time. 


He already knew what it was. 
A creature that was called a mythical being. 


[Are you coming to me again? Do you think | can’t burn you 
with my flames just because your feathers are made of fire?] 


Kooo. 


Torkunta opened his mouth once again and his flames 
spewed out toward the Phoenix. The Phoenix twisted its 
body in pain. 


[Why did you come back here after running away in fear? | 
never miss a prey twice.] 


Eating a Phoenix might give its persistent vitality to him. 


Torkunta had gained the special properties of several 
monsters in this way. This time, he wanted it to happen 
again. 


Tuk. 


The breath attack stopped and Torkunta looked down. 


He hoped that he hadn’t burned the Phoenix to ashes. 
[Hoo...] 
However it still seemed to be okay. It was strange 


Torkunta understood his power very well, and it was also 
possible for him to guess the approximate level of his 
Opponent. 


Originally, he just had to use his breath and the Phoenix 
would be panting and barely holding on. 


[So you were hiding yourself. ] 
Torkunta laughed happily. 


[There are many humans that I can step on. That guy who 
ran away also seemed to be a rare talent, but not like you. 
Good. Let’s have some fun.] 


x kx 
“Kuk...!” 

Frey let out a pained grunt. 

A storm like chill seemed to be rising from his body. 


White frost clung to his face and he looked quite pale. There 
was white steam leaking from his mouth. His fingertips were 
cracked like pottery and his lips were blue. 


If anyone touched his body at that moment it would be as 
though they were touching ice. 


Frey’s body was cold to the extent that even the north and 
south poles could not compare to him. 


This was the Frozen River. 
An elixir of extreme coldness. 


If Frey hadn’t been able to reach the 6 stars level before 
taking it, then his body would have slowly become an ice 
sculpture and his heart would’ve stopped completely. 


No. 


The power of Frozen River was so strong that even a6 star 
Wizard would have troubles handling it properly. 


But Frey was able to. 


Ultra precise mana control, a sense of balance that did not 
tolerate errors even if they were the width of a hair and 
mental power that couldn’t be distracted by the pain that 
was ripping through his body. 


Without even one of them, his body would have already 
shattered like a piece of ice. 


Originally he had intended to take the elixir together with a 
potion that had a large amount of flame power or after his 
body had reached the stage perfection. 


Even then, it would still take him a week to fully digest the 
Frozen River. 


But now he couldn't afford to do so. 
Jurk. 
Blood poured out of his nose. 


Frey could feel nothing but pain and cold throughout his 
body. 


Such horrific pain would have caused the mind of any other 
person to stir and twist but Frey’s mind remained the same 
as though nothing was happening. 


‘This is nothing.’ 
This pain, this cold, it was nothing. 


He’d suffered much more than this numerous times. The 
problem was that the time was too tight. 


‘A little bit...just a little bit more...!’ 


The cold air that was surrounding Frey’s body began to 
spread to his surroundings. 


Crack. Crack. 


The rocks around him became white before cracking and 
splitting into pieces. The ground slowly began freezing over. 


The range slowly extended outside the cave. 
[Hm?] 
This caused Torkunta to notice the chill. 


At that moment, he was very relaxed. This was because the 
Phoenix could not hurt him no matter how much it 
struggled. 


Simply his skin was able to fight against the flames. 
But he was weak against the cold. 
‘What the hell...is that?’ 


Torkunta felt a chill down his spine. 


He noticed its existence immediately. His instincts warned 
him that that cold could kill him. 


‘| have to deal with it immediately’ 

Just as Torkunta turned his gaze away. 

“Kieeek!” 

[Ack!] 

The Phoenix struck Torkunta’s left eye with its beak. 


Torkunta struggled with the great pain. For him, this was the 
first injury he received in decades. 


[This, This...! How dare you!?] 


He roared in anger and smacked the Phoenix to the ground. 
Even then he could not get rid of his anger and trampled on 
it repeatedly. 


Kwang! Kwang! 


When Torkunta’s massive body trampled the ground, the 
surroundings shook as though there was a major 
earthquake. 


Soon, Torkunta’s stomping stopped. 
“Kuk...” 


The Phoenix, whose body was a mess, spat out some blood, 
yet it still managed to forcefully raise its head. 


At the moments that their gazes met it provoked Torkunta’s 
anger once again. 


He felt like this bird was laughing at and mocking him. 
[Impudent...!] 

It was at that moment. 

Crack! Crack! 

Ice poured out of the frozen cave. 


The ice was like a plant growing at a tremendous rate. 
Moving as if it was alive, it then pierced the bodies of all the 
drakes around Torkunta. 


This happened in an instant. 

[What?!] 

Torkunta looked around. 

His offspring groaned and spat out blood. 
“Kieek...!” 

“Kuk...” 

Crack. 

The ice broke apart. 


The drakes’ blood and flesh rained down together with the 
pieces of ice. 


Meanwhile. 


Frey walked forward. 


Chapter 31: Dungeon, 
Inheritance, The King Of 
The Mountains(6) 


Frey’s grey hair had become white and cold air seemed to be 
billowing from his body. 


Torkunta felt his heart sink as he saw this scene. 
‘He’s dangerous.’ 


It was the first time in hundreds of years that he’d felt 
scared when looking at a figure that was so small it seemed 
like he could crush it with just a fingernail. 


He attempted to fly straight up into the sky. 


Frey quickly closed the distance between them before 
Torkunta could truly get away. 


Clang. 

Behind him, numerous ice arrows began to form. 

Torkunta couldn’t help but steal a nervous glance at them. 
‘Those arrows of ice are strong enough to pierce my skin.’ 


He knew he had to stop them somehow. However he had just 
used his breath so he wouldn’t be able to use it for a short 
while. 


As Torkunta hurriedly tried to think of a way to escape this 
predicament, an ice arrow shot into his body with 
unstoppable momentum. 


[Kuh...!] 


The shard of ice seemed to dig into his bones and it was at 
that moment that Torkunta, who had never been dissatisfied 
with his large body, couldn’t help but feel that he was 
unnecessarily large. 


‘Where did he go?’ 


Frey had moved behind Torkunta, taking advantage of his 
left eye that had been blinded. 


Crack. 


In his left hand was a spear that was made of ice which he 
then stabbed into the Drake King’s back. 


Kishik. 
[Kuk!...you little rat!] 


As soon as he felt the pain in his back, Torkunta spun and 
swung his tail to smash Frey aside. 


Frey’s body flew at an enormous speed and smashed into 
the rocky mountain behind him. 


Boom! 


The impact was so powerful that the mountain collapsed, 
but Torkunta’s expression was not better. 


He kept his eyes on the pile of rocks. 


Patter. 
As expected, Frey walked out looking like nothing happened. 


When he had seen Torkunta move, Frey had put ice spikes in 
front of him like a shield. 


Instead, Torkunta felt his tail throbbing. 
Torkunta felt shocked when he looked Frey in the eyes. 
‘Human? This is a human?’ 


Torkunta had reigned over the mountain range for quite a 
long time and he had seen numerous humans. 


He also knew that the humans who could reach this location 
were all very strong individuals, but even they were just 
bugs. 


No matter how excellent a human was, to him it was only an 
ant who could carry a larger amount of bread than the other 
ants. (TL: he conveniently forgets the way that girl kicked 
his ass) 


But this man was different. 

[Human...! What the hell are you!?] 

Frey didn’t respond. 

Instead, white breath came from his mouth. 


Torkunta hadn’t seemed to notice, but Frey’s body was 
Currently in a state that was infinitely close to collapsing. 


‘The longer | drag this on, the worse it will get.’ 


Crack crack. 


In Frey’s hands, a piece of ice slowly began taking the shape 
of a spear. The gathering mana which was visible to the 
naked eye, was shaking. 


Torkunta realised that the man in front of him was preparing 
to unleash a strong attack. 


‘This is exactly what | wanted...!’ 


He could not use his breath and in a head to head 
confrontation, he refused to believe that his breath would 
lose. 


After all, not even a Phoenix had been able to withstand his 
breath. 


No matter what power this human awakened or what spell 
he used, Torkunta was confident that he would win. 


Krrrr. 

Torkunta began gathering his breath to the maximum. 
He planned to bet his life and death on the one attack. 
Then. 

Kwang! 


Frey’s spear and Torkunta’s breath soon met, causing an 
explosion of fire and ice that spread in the surroundings. 


Beyond that, a mighty gust of wind and an indescribably 
loud sound shook the entire Drake Mountain. 


At first they were even. 


However as more time passed, it was Torkunta’s breath that 
gradually began to overpower the ice magic. 


Torkunta realized that he was winning. 
‘This is my breath...’ 
Tuk. 


At that moment, Torkunta’s head fell from his body, his eyes 
still showing his conviction in his victory. 


It was an unexpected and empty end to the King who had 
ruled over the mountain range for over a thousand years. 


Was he lucky to have died while thinking that he’d won? 
“Huk...!” 
Frey sank to the ground. 


Panting from exertion, he fixed his eyes on Torkunta’s 
decapitated body. 


This was the Drake King that had lived for 1000 years. 
A mutant who was several times more superior to others. 


It was unknown just how many elixirs he had consumed to 
reach his current level. Such miracles, which had overlapped 
continuously, had strangled him now. 


‘He didn’t have much fighting experience.’ 


He may have had a lot of experience from the fights that he 
had had over the years, but he was a guy who had never 
fought someone on a similar level as him. 


He was used to and good at trampling his enemies with his 
overwhelming power, but he didn’t know that winning and 
losing in a fight among those of similar power levels could 

be decided in an instant. 


Torkunta had failed to put away the confidence in his power 
that he had gained over a thousand years at the end. 


During that last moment, Frey had created a spear of ice 
using only 80% of his power. However he had deliberately 
caused a mana reaction to make it seem like he was giving 
his all in that attack. 


Right after he had thrown the spear forward, he immediately 
moved over to Torkunta. 


At that time, the Drake King was completely defenseless 
because he had put all his focus on resisting the flying 
Spear. 


In that moment, Frey was able to decapitate Torkunta using 
a scythe of ice. 


Somehow, he had managed to defeat his enemy, but his 
appearance now was so disastrous that he did not look like a 
winner at all. 


He had used his body which was in a bad state, to cast spells 
that were much too powerful, too many times. 


He needed to get his raging mana under control, but instead 
Frey began to approach Torkunta’s body with a sword made 
of ice in his hand. 


Then he stuck it into his chest. 


Crack. 


Although there was no power left in his body, Torkunta’s 
flesh was still incredibly hard for Frey to cut in his weakened 
state. 


If he let his guard down for even a moment, he would lose 
his mind. 


Then he’d die. 


Frey managed to endure with his superhuman mental 
strength and he finally saw the thing that he was searching 
for. 


The heart... 
It was the heart of the Drake King, Torkunta. 


A strong heat was being exuded by the heart. In fact, the 
heat was so high that it would burn anyone who touched it, 
but Frey was too desperate to care at that moment. 


He immediately sat with his legs crossed beside Torkunta’s 
heart, his closed eyes trembling slightly. 


“Kuh...” 


The ice energy flowing from his mana room seemed to carry 
enough force to crush his entire body. 


It was already to the extent that Frey could no longer control 
how it spread. This was why he needed Torkunta’s heart. 


Whoosh. 


On its own, Torkunta’s heart contained an enormous amount 
of flame energy, and Frey was drawing this energy into his 
body to counteract the cold from the Frozen River. 


However this was a dangerous act that had a high chance of 
causing death. 


This was because neither of these forces actually belonged 
to Frey. 


In addition to the unrefined Frozen River, the flame energy 
from a Drake King’s heart was extremely dangerous. 


‘Balance...| need to balance them.’ 


The method he used was similar to the battle training, but 
the amount of risk he faced was tens of times more than 
that. 


If he made even a single mistake, his body would either burn 
or freeze. 


So Frey couldn’t afford to be careless. 
He didn’t know how much time passed. 


Frey put all his focus to perfectly controlling the forces in his 
body. 


The crisis this time was greater than before. This was 
because his mental strength had already been greatly 
depleted by that point. 


But Frey, no. 
Lucas Trowman had overcome it. 


He slowly opened his eyes. 


‘the most pressing moment has passed.’ 
It was safe to say that the mortal crisis had finally passed. 


The chill of the Frozen River had finally subsided and there 
was a Slight flush on Frey’s face as his blood once again 
circulated all over his body. 


Of course, it was not perfect. 


To completely dissolve the ice energy, he would need an 
elixir with strong flame energy. 


“Hoo...” 


When he calmed down, he felt that it was very hot, so the 
first thing that he did was climb out of Torkunta’s body. 


When he had first entered, it was day time, but now it was a 
dark night. 


‘How many days has it been?’ 


He wondered how long it had been since he left the 
dungeon. 


No. 
Before that, there was another priority. 


Frey looked around and soon, he found what he was looking 
for. 


It was the Phoenix. 


al ” 


The fiery feathers had long become cold, and there was not 
even the slightest movement from its body. 


It was dead. 


Its body had been trampled by Torkunta until it was almost 
flat. 


Frey looked down at its body with a face filled with sorrow. 
“you saved my life. Thank you.” 


Frey grieved for a while, then he lifted the Phoenix’s body 
and carried it over to Torkunta’s body. 


When he reached it, he placed the Phoenix’s body into the 
hole that he had made while he whispered. 


“the conditions have been met. There are few places 
better than this to revive. You should be able to come back 
to life. You'll have power incomparable to how it was before, 
so you might look a bit different.” 


He paused for a moment before adding. 

“Of course, that’s not necessarily a good thing.” 
He looked around. 

This was the Monster Paradise, the Hell Mountains. 


Frey didn’t know how many beings here were on Torkunta’s 
level or higher. 


“Torkunta was the ruler of this region. His death will cause a 
drastic shift in the ecosystem. All the monsters will fight for 
that throne.” 


Torkunta’s heart slowly began to be absorbed by the 
Phoenix’s body and a small light began to shine from within 
it. 


“You will reign. Follow Torkunta’s footsteps and become the 
ruler of these mountains. Protect my friend’s dungeon.” 


Of course, he didn’t know how long it would take, and he did 
not have the time to wait until the Phoenix absorbed all of 
Torkunta’s power. 


Frey drew his hand back as he got up. 
Slash. 
Torkunta’s heart split in half. 


Frey then took out the bottle that the Frozen River had been 
stored in and murmured. 


“Completion.” 
Gugugudgu... 
Half of the heart was sucked into the bottle. 


The bottle made by Schweiser was a well crafted magical 
tool that had been able to hold the Frozen River. 


The reason he was taking half of the heart was not hard to 
understand. 


It would be extremely difficult for the Phoenix to accept all 
of Torkunta’s power. 


This was why Frey took it. 


Additionally, Frey also needed this power to fully absorb the 
power of the Frozen River. 


As he looked at Torkunta’s body which was hiding a scene 
that many would find unbelievable, Frey muttered quietly to 
himself. 


“|I look forward to seeing you again someday.” 


Chapter 32: Friend(1) 


Frey’s body, which was about to descend the mountain, 
stopped. 


Torkunta’s words suddenly appeared in his head. 


‘Some of them had weapons that even | couldn’t break. It 
was too troublesome to deal with so I put them in my lair.’ 


He should have been talking about the items that were 
taken from Schweiser’s dungeon. 


Torkunta said he put them in his lair. 


After thinking for a moment, Frey flew up into the sky. When 
he reached quite high, he could see all the mountains that 
were right around Drake Mountain. 


There was a reason for him to pay attention to these 
mountains and he soon found a hole in one of them. 


It was a Cave, large enough to accommodate Torkunta’s 
body. 


Frey dived into it without any hesitation. 


Near the cave there were about fifteen drakes and when Frey 
approached, they all opened their eyes and looked at him. 


Frey shook his hand slightly. 


Crack crack. 


The bodies of the drakes quickly became frozen sculptures. 
Frey looked down at his palm. 


‘As long as it’s water or ice spells then it’s not inferior to 7 
star magic.’ 


But only those two types would be able to display such 
power, he couldn’t use the rest. 


This was because the power of the Frozen River had caused 
the balance of his mana to become skewed to one side. 


This was a situation that Frey, who liked balance, could not 
tolerate. 


‘It’ll take about a month to digest this energy.’ 


He needed to use the half of Torkunta’s heart to digest and 
regain the balance of the energy, after that, he’d be reborn 
as a complete 7 star wizard. 


Frey put those matters aside for now. 


Inside the cave was very large and a warm energy could be 
felt immediately. 


This was similar to the heat that he felt from Torkunta. 
Therefore Frey was certain that this play was Torkunta’s lair. 


Frey looked around again. 
On the left wall, there were a dozen or so smaller holes. 


He frowned as he glanced over at them because there 
seemed to be a bad smell coming from within them. 


There were monster and human corpses there. Some of them 
were just bones while others were more fresh. 


Frey searched through the holes a bit and found what he 
was looking for in a hole at the top. 


Schweiser’s items. 
‘It’s not just a few.’ 
After all, quite a few people had gone down to the dungeon. 


While, unsurprisingly, no one had made it past the fifth 
room, that didn’t mean that they didn’t leave with anything 
valuable. 


‘Salamander’s Robe, Conconyl’s Dagger, Four Seasons, Eiz 
Necklace.’ 


The Salamander’s Robe was particularly resistant to fire 
magic. It would have been better if he had been wearing it 
during the fight with Torkunta. 


The other three were useless to Frey. 


He wore the robe right away and placed the others into his 
bag. 


Now it was time to go down. 


He hurried, but he didn’t get into the town until the sun was 
coming up. 


He then headed to the bar where the owner looked at him 
with a dumbfounded expression. 


“What are you doing, that everytime you come, you are this 
messy? And what did you do to your hair?” 


Compared to his messy appearance which he had seen 
before, the white hair caught his eyes the most. 


Frey’s hair seemed to contain a chilling air that even as he 
was looking at it he felt a shiver go down his spine. 


“It’s called the Hell Mountains. Anything can happen.” 


When Frey refused to answer directly, the owner shook his 
head but he did not continue questioning him. 


“Go up to the room. l'Il send some hot water.” 


Soon after, as he’d said, a middle aged woman came up with 
a bucket of warm water. 


She was probably the owner’s wife. 


After washing himself and fixing his messy appearance, Frey 
changed back into his school uniform. 


The Ispania Bear Armor was basically rags from his recent 
trip, so he decided to throw it away. 


Then he headed straight toward the warp stone in the town. 
To return to the academy he first had to go to Kausymphony. 


He checked the schedule and found that the nearest warp to 
the capital was at 7pm, so he still had over 12 hours to 
Spare. 


Frey returned to the bar and ate breakfast before deciding to 
rest his eyes. 


He was very tired and quickly fell asleep, but he was still 
able to get up on time. 


‘| feel a bit better after that rest.’ 


He felt that some of his tiredness had been relieved 
although it was still not enough for him to completely 
recover to peak condition. 


When Frey was ready to leave, he first went downstairs and 
greeted the owner. 


“I’m about to leave.” 

“Right. Did you get what you wanted?” 
“Yes.” 

“That’s good. Have a safe journey.” 

The owner saw him off roughly at the end. 
Frey left without saying much. 


When he arrived at Kausymphony, the sun had already set 
but the streets of the city were still very much alive. 


The street lights were so bright that it might trick someone 
into believing it was still daytime. 


‘The capital is truly the capital.’ 


When he came back from Ispaniola, which could be 
considered a rural city, he truly felt the difference. 


In fact, Frey had only stayed in Ispaniola for less than a 
week. 


‘| was going to look for a ship, but there doesn’t seem to be 
any here now.’ 


He would have preferred to ride on the Cortez and have a 
conversation with Mac who he found to be far-sighted and 
good natured but there were no vessels at the harbor. 


Frey looked around and tried to find an inn before suddenly 
thinking about Peran. 


He had requested him before to visit his family. 
‘| should stop by.’ 


On thing that stopped though, was that he didn’t know how 
to find Peran’s house. 


After thinking about it for a moment, he just decided to ask 
someone who was walking down the road and ask them. 


“Where can I find the Jun Family house?” 


The man, who was in a hurry to leave the office, wondered 
why he was suddenly asked about a noble house from a little 
beggar kid. 


His thoughts weren’t completely unwarranted. 


He had looked a little better because he’d washed up in 
Ispaniola but his appearance was still messy. 


His previously smooth skin was rough and dark and his hair 
was long and unkempt. 


This was only natural after he had been rolling around in the 
mountains for a month. 


Also Frey hadn’t realised it, but the insignia for his 
prestigious school which was on his uniform was covered by 
the Salamander’s Robe. 


In other words Frey did not appear to be a noble in any way. 
The man looked down at him. 
‘Is he going to sight see?’ 


The residence of the Jun Family was large and elegant so it 
was normal for people to travel the distance just to take a 
look at it. 


“If you go straight down the west road you will be able to 
find it. It is the largest and most spectacular mansion in the 
area so you will know it immediately.” 


“Thank you.” 
Frey walked down the west road for about thirty minutes. 


By the time the sun was almost completely set, Frey 
managed to find the mansion. 


‘That’s the building.’ 


It was truly the largest and most spectacular as the man had 
said. 


The mansion was so big that it was hard to see all of it at 
once. The size of the garden that stretched from the front of 
the house to the 10m tall fence was enormous. 


Frey approached the guards who were standing at the gate. 
“What are you doing here?” 
Even the guards were superb. 


They spoke with a respectful tone despite Frey’s 
appearance. 


This proved that they were well educated and well trained. 
“I came to see Peran.” 

Frey spoke calmly. 

He came here to see his friend. 

He didn’t have a need to be intimidated or feel nervous. 


If he left a bad impression on the Jun Family then it might 
affect Peran’s status. 


The guard’s eyebrow twitched. 


This was because Peran, the name of the young master of 
the Jun family was just casually called by a little beggar boy. 


“What is your relationship with Peran?” 
“He’s my friend.” 

The guards looked at each other. 
Friends? 

Did he say friends? 


A friend of the young master who was known to like being 
alone? 


“Please tell me your name.” 
“Frey Blake.” 
“huk!” 


At that moment the guards’ eyes widened and they 
immediately remembered something that Peran had told 
them as he entered the compound. 


[My friend may come here before the vacation is over. His 
name is Frey. He’s one of the three sons of the Blake family. If 
he visits this mansion be sure to be as polite to him as you 
would to me.] 


‘B-, but he appears to be a little different from what he said.’ 


They had been told that he was grey haired, but the person 
in front of them has stunningly white hair. 


‘This child is not trying to cheat us with something he picked 
up is he?’ 


However was there anyone who dared to impersonate 
Peran’s friend to enter the Jun family? 


The guard could not help but feel conflicting emotions. 
Taktak. 


The sound of a horse drawn carriage could be heard coming 
down the road and the guards couldn’t help but release 
sighs of relief. 


‘This should be enough to send him away.’ 


"They first politely asked Frey, whose identity was still 
unclear, to step aside. 


“Please wait a moment.” 


Then they hurriedly opened the iron gates. 


But the carriage stopped right in front of the guards instead 
of continuing through the wide open gate. 


Soon after, a woman got out of the carriage. 


She was a beautiful girl with golden hair who looked to be 
about the same age as Frey. 


She was wearing a white dress which seemed to compliment 
her beauty perfectly. 


She, the eldest daughter of the Jun family, slowly turned to 
the guards and opened her mouth. 


“What is it?” 

“Ah. Th-, that. A friend of the young master came...” 
“My brother’s friend? Ah.” 

Lylia recalled what Peran had told her. 


He said that he had made a close friend on the ship when he 
was on his way home. 


As her brother was someone who had a hard time getting 
along with people, Lylia was delighted to hear that. 


However she still had some doubts. 


Because for Peran, the word ‘friend’ might not have the 
Same meaning. 


Her gaze turned to Frey who was standing still. 


‘Is this the man who defeated the lich?’ 


On their way to Kausymphony, they had been attacked by 
pirates and it was said that the pirates were backed by a 
great lich. 


At first, many people didn’t believe it, however an 
investigator sent by the empire soon proved that Peran’s 
words were indeed true. 


Still Lylia couldn’t fully believe it. 


Especially when someone defeated a lich that even Peran 
couldn’t beat. 


‘He’s said to be two years younger than my brother...’ 


A man who was the same age as her was stronger than 
Peran who was Said to be one of the world’s greatest 
geniuses? 


She knew that Peran wouldn't lie for something like that but 
she couldn’t help being skeptical. 


Lylia hid her feelings and smiled. 


“So you're Frey. | heard a lot about you from my brother. If 
it’s okay with you, you can take my carriage with me.” 


“Yo-, young lady?” 
“That’s dangerous.” 


The guards hurriedly tried to stop her, but Lylia let outa 
laugh instead. 


“What is dangerous? Sir Nihad is with me.” 


Frey saw a gloomy looking man who came to stand beside 
Lylia. 


He seemed to be a knight, considering the sword that hung 
at his waist. 


The guards took only a single glance at him before 
swallowing their words. 


The young lady’s guard, Sir Nihad was one of the strongest 
knights in the capital, maybe even in the top 5. 


“But we are not yet Sure.” 


“You said he was a friend of my brother. All we need to do is 
take him to my brother first and if he is lying then it 
wouldn't be too late to punish him then.” 


After she said that, there was nothing else that the guards 
could say. 


In the first place Lylia had the most capricious and stubborn 
personality out of all the children of the Jun family. 


If they kept pushing like this then it might lead to trouble so 
the guards reluctantly closed their mouths. 


Lylia gave a bright smile and turned to Frey. 


“Then would you like to go?” 


Chapter 33: Fniend(2) 


Lylia stared at Frey who tilted his head slightly and asked. 
“Is there something you'd like to say? 

“...you’re a bit different from what my brother said.” 

Frey touched his hair and mumbled. 

“A lot has happened.” 


“| see. Ah please speak comfortably. You’re a friend of my 
brothers and a child of the Blake family.” 


“Sure.” 


Lylia looked at Frey with a slight expression of bewilderment 
as he immediately agreed to her polite suggestion. 


Nevertheless, Frey kept staring into space with an 
expressionless face. 


‘What is with this man?’ 


All of the children of noble families that she had met before 
either tried to flirt with her, or make some kind of connection 
somehow. 


Lylia knew that she was very beautiful and she also knew 
how men usually acted in front of her. 


Her beauty was one of her weapons after her family’s 
prestige. 


But this was the first time that she had been treated like this 
by aman from outside of the family. 


She had some slight misgivings about this, but she hid her 
innermost thoughts and instead gave a beautiful smile. 


“I heard that you are attending Westroad Academy. How is 
my brother in the academy?” 


“I don’t know. Peran is a few years above me, I’ve never run 
into him at the academy.” 


“Ah...| see.” 


So it turned out that they had met for the first time on the 
Cortez. 


While the conversation lapsed into silence, the carriage 
stopped. 


They had arrived at the building. 

The door slowly opened and revealed a very welcoming face. 
“Haha! You came!” 

It was Peran who had arrived in front of the carriage. 

He spoke to Frey with his voice brimming with joy. 

“Man, you were almost late.” 


“I had a lot of work to do. I’m glad | somehow managed to 
get here in time.” 


“It was a close call.” 


Lylia looked at Peran with a somewhat shocked expression. 


It might have been the first time that she’d seen him so 
happy. He was soft and always smiling, but he still knew how 
to control his emotions. 


That Peran that she knew was now smiling like a little boy. 


When she realised that not even the family had ever seen 
him like that, she felt a little jealous of Frey. 


Lylia gracefully descended from the carriage and spoke. 
“I’m here too, brother.” 

“I can’t miss our princess. How was the party?” 

“you ignored me until just now.” 

“Uh. What was that?” 

“It was nothing.” 

Lylia looked away sharply and walked into the mansion. 
Peran turned back and said with an embarrassed face. 


“I still don’t know how | made Lylia upset. Do you have an 
idea?” 


“No.” 


“Um...well. l'II have to cheer her up later. Let’s go inside 
first. There is so much that I want to talk about.” 


Peran looked at Frey who nodded quietly. 


He was just skin and bones. 


He had thin cheeks and his wrists which were revealed from 
within the robes could have been held together with one 
hand. 


His skin also looked rough. 


Above all else, the white hair on his head was the most eye 
catching. 


‘He must have worked hard.’ 


Peran wished to know what he had been through, but first 
he wanted his friend to get some rest after his long trip. 


“We'll take our time to talk. Daphgon please bring Frey to 
one of the guest rooms. Frey, how about a meal?” 


“It’s okay. | only need some lukewarm water.” 


“Sure. Then let’s talk tomorrow. You should get some rest for 
now.” 


“Thank you.” 
Frey followed Daphgon to the room. 


Shortly after, they arrived at a large room that had enough 
Space to run in. 


The furniture was also of very high quality. 


Frey gave a wry smile when he realised that the size of the 
room and bed were much bigger than his dorm room. 


Daphgon smiled and put a bottle of water on the center 
table. 


“Here is the water you requested. If you have any other 
needs, please tell the maids.” 


He pointed to the maid behind him, but Frey shook his head. 
“I would like to be alone.” 


Frey realised that Daphgon was actually a fairly powerful 
mage that might have been placed to watch over Peran. 


He did not wish to be rude even if it was someone younger 
or if they were just a guard at the front gate. 


Daphgon looked perplexed. 
“But...” 


“I apologize for the rudeness of rejecting your favor. But 
please understand that | am a mage before | am a guest.” 


“Ah...” 
Meditation. 
Obviously wizards would want to keep their privacy. 


In particular when they meditated from time to time they 
would be particularly sensitive. 


Daphgon bowed his head. 


“I understand. Then these maids will be waiting in the next 
room. If you have any requests, please call for them 
immediately...” 


“Thank you for your kindness.” 


Daphgon was inwardly impressed. 


‘| heard that the Blake’s third son not only lacked talent as a 
wizard but also basic etiquette and refinement...’ 


Because of his job, he was sensitive to rumors about nobles 
and he had heard some about the three sons of the Blake 
family. 


So when he'd heard the identity of the young master’s 
friend, he had congratulated outwardly, but on the inside he 
was worried. 


Peran was excellent in many ways, but he was too young to 
fully grasp the thoughts of man. 


But his face to face encounter with Frey had given him quite 
the shock. 


Like any good son of a prestigious family, he had a very 
disciplined attitude, seemed to be a simple person and was 
firm enough to not be swayed easily by others. 


Daphgon thought of a man. The Blake Family. 


Compared to the Jun Family, it was slightly less, but it was 
still powerful enough to be among the five most powerful 
families in the empire. 


The eldest and second sons were good, but the main power 
behind the Blake Family was Isaka Blake. 


He was one of the five 7 star mages in the empire and at the 
same time the master of the Sixth Magic Tower. 


He was younger when compared to the other Arch Mages, 
but he still had the ability to afford the name. 


Daphgon had also met Isaka Blake once. He left a rather cold 
and dry impression. 


‘Is it that a man like this is not enough to be his son?’ 


Daphgon couldn’t help but wonder, but he kept it within him 
and spoke instead. 


“There will be a banquet tomorrow.” 
“A banquet?” 


“Yes. Since you will be going back to school soon, the family 
decided to host a banquet. The young master seems to want 
you to join him.” 


After thinking for a moment, Frey nodded. 

“Alright.” 

“Thank you.” 

Daphgon retreated as hot water was brought to the room. 


Frey washed himself with the water and then changed into 
the pajamas that were placed on the bed before going to 
sleep immediately. 


The next day, Frey awoke at dawn. 


Immediately after he woke up, he sat down and began 
working on suppressing Frozen River's freezing energy. 


‘This will be all | do for the time being.’ 


When he opened his eyes, there was a maid from the day 
before in front of him. 


She immediately kneeled before him and looked at Frey with 
a pale face. 


“I, | have sinned.” 

“What?” 

“Pl-, please spare my life. | am sorry.” 
Frey had no idea why she was so terrified. 


After comforting the maid who seemed like she was about to 
burst into tears at any moment, he asked her and found that 
she was under the illusion that he had been meditating. 


And he knew that Daphgon must have told them never to 
disturb a wizard’s meditation. 


She had only entered the room to change the water used 
yesterday and bring him breakfast without having any other 
intentions. 


“It’s okay as long as you don’t touch their body.” 


After he sent the maid out, Frey briefly washed himself with 
the water that he controlled to float. 


Then as he finished the simple meal, he heard a knock on 
the door. 


“Can | come in?” 
“yes.” 


It was Daphgon who came through the door. 


Even though it was early in the morning he seemed 
undisturbed. 


“Did you enjoy the breakfast?” 
“It was a little small.” 


“Is that so? | will have them double the amount from 
tomorrow.” 


The more food he ate the better, because he needed to gain 
weight urgently. 


And Frey was also very fond of food. Especially after his 
return. 


And as expected, the food served by the Jun Family was 
incredibly delicious. 


“The young master is waiting for you. | will guide you there 
so please get ready.” 


Frey changed back into his uniform. It was a bit shabby, but 
he had nothing else to wear. 


After leaving the room, he followed Daphgon once again. 


Peran was looking into a fountain in the garden, but he let 
out a bright laugh when he saw Frey. 


“You look so thin. | guess you haven’t been eating.” 
“It was a terrible month, but | gained what | wanted.” 
“That’s a cause for celebration.” 


Peran smiled softly then he suddenly spoke again as if 
something had just come to his mind. 


“I never would have thought that your destination was the 
Hell Mountains.” 


Did we talk about this? 


Frey pondered for a while before remembering the existence 
of a girl with blue hair. 


“You must have heard it from Sonia.” 
“That’s right.” 
“Where is she?” 


“Her room. Or the training grounds. She swings her sword 
right after she opens her eyes and right before going to 
Sleep. It’s the first time I’ve ever met such a tough girl. Um, 
and I’m not joking.” 


Frey let out a laugh as Peran shuddered. 


Without a lot of effort she would not be that skilled. Talent 
alone was not enough. 


“It could even be four people, but for Miss Sonia, you’re the 
only one who...” 


“Huh?” 

“no. Nevermind. | can’t say it.” 

Peran smiled bitterly and shook his head for some reason. 
Frey felt that he looked quite depressed. 


Then Peran opened his mouth and changed the topic. 


“I told you right? That | wanted to introduce you to my 
family.” 


“Right.” 


“If it’s okay, then how about now? Especially my father, | 
really want you to meet him.” 


If it was Peran’s father then he should be referring to the 
head of the Jun Family. His name was Shepard Jun. 


He was also one of the five 7 star mages in the empire. 
This was what Frey gained from his memory. 
‘Someone | should meet.’ 


The more powerful the wizard, the more likely that they 
knew something about the Demigod. 


“Anytime is fine.” 


“That’s a relief. Actually, there aren’t many times when my 
father is at home. He’s got piles of work to do at the tower...” 


Shepard Jun was also the head of the Fourth Tower. 


Peran looked very excited while Frey simply nodded his 
head. 


Frey then followed Peran back to where Shepard was. 


In a large room, there was a long table with a white cloth 
over it. 


On the left and right sides of the table sat those who seemed 
to be Peran’s family. 


The younger sister Lylia that he saw yesterday, two men of 
similar age, and a beautiful woman. 


‘They should be Peran’s brothers and mother.’ 


Which meant that the strong middle aged man sitting at the 
end was Shepard Jun. 


“lam Frey Blake, one of the three sons of the Blake Family. | 
would like to express my belated gratitude for the generous 
treatment of the Jun Family.” 


“Nice to meet you. And we welcome you as you are Peran’s 
friend.” 


Frey raised his head and looked at Shepard. 


At first glance he seemed to be cold but his expressions and 
voice were soft so the impression didn’t stay. 


But Frey was paying attention to something different. 
There was a tattoo on Shepard’s face. 

‘That tattoo is...’ 

“Is Count Blake doing well?” 


Frey stopped his pondering for a bit at Shepard’s words and 
gave a formal answer. 


“That is correct.” 


“The Sixth tower is very far away, thanks to that | only get to 
see him during the tower meetings once a year. 
Conversations with the count are always very enjoyable and 
informative so it’s a pity.” 


“itis a pity.” 


“Hoohoo. Have a seat. | want to hear about how you became 
friends with my son.” 


As he said that, Shepard gave a bright smile. 


Frey bowed his head but his thoughts were completely 
different. 


There was a six pointed star with a crescent moon in the 
center of it under his left eye. 


There was nothing else that he paid attention to. 


Because that was one of the magic tattoos that Schweiser 
had made and used. 


Chapter 34: Friend(3) 


Except for Lylia, everyone else seemed to have a very good 
impression of Frey. 


Shepard let out a low laugh. 
“Come to think of it, you know Sonia right?” 
“| met her in the Ispania mountains.” 


“I heard about that. She said you wiped out a band of 
mercenaries by yourself. From a lich to mercenaries...and | 
know you are two years younger than Peran which makes 
this achievement even more unbelievable.” 


It was not just a compliment. 


Frey narrowed his eyes slightly as Shepard continued 
speaking as though it was simply a passing statement. 


“But what kind of business could you have in the Hell 
Mountains?” 


The timing of his question was simply exquisite. 


Frey, of course, had no intentions of telling the truth, but he 
had gotten a clue as to what Shepard was trying to do. 


Everything the Duke had said up to that point was to ask 
that question. 


Frey responded without expression. 
“I had personal business.” 
“Hoo. Personal business?” 


“It is only a trivial matter, not something that would be of 
interest to my Lord.” 


When Frey smiled and said those words, Shepard didn’t 
continue to dig. 


He simply looked at Frey with a slightly interested 
expression and no longer mentioned the topic. 


For a while there were conversations about many different 
things. Things about the academy, the magic tower and 
other families. 


As their conversation progressed, Shepard once again spoke 
as if he had just remembered something. 


“There is some magic | was working on recently and I’m 
curious to hear your views.” 


After an awkward moment of silence, Frey finally responded. 
“| don’t think I’d be of any help.” 


“That doesn’t matter. What | need now is a new perspective. 
| just realised it through our conversation. The way you look 
at the world differs greatly from me. I’m sure you'll meet my 
expectations.” 


a“ ” 


“Of course, | wouldn’t blame if you didn’t get the results | 
expected. I’m not forcing you and I’m not trying to put any 


more pressure on you.” 
He wanted to speak privately. 
Frey exchanged eye contact with Shepard for a moment. 


There was one thing that was clear to him and that was that 
Shepard had an interest in him. 


And it was the same for Frey. 

Therefore he nodded without worrying about it for too long. 
“If it’s fine.” 

“Thank you. l'Il send Daphgon to guide you later.” 

The conversation ended there. 

Peran and Frey soon left the room and walked the hall. 


“My father seems to be very interested in you. Don’t be too 
nervous. He is strict but he is not the type of person to play 
tricks.” 


‘Well, | don’t think you’d be nervous anyway.’ 
Peran added in his head before letting out a laugh. 


“The training grounds are at the back. Ms. Sonia should be 
there so you can go say hello before coming back.” 


“What about you?” 
“I think | need to appease Lylia.” 


Frey nodded and went straight to the backyard. 


The training grounds were very spacious, but it seemed that 
only Sonia was there practicing with her sword. 


Of course, there was one other person there with her. 


It was Luther, who was watching Sonia practice from a 
distance. 


He spotted Frey and he approached and turned to face him. 
“Mr. Frey?” 

“Long time no see,.” 

“Ah, you're finally here.” 

Luther seemed very happy. 


Frey had a little reunion with him before turning back to 
watch Sonia train. 


As she swung her sword her face appeared to be as sharp as 
a sword. 


Frey realised that she was more outstanding than he’d 
thought. 


Luther looked a bit proud. 


“It is very rare to be conferred a title by His Majesty at such 
a young age.” 


“A title?” 
“Yes, It is ‘Rainstorm’.” 


Frey listened to Luther’s words and paid more attention to 
Sonia’s sword. 


However the trajectory of the sword was somewhat familiar 
to Frey. 


‘Lucid’s Swordsmanship [Dreadment] ...no.” 
It felt similar but it was a bit different. 

Frey frowned. 

‘Is this really it?’ 


There were parts that seemed a bit clumsy. 


It seemed that the flow unique to Dreadment was not 
established properly. 


He didn’t master swordsmanship, but he had good eyes. 


Since 4,000 years had passed it was understandable that 
Lucid’s Swordsmanship could not have been passed down 
fully. 


After being spread out into different branches, it was quite 
possible for each of them to develop in different directions. 


Now that he thought about it, the current location of the 
Luanoble Kingdom was the former location of Lucid’s 
homeland Icollium. 


Was the Luanoble Kingdom the successor of Icollium? 


Or had it been absorbed after being invaded by another 
country? 


Frey began to ponder. 


“Frey!” 


Sonia was looking over at him with surprise. 
Frey lifted his head and looked at her. 

“It was good swordsmanship.” 

“|-, it was? Thank you.” 


a ” 


He hadn’t been trying to compliment Sonia, it was just an 
honest opinion about Dreadment. 


In any case, there was no reason for him to point that out 
and spoil the mood. 


Frey talked to Sonia for a while but the conversation was not 
very good. 


Sonia was unable to truly concentrate on the conversation 
and was showing signs of restlessness. 


Luther could only smile bitterly when he saw that. 
Then Daphgon came. 


He spoke after a brief look of understanding to Sonia and 
Luther. 


“Mr. Frey, the Lord is requesting you.” 

“I'll head over now. Sonia, let’s talk later.” 
“U-, uh? R-, right...” 

Frey immediately followed Daphgon. 


He was led to the top of the mansion. 


After walking for a long time, up ordinary stairways and 
Spiral staircases, they finally reached the rooftop. 


There was a garden on the roof and it was well made to 
match with the garden that was on the ground. 


Shepard was sitting at an outdoor table there, waiting for 
him. 


Daphgon left after bowing. 

Now there were only the two, Frey and Shepard, on the roof. 
“Would you like to take a seat?” 

Frey complied and sat in front of them. 


The two men shared a gaze for a long time then Shepard 
slowly opened his mouth. 


“What brings the Trowman Rings to my house?” 
What was he talking about? 

Wasn’t the Trowman Rings a club in the academy? 
A club that was led by his own son. 

Of course Frey had nothing to do with that. 

Didn’t this guy know that? 

‘In addition, there is some warning in his voice.’ 
“lam not in the Trowman Rings.” 


“You can stop pretending. You must have come here because 
you had something to say.” 


Shepard’s eyes turned cold. 


“Using Peran was a pretty smart strategy. Did you hear it 
from my son that | was in the mansion at this time?” 


“There seems to have been a misunderstanding.” 


“Ha. Misunderstanding? Right. Let’s say it’s that. Then why 
did you do something that would be misunderstood?” 


“What?” 

“Typhoon Earrings. Didn’t you wear it openly to show me?” 
He knew about the Typhoon Earrings? 

It wasn’t entirely surprising. 


Perhaps when Frey had noticed his tattoo, Shepard had 
noticed the earrings. 


The thing that bothered Frey was his attitude. 


Shepard was confidently pressing him about something and 
didn’t realise that he was wrong. 


Thanks to that, the conversation could not go anywhere. 


“| don’t have any idea what Lord Duke is talking about. Isn’t 
the Trowman Rings a club in the academy that’s headed by 
Peran?” 


Shepard paused for a moment at Frey’s words and it seemed 
that he was pondering. 


If he had said all of this and didn’t raise doubts then he 
would not have had more to say. However Frey did not 
believe that Shepard was a foolish person. 


It was not long before Shepard sighed. 
“ ..1 see. You are a wanderer.” 
Wanderer? 


That was not something that could be used to describe one 
of the three sons of the Blake Family. 


Although he was treated like a stranger by the family, he 
was not kicked out of it. 


Shepard glanced up at Frey and continued talking. 


“Just like you said. | have misunderstood...right. | see. The 
Typhoon Earring must have come from the Ispania 
Mountains right?” 


Frey looked at Shepard without answering. 
“Are you wary of me?” 
“To the same extent that the Duke is wary.” 


“Hoo hoo. How bold. It’s not like you don’t know where this 
is.” 


“I’m well aware, of course. It is the home of my friend Peran.” 


Ml ” 


“The reason that | came to the Jun Family was not to see 
Lord Duke. | came here to see Peran.” 


At Frey’s firm response, Shepard had no choice but to 
hesitate once more. 


What he’d said was right after all it was he himself who 
requested to see Frey. 


“| don’t trust you completely yet. But I will give you an 
explanation for my rudeness. | won’t treat you like an 
outsider since you have those earrings.” 


He once again mentioned the Typhoon Earrings. 


Frey glanced down at the Staff of the Great Sage that was in 
the form of a bracelet. 


He recognized the earrings but he didn’t notice the bracelet. 
Did he know about the Salamander’s Robe? 

He listened to Shepard while hiding his innermost thoughts. 
And his following words exceeded his expectations. 

In a good way. 

“Who do you think is the owner of this continent?” 


Others might have considered it as an absurd question, 
however Frey’s eyes became sharper instead. 


Shepard continued without realizing it. 


“The Kastkau Empire is the greatest among human nations. 
However it couldn’t claim more than a tenth of the land of 
this continent.” 


This matter was quite understandable. 


The power of the intellectuals living on the continent could 
be taken as ten fingers. 


And the human power could be said to be barely within 
three fingers. 


This was to say, that humans were not the owners of the 
continent. 


But Frey knew this. 


He knew of the existence of transcendental beings who 
controlled the continent from the shadows. 


Frey stared at Shepard’s mouth, almost forgetting to blind. 
Would he say the word that Frey wanted to hear the most? 
“Demigod.” 

“yn 

That one word made Frey shiver all over. 


At the same time, numerous questions of his seemed to be 
answered. 


The reason why Shepard wasn’t completely wary of him. 
The reason he had Schweiser’s tattoo on his face. 


In the first place, he’d never considered him to bea 
complete enemy. 


Shepard was the one that Frey was looking for. To learn 
about the Demigod’s presence. 


He knew their purpose. 


The ones who wanted to stop it. 


“The transcendental beings control human society. We are 
trying to break free from that control...why are you smiling?” 


Shepard stopped and asked, wearing a confused expression. 


This was because Frey had suddenly given him a bright 
smile as though he had gone mad. 


In the old days, there were only five humans fighting against 
the Demigod. 


Only five of them rebelled against that transcendent entity. 
And they lost. 

It was a crushing defeat. 

- And years passed. 

4,000 years had passed. 


Frey was sure that now there were much more people who 
shared the same purpose as they did in the past. 


They had found out who the Demigod was, and those who 
were struggling to not give in were holding their breaths, 
waiting for the right moment. 


Why was he smiling? 
There was only one reason. 


He was truly happy. 


Chapter 35: Friend(4) 


‘What is it?’ 
Shepard was unsettled. 


He had felt that he had misunderstood after hearing Frey’s 
words. 


Nevertheless, it did not completely dispel his doubts and he 
still felt like he was in control of the flow of the conversation. 


That fact was very important, but suddenly the flow had 
changed. 


When he had mentioned the Demigod, the wariness on 
Frey’s face had disappeared as if it had been washed off. 


There was even a smile on his lips. 

Of course, the smile disappeared just as fast as it appeared. 
“Please continue.” 

“...do you know of the Demigod?” 

If he didn’t know then his reaction could not be explained. 
Frey nodded. 

“A little.” 


“Howe” 


“When | got my hands on these earrings, there was a note 
from Schweiser near to them.” 


Shepard was shocked. 
“Sch-, Schweiser’s notes? Do you still have it?” 


“Maybe. First of all, I’d like to keep listening to your story.” 


Mt ” 


Shepard was forced to admit that he’d lost the initiative. He 
could only swallow his questions for now and continue his 
story. 


“fine. Demigods. Half-God beings that transcended 
humans. There’s no way for us to know just how many of 
them exist or how much power they can exert. However, the 
tip of the iceberg is, they have revealed enough to dominate 
the entire continent.” 


It was certain that there weren’t many. 
Frey knew that their numbers didn’t surpass one hundred. 


However, every one of them was so powerful that it wasn’t 
an exaggeration to call them a disaster. 


“We don’t know how many of them exist, what their purpose 
is or why they choose to remain hidden. But there are some 
things that we can be sure of.” 


Shepards gaze sank. 


“That it is possible for them to destroy every race other than 
themselves on a whim...And that it has been done a few 
times before.” 


They knew the most important thing, so that was enough. 


“4,000 years ago, there were five heroes who fought bravely 
against them.” 


Shepard listed each of them. 


The Great Mage, the Sage, the Magic Warrior King, the 
Sword King and the Black Witch. 


“But after Lucas disappeared, the relationship between the 
rest became fractured. There was fighting between the King 
of Magic and the Swordmaster, the Black Witch disappeared 
and the Sage struggled on his own, but it wasn’t enough. 
That was the point when the most powerful rebels against 
the Demigods disappeared from history.” 


Shepard said this and pointed at his tattoo and the magic 
tattoo shined slightly as if in response. 


“Our Circle is an organization that inherited their will.” 
Frey didn’t expect Shepard to claim to be their successors. 
He felt a bit odd. 

“Is Circle the name of the organization?” 


“That’s how it’s usually called, but it is actually a bit more 
complicated than that. As the years have passed, the 
Circle’s will could not be united as one.” 


“...so there are multiple circles?” 
“In a way. They’re basically...keeping each other in check.” 


Frey didn’t know what to say, he was speechless. 


What were they doing in this time where the odds of them 
winning were low even if they gathered together? 


Shepard sighed as if he had noticed his thoughts. 


“There are many big and small circles, but three largest at 
the present are the Strow Necklaces, Phisfounder Armlets 
and Lucid Swords.” 


The names were familiar. 

They were like the clubs at the Westroad Academy. 
Other than that, there was still a question. 

Two of the names were missing. 


“.,., don’t Know much about the other circles, but I’ve heard 
that the current situation of the Trowman Rings isn’t very 
good. There are rumors that they are on the verge of 
collapsing. Not long ago, the Circle Master died and half of 
the executives moved to other circles.” 


“What about the Magic Warrior King Kasajin?” 


“King Kasajin’s inheritance is said to be passed down to one 
person at a time but no successors have appeared in a long 
while. We are looking for the whereabouts, but so far we 
haven’t found anything.” 


“What is the relationship with the clubs in the academy?” 
Shepard laughed at that. 


“Most of the club members don’t know of our existence, but 
we know who all of them are. The circles are always in need 


of talent. If anyone stands out in a club, we approach them 
first.” 


“Was it necessary to pick the same names?” 


“It looks pretty simple at first but it’s actually pretty 
effective. In fact, there are many groups with similar names 
around the continent and there is a benefit to it. After all, 
the Demigods’ eyes and ears could be anywhere.” 


He spoke calmly but in truth his heart was a bit restless. 


If the Demigods had any misunderstandings then their lives 
would be ended as easily as bugs. (TL: is ita 
misunderstanding when they actually do wanna stop the 
demigods?) 


While recognizing that fact, Shepard’s expression remained 
unchanged. 


“As | said, the circles keep each other in check. Just a decade 
ago, there weren’t three large groups, but four. It included 
the Trowmant Rings.” 


After saying that, he looked at Frey with a complicated gaze. 


“That was why I was confused. You have the Typhoon 
Earrings so | thought that you were a member of the 
Trowman Rings.” 


From what he’d heard, Frey knew that it was a natural 
misunderstanding. 


Nevertheless, Frey clicked his tongue. 


It was certainly good news that there was a group called 
Circle who were against the Demigods, but it was not good 


news that they were not united as one. 


The Demigods weren’t something that they could handle 
with decentralized power. 


“I've told you everything I could. Now it’s your turn. Did you 
obtain those earrings in the Ispania Mountains?” 


“Yas,” 
“Hm. ri ” 


Shepard sank into thought and Frey made a guess from 
looking at his attitude. 


“Do you know about it?” 


“I heard rumors that there was a high probability that there 
were artifacts of the heroes there. But among those who 
went there, only a handful made it back alive and none of 
them had anything to show for it.” 


This was natural. 


Frey knew that there was a dungeon under the volcanic lake 
on Drake Mountain, but others didn’t. 


Even an ordinary mountain would take a long time to search 
even with over a hundred people. But the Ispania Mountains 
were called the Paradise for Monsters. 


And even if they were lucky enough to find the dungeon, 
there was still Torkunta waiting for them when they left. 


Frey spoke after a moment. 


“The Typhoon Earrings are the legacy of Lucas. If | had these 
would that mean | am a member of the Trowman Rings?” 


“It’s not like that.” 
“Then why did you mistake me for one of you.” 


“You were wearing them with such pride. Most of us feel a 
strong sense of belonging to our circles.” 


Frey looked at Shepard’s tattoo which caused the man to 
laugh proudly. 


“I admire Sage Schweiser more than anyone else in this 
world.” 


‘Congrats, Schweiser.’ 


Frey was lost in thought for a moment, offering heartfelt 
congratulations to his long dead friend. 


‘Circle. | don’t need to go back to the academy now that I’ve 
found them.’ 


In the first place, the reason he continued at the academy 
was to gain an understanding of the current world and he 
had intended to find out the true identity of the academy’s 
dean Syris Triznine. 


Now that he thought of it, wouldn’t Shepard know the 
answer? 


“Syris Triznine. The Dean of Westroad Academy, her abilities 
are much higher than is revealed to the public. Is she also in 
Circle?” 


“| believe she is an executive of the Phisfounder Armlets. | 
don’t know more than that.” 


He had even learned the identity of the dean, his only real 
reason for returning to the academy had disappeared. 


Frey tried to organize his thoughts. 


He could feel that Shepard was still looking at him with a 
suspicious gaze. 


“Is there anything else you want to ask?” 


“l must say that | am curious about your reaction. l'II tell 
you in advance, | still don’t trust you fully.” 


It was rather sudden. 


Frey looked on curiously as Shepard slowly opened his 
mouth. 


“First of all, | want you to show me one thing. Try using the 
Typhoon Earrings.” 


Was he asking him to use the barrier magic? 


Frey was curious about Shepard’s intentions, but it wasn’t 
difficult so he played alone. 


Woowoong. 
He activated the barrier spell. 


Then he could feel the glimmer of doubt fading from 
Shepard’s eyes. 


“Hoo. Okay. It’s not the worst case.” 
“What are you talking about?” 


“It wasn’t because | mistook you for a member of the 
Trowman Rings that | was wary of you. There’s a bigger 
reason for that.” 


Frey didn’t rush him and instead simply looked at him. 
Shepard opened his mouth slowly and spoke. 

“Isaka Blake.” 

This was Frey’s father’s name, but why had it appeared now? 


After carefully checking the reaction of Frey who simply 
tilted his head, Shepard continued. 


“After the tower meeting a month ago, | heard reports that 
he had been in contact with the Demigods.” 


x KO 
That evening, the banquet was held. 


Members of the most prestigious families in the capital made 
sure to attend and the addition of the finest drinks and food 
made the atmosphere in the banquet hall very warm. 


Frey looked around at all those who came dressed in stylish 
clothes, but his gaze was only drawn to certain items. 


There were a lot of people there, but eventually, he found 
what he was looking for. 


Those who were from the circle organizations were the ones 
that he was looking for. 


But the situation wasn’t too good. 
Other than that, he still had a few scattered problems. 
Manufacturing Anastasia. 


Fully digesting the Frozen River. 


What kind of place was the circle and just how far could he 
trust Shepard. 


There was also the news about Isaka Blake. 
Shepard also didn’t fully trust him yet. 

No, he was still rather suspicious. 

One reason was Isaka Blake’s suspicious behavior. 


At the same time, he had gained another piece of important 
information. 


It was the fact that the Demigod’s informants can’t use the 
heroes’ legacies. 


This was why after he’d used the Typhoon Earrings, 
Shepard’s doubts had lessened a bit. 


‘It’s best to not reveal the Staff of the Great Sage if possible.’ 
It was the symbol of Schweiser. 


The reaction would be completely different from the Typhoon 
Earrings. 


He didn’t need to reveal it and complicate matters even 
more. 


Frey shook his head. 


All of his problems were rather difficult and it was impossible 
for him to solve all of them at once. 


He would take it one step at a time as though untangling a 
knotted thread. 


Frey felt that the most pressing matter was to make the 
Frozen River’s power completely his. At the same time it 
would restore his currently unbalanced body. 


He saw someone walking toward him as he tried to think of 
how to solve his problems. 


After a glance, he realised it was Sonia. 


She was wearing a white dress which seemed to go well with 
her blue hair. 


“Frey, you're here.” 
Perhaps she’d walked around the banquet looking for Frey. 


When he thought about it, he realised that as a foreigner, 
Sonia probably didn’t have any other acquaintances at this 
banquet. 


The main character of the banquet, Peran, would show up 
when the atmosphere in the banquet had reached its peak. 


“You're attending as well?” 
“Right.” 
“| see,” 


Frey tried to continue thinking, but Sonia didn’t leave and it 
seemed that she still wanted something. 


“Sonia.” 


“H-, huh?” 


When she heard her name she looked into his eyes. 
Frey asked a question after seeing her attitude. 


“Do you have something to say?” 


“it’s nothing.” 

Then she shook her head with a sigh. 

Frey handed her a glass of wine, thinking she was thirsty. 
‘Come to think of it, what about the engagement?’ 


He thought for a moment. In truth it was very easy to ask, 
but he wasn’t actually that interested. 


As soon as he was about to think again, Frey saw that a fat 
man was looking at him. 


His clothes looked like they were about to burst and his face 
was covered in oil. 


The moment their eyes met, the man approached him. 
“Frey, right?” 

“You are?” 

“Haha! What. Are you trying to look cool? Huh?” 

Frey tried to jog his memory. 


His attitude suggested that he was ‘Frey’s’ acquaintance... 


‘| think | met him at the academy.’ 
Just as he was trying to dig deeper into his memories. 


The mouth of the man who'd walked towards him twisted 
into a sneer. 


“It’s been a long time loser Frey.” 
Frey stopped trying to jog his memory. 


It was clear that this guy hadn’t approached with good 
intentions. 


Chapter 36: Friiend(5) 


“Haha. Are you sure?” 

“That’s great.” 

“It’s no big deal.” 

Guspa Peleros laughed cheesily while drinking his wine. 
A banquet held for Peran himself. 

How hard did he try to get in here? 

It wasn’t just about the food and the wine. 

Friendship. 


It was to build friendships with the prominent nobles in the 
Capital. 


Guspa was a provincial nobility. 


When he was young he felt that he was among the top of 
the empire, but when he grew older he realised how far from 
the truth it was. 


In the capital, banquets were held almost every day. They 
were places for friendship and exchanges, a different 
battlefield. 


The nobles would prove their worth while checking the 
others and those on the same level would naturally gather 
together to form a group. 


Such relationships might have a profound effect as they 
might later inherit their respective families. 


But Guspa didn’t get the chance to participate in the 
banquets held in the capital because he was from a 
province. 


That was why this banquet was a great opportunity for him. 


For this day, he’d had clothes custom made by a top notch 
store and he had learned the names of many expensive 
wines and other local specialties. 


This was to keep up with the current trends. 
Guspa’s strenuous efforts soon paid off. 


By nature, he spoke well so the nobles in the capital could 
easily ignore his origins. 


Of course, the fact that the Peleros Family was a well known 
provincial aristocratic family also helped him out. 


‘It'll be difficult to talk to Peran.’ 
Peran Jun. 


He was a man who stood at the apex of the capital’s society. 
Even the most high nosed and snobby nobles would have to 
lower their heads to him. 


Even if he managed to have one conversation with Peran, it 
would be difficult for them to have a deep relationship. 


Guspa had heard that despite his soft looks, he was 
surprisingly picky when it came to making friends. 


After learning this, he wisely chose to change targets. 
Patrick Dercidy was the one that he was working on. 


He was the eldest son of Marquis Dercidy, and the child of 
one of the five most prestigious families in the capital. 


“| heard rumors that Patrick’s sword skills were not inferior to 
the regular knights in the Luanoble Kingdom.” 


“Hahaha! Well if a man focuses on one path, shouldn’t he be 
at least at that level?” 


“Outstanding.” 
Patrick was a very easy man. 


He was a man who believed himself to be quite exceptional 
and carried himself in such a way. 


It was quite easy to deal with this type of person. 
‘| should get invited to Patrick’s banquets in the future.’ 


Guspa was convinced that this social debut was a complete 
SUCCESS. 


Therefore he slowly sipped his wine as he looked around. 
‘There are so many nice girls.’ 
They were definitely different from the girls in the province. 


They all had killer bodies, beautiful appearances, and 
cunning personalities that knew how to control a man’s 
heart. 


Guspa inspected them one by one, carrying the wicked 
thought that maybe one of them would become his wife. 


Then a woman caught his eye. 
In that moment, Guspa had been instantly enchanted. 


She was still incredibly eye catching even while she was 
surrounded by other beautiful women. 


She had stunning, water colored hair, purple eyes and lips 
that seemed to draw the eyes of everyone looking. 


‘Th-, there is such a beautiful woman...’ 


Was it Lylia Jun who was said to be the queen of social 
gatherings in the capital? 


No, he’d heard that she was blonde. 


It was not just Guspa. Most of the nobles kept stealing 
glances at this woman while pretending not to. 


Nevertheless no one approached her because of her 
stunning beauty and unfamiliar presence. 


It was then. 


As if she’d found something she was looking for, her face 
brightened considerably and she immediately headed in the 
direction that she was looking. 


Guspa hurriedly turned to see who this beautiful woman’s 
acquaintance could be. 


It was a very skinny man. 


Guspa didn’t find it hard to spot him. This was because the 
man’s hair, which had been bleached white, stood out 


among the crowd. 
At the same time, he judged the man to be a nobody. 
This was because the man was alone at the banquet. 


If he didn’t have any acquaintances then he should be 
walking around and sweating like himself, what was that 
attitude? 


Surely he must be a novice who was lucky enough to have 
been invited to the banquet. 


That was what he thought. 
‘What’s their relationship?’ 


Guspa watched the conversation between the two of them 
with a jealous gaze. 


It was at that moment. 
‘Huh?’ 


When he looked closely at the white haired man’s face, he 
felt that it was very familiar. 


Almost like he had seen it somewhere... 
‘Ah...! Isn't that Frey Blake?’ 


The Blake Family was one of the five greatest families in the 
empire, but it has nothing to do with this timid guy. 


All of the nobles from Pilat knew that Isaka Blake didn’t treat 
Frey like a son. 


‘How could a loser like that know such a beauty...’ 


After thinking for a while, Guspa came up with a guess. 

It must have been because of the name of the Blake Family. 
Otherwise there was no other explanation. 

“Huhuhu!” 

Guspa came up with a good idea. 


He had the thought of giving a blow to Frey and raising his 
own status at the same time. 


After thinking for a moment, he approached Frey. 
“Frey, you’re Frey right?” 

“You are?” 

At that moment, Guspa had a strange feeling. 


That was because Frey’s voice was much colder than he 
remembered. 


But he still shook his head. 
“Haha! What. Are you trying to look cool? Huh?” 


He looked calm on the outside, but he was going crazy on 
the inside. 


When he thought about it, his mouth curled up 
subconsciously. 


“Long time no see, Blake Family’s loser.” 


Guspa thought that if he said this, Frey would have some 
kind of reaction, but it was not so. 


Instead, Frey looked away from him as if he was no longer 
interested. 


It was obvious disregard. 


Guspa’s face turned red for a moment, but he still managed 
to hold back his anger. 


“| heard you got into the academy? The Blake Family is 
really powerful. | can’t believe that you, who is less talented 
than me, could be admitted.” 


“Get lost.” 
“Huh?” 


Guspa had no choice but to open his mouth subconsciously 
at that moment. 


What did he just hear? 
‘Get lost? Did this guy just tell me to get lost?’ 


Frey, who could not even make eye contact with him before 
had just told him to get lost? 


“Y-, YOU...” 
“Frey, do you know him?” 
Just as Guspa was about to explode, Sonia intervened. 


He thought that her voice was incredibly beautiful and so he 
tried really hard to suppress his anger. 


He could not show an ugly face in front of a beautiful lady. 


He gave Sonia his greasy smile. 


“lam sorry, my greetings were late. My name is Guspa 
Peleros. Would you give me the honor of knowing the lady’s 
name?” 


Sonia forcefully suppressed the twisting in her stomach. 


The moment she saw his face and heard his voice, it made 
her feel sick. 


In the first place, the nobles in the Luanoble Kingdom were 
very informal. To her the attitudes of the nobles here just felt 
pretentious. 


That was why she looked for Frey who spoke to her with a 
blank face. 


“Sonia Aquarid.” 


Still, she couldn’t ignore it so she could only answer 
reluctantly. 


“Ah! Now | see, you are Peran’s fiancee.” 

“The engagement has not been confirmed...yet.” 

Guspa smiled. 

Right. Now he understood. 

‘She’s from another country so she was fooled by him easily.’ 


In truth, the fact that Frey was the shame of the Blake Family 
was an open truth that was known to everyone in the 
aristocratic world. 


However if the other person was a noble from another 
country it was understandable that they wouldn’t know. 


“Guspa what’s going on?” 
That’s when Patrick’s group came over. 


They came seemingly for Guspa but their eyes were 
obviously on Sonia. 


Guspa had an absurd thought as he saw their gazes. 
‘They’re like a pack of Dholes.’ 


It seemed that he had already forgotten that he had 
approached for the exact same reason. 


It occurred to him that a number of obstacles had appeared 
but he soon thought of a way to take advantage of the 
situation. 


Once again he gave his greasy smile and said. 


“My lady, there is fine wine on that table over there. Would 
you like to go over for a drink?” 


“N-, no. |...no, I’m...talking to Frey.” 

She didn’t add any honorifics. 

She was already close enough to call your name? 
Guspa’s lips twitched. 

“My lady, you seem to be mistaken about something.” 


“Mistaken?” 


“My lady, this man here is indeed a member of the Blake 
Family, but he is a loser who is unable to use magic. He is 
even called the shame of the Blake Family.” 


Guspa spoke quietly, but his voice certainly reached Sonia’s 
ears. 


When she then looked at him with a very confused gaze, 
Guspa became even more excited. 


“Earl Isaka has already given up hope in him and instead 
stuck him into the academy.” 


“Ah. Is that friend Frey Blake?” 


“Kuku. | heard he was disgracing himself in the Westroad 
Academy.” 


As expected, Patrick and his friends played along with 
Guspa. 


In this way, the plan was almost complete. 
Patrick gave a smile as he said. 


“Frey Blake...| Know your older brothers. Mischael and Heinz. 
They are both wizards in the magic tower. Mischeal recently 
even became a floor master in the magic tower.” 


“So?” 


“They are both incredible people who share your blood. No, | 
might have made a mistake. | don’t think they have the 
same bloodline as you!” 


“Kikikikikik!” (TL: What a weird laugh) 


M ” 


Frey was annoyed. 


It was only because this was a banquet for Peran that he 
tried to put up with it. 


If he hit these guys here then the atmosphere of the 
banquet would be messed up which would then cause 
trouble for Peran. (TL: omg...an mc who doesn’t kill or 
cripple an enemy who insulted them at their friend’s 
party????) 


However the sarcastic remarks from these few were truly 
going overboard. 


It was then. 
“| think that’s a bit harsh.” 


Someone approached the group while saying those words 
and everyone’s eyes turned to see who it was. 


There were four people there, each of them a familiar face to 
Frey. 


Looking closely, they were the nobles who had expressed 
their gratitude to him on the Cortez. 


Guspa looked over at the man who spoke in surprise. 
‘Isn’t this Enzo Teifals?’ 


He was a child of the Teifals family who Guspa had also been 
paying attention to. 


He wasn’t as influential as Patrick Dercidy, but his family 
was still one of the best among all of the participants in the 
banquet. 


Why would such a man side with Frey? 
“What do you mean by harsh?” 


“Frey’s skills are such that he has no competition in the 
entire academy. Don’t disregard him.”(TL: everytime Enzo 
speaks about Frey, he does it in a respectful way...it’s just 
hard to show in english since ‘Mr’ doesn’t fit the statement) 


“Haha. Are you talking about people like us?...or are there so 
few talented people in the Westroad Academy?” 


al ” 


Compared to Patrick’s smiling expression, Enzo’s face looked 
fierce. 


That wasn’t all. 


The expressions of those standing behind him were similarly 
hostile. 


They knew how amazing Frey’s skills were. 


Frey was even stronger than Peran who was recognized as 
the best genius in the academy. 


He had the ability to defeat a Lich who was said to be 
around 5 stars! 


However few nobles knew about it. 


It was none other than the imperial frigates that had been 
escorting the Cortez. No matter how powerful was, the fact 
that two imperial frigates were sunk before they even had 
the chance to retaliate could damage the prestige of the 
empire. 


Because of that, the matter was buried. 


The majority of the noble students also refused to admit that 
their lives were saved by Frey who they considered inferior. 


Some of them even said that it was Peran who saved them. 
However Enzo didn’t forget that he owed Frey his life. 


When he'd seen him at the banquet, he’d initially wanted to 
go talk to him, but when he saw that he wanted to stay 
alone he decided against it. 


Enzo and the others were in awe and greatly respected 
Frey’s power. 


But then they saw that Frey was being disregarded in the 
banquet and they could no longer stand still. 


But now, not only Frey, but the entire Westroad Academy 
was being insulted. 


“Don’t talk about the Westroad Academy.” 


“It was a joke so why don’t you relax? | don’t want Enzo to 
get flushed.” 


“If you apologize to Frey then I'll accept it.” 
“Apologize? To him?” 


Patrick put on a look of bewilderment. He didn’t understand 
why Enzo was suddenly biting him. 


Of course he didn’t intend to apologize. 


“I’m sorry but the Dercidy family never bows their head. 
More than that, the friendship in the Westroad Academy is 


really touching. Were you the one who invited this pathetic 
man to the banquet?” 


“Kukuku.” 
“Now the water’s all muddy.” 
“It wasn’t me who...invited him...” 


Enzo didn’t finish his statement, instead he was staring 
behind Patrick with a blank face. 


Then Patrick heard a cold voice in his ear. 

up 

“What?” 

Patrick looked back and his heart almost stopped. 
He saw a blond haired man walking toward them. 
“L...invited him.” 


It was the first time that Frey had seen Peran’s angry face. 


Chapter 37: Friend(6) 


“I guess this wasn’t the face you were expecting. I’m sorry to 
disappoint you.” 


“Pe-, Peran.” 
Patrick’s face had turned white. 
Peran Jun. 


He was a scion of the Jun Family which was one of the three 
major noble families in the empire with power just below 
that of the imperial family as well as a genius of the 
Westroad Academy. 


When he reached the 4 star level below the age of 20, it 
caused a buzz in the empire for a long while. 


Patrick had no memory of ever feeling so intimidated. 


The Dercidy family was so powerful that they did not have to 
bow to anyone. But the Jun family was an exception. 


Peran was a noble among nobles and just his followers would 
easily exceed half of the nobility in the capital. 


At least in the social world, making him an enemy was the 
same as biting your own tongue to commit suicide. 


Patrick’s face became white. 


He had to say something, but his mind was blank and he 
couldn’t think of anything. 


Peran continued to speak with his freezing tone. 


“But since when did | need to get the permission of the 
Dercidy family before inviting my friends? Also to a banquet 
held in my name.” 


“Th-, that’s not...” 


“The Westroad Academy has no talent? That’s also a weird 
statement. As far as | know, you didn’t pass the entrance 
examination to the academy.” 


a ja” 
His mouth was open but no words came out. 


The other nobles also chattered to each other while looking 
at Frey in surprise. 


Peran Jun’s friend? 

Who? 

Frey Blake? 

How? 

Was there anyone who Peran would call friend? 


As Patrick stood there stuttering without saying anything, 
Peran’s cold eyes turned to look at Guspa. 


At that moment Guspa unconsciously hiccups before 
hurriedly closing his mouth again. 


“And you?” 


“Gu-, Guspa...Peleros.” 


“Peleros?” 


At that moment, Guspa saw the clear confusion in Peran’s 
eyes. It was clear that he had never heard the family name 
before. 


Originally, he would have felt humiliated by that fact, but 
Peran’s eyes were so cold at that moment that he couldn’t 
even think about it. 


“What about you?” 

“W-, we...” 

“Just to the lady here, that...we just wanted to talk...” 
The voice faded after. They were just like Dholes after all. 


They knew a hundred ways to suppress the weak, but when 
faced with the strong, they only knew how to bow their 
heads. 


They couldn’t say anything in front of Peran who was the 
owner of the banquet hall. 


Peran was going to say something more but instead closed 
his mouth slowly and looked around. 
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He became a bit embarrassed when he noticed the tense 
and cold atmosphere. 


It seemed that he had finally regained some of his 
composure. 


He took a few small breaths before smiling right after. 


“_,.| would like to express my gratitude to everyone for 
attending the banquet today.” 


He raised his chin and leisurely walked to the center of the 
hall. 


As Peran continued to speak, the cold atmosphere in the hall 
began to soften. 


No one dared to make any comment on the angry display 
just amoment ago. 


Patrick and his followers as well as Guspa hurried to a corner 
of the banquet and hoped that they would be forgotten. 


Frey turned around and Enzo, who was near to him, 
approached. 


He shot a cold look at the fleeing Patrick’s back. 


“Hmph. The Dercidy name is wasted on someone like him. 
Are you okay?” 


“Thank you for your help.” 
Enzo and the others laughed a bit awkwardly at that. 


“| just didn’t want to be a coward who didn’t know how to 
repay grace.” 


“Thanks to you | could take a breather.” 


As Frey gently bowed his head and Enzo couldn’t help but 
be surprised at the unexpected situation. 


Frey looked so cold that he had expected to be rebuked for 
intervening in a situation that he wasn’t needed. 


Enzo’s expression softened considerably as he saw this. 


“We're more grateful. Ah, we still haven’t paid off our debts 
with this. Whenever you visit my family, | will make sure to 
repay you properly.” 


“I will remember.” 
“Right...here comes Peran so we'll get going.” 


Enzo party stepped away and Peran, who had just finished 
his speech, walked over. 


“I knew you'd get angry.” 
“Because I’m human.” 
“Was the atmosphere ruined because of me?” 


“What did you do? Hoo...It’s been a while since my head was 
filled with blood like this.” 


Peran sighed. 


He was a bit disappointed because he had not been able to 
control his anger. 


Frey took a sip of wine before mumbling. 
“Thank you.” 
“Huh?” 


“If you hadn’t intervened then the banquet would’ve 
become a mess and | would not have been able to face you.” 


“Haha. Would it have evolved into something that would 
cause a huge commotion?” 


Peran let out a laugh, clearly in a better mood. 


Sonia was unable to interject while listening to their 
conversation. 


It was as if there was a space only for men so she couldn't 
even open her mouth, no matter how much they didn’t 
notice her. 


“the incident on the Cortez. If it had been widely known 
then those guys’ attitudes would have been very different.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“There was a movement to cover up the incident. Thanks to 
that it’s not widely known by the public. There were two 
frigates that were deployed, if news that they were so 
helpless in the face of a threat was released then it would 
have an impact on the status of the empire...” 


Peran sighed again. 


The story had been blocked at its source so only a few 
nobles truly knew what happened. 


In particular nobles from the provinces and people like 
Patrick who didn’t pay much attention to the goings on in 
the empire would have only heard stories. 


“It doesn’t matter.” 


He knew that it wouldn’t remain hidden forever, but Frey felt 
like he did not need to stick out too much at this point. 


Peran looked at him with a strange gaze. 


“You are really weird. If the truth was revealed, your status 
would jump up by a few dozen times at least.” 


“It’s because | don’t want such a situation.” 

“I thought so.” 

As he said that, Peran let out a laugh. 

“What did you talk about with my father?” 

“he asked if | was a part of the Trowman Rings.” 
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Peran’s hand that was about to lift a wine glass to his lips 
stopped. 


He sent a strange glance at Frey but changed it when he 
Saw Sonia beside him. 


“right. Are you finally interested in joining our club?” 
“Maybe.” 

“I'd like to go into more detail, but it’s too noisy here.” 
Frey nodded, then he spoke about his plans for the future. 
“I’m not going back to the academy.” 

“Huh?” 

“There is nothing more for me to learn there.” 

It was a bit unexpected but Peran wasn’t surprised. 


He stroked his chin for a moment while pondering, before 
Saying. 


“Then where are you going?” 


“| haven't decided yet. Right...first l'II need to recover my 
condition.” 


Frey said while looking at his thin wrists. 

“l think | need to gain some weight.” 

“That’s a good idea. You’re too skinny right now.” 
Peran pondered for a moment before speaking. 
“Then what about a magic tower?” 

“A magic tower?” 


“Right. Although it’s a bit expensive there are various 
training centers and also many valuable books that couldn’t 
be found outside. There are also many great wizards so if 
you have any questions you would be able to get an answer 
right away.” 


“Hmm.” 
Frey thought that Peran’s proposal was quite attractive. 


In particular the fact that there were many valuable books 
there. 


Peran’s lips curled up a bit as he continued. 

“Of course, you have to take a test.” 

“Test?” 

“It’s not a big deal. It’s really nothing. Especially for you.” 


“It’s a shame that | can’t see the faces of the wizards when 
they see your results.” 


l ” 
sane 


Frey was curious but he didn’t ask because he knew that 
Peran wouldn’t tell him even if he did. 


“If you use the name of the Jun Family, you will be treated 
well.” 


“| don’t need to.” 
“I thought you'd say that.” 
The two of them bumped their wine glasses. 


It was at that moment that Peran flinched before looking at 
Sonia. 


“Ah. Such rudeness. We didn’t pay any attention to Ms. 
Sonia. I’m sorry.” 


“no. It’s...fine” 


Sonia, who had been listening to their conversation could 
only give a bitter smile and feel very envious of the 
relationship between men. 


After that the three of them had a good time together and 
shared personal stories and the banquet ended without any 
more problems. 
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The next morning, Daphgon came again. 
“The master would like to speak with you.” 


“Now?” 


“He is waiting in the rooftop garden and he said to find him 
when you are free...” 


Those were his words, but it was impolite to make the master 
of the house wait. 


Since he had nothing else to do, he headed to the roof of the 
mansion right away. 


Shepard was sitting on the terrace sipping tea. 

“Where are you going to go now?” 

“Did you not hear it already from Peran?” 

“It’s not polite to ask him about you.” 

Frey told him honestly since he didn’t have anything to hide. 
“I’m going to enter a magic tower.” 


“A magic tower? Hmm. At your level it wouldn’t be hard to 
get in.” 


Shepard made a rough guess about Frey’s current power. He 
probably guessed him to be at the 5 star level. 


“| heard that there were many books there that | couldn’t 
find outside. I’m also curious about the training centers.” 


“Hmm...then l'Il recommend the 3rd Magic Tower. It’s power 
isn’t as good as the other towers but it is the best out of all 
the towers when it comes to books.” 


“The 3rd Magic Tower.” 


There was a big difference in the wizards from each magic 
tower. 


The 3rd Magic Tower was the place which held the most 
alchemists from what Frey could remember. 


This also meant that it had a calmer atmosphere when 
compared to places like the 1st Magic Tower which had the 
most battlemages, the 2nd Magic Tower which was devoted 
to the development of new spells or the 4th Magic Tower 
which was considered the holy land for magic warriors. 


There was no other tower than he could spend his time 
quietly. 


“I'll do as you say. Thank you for your advice.” 
“I’m glad to help. And now for my business.” 
His expression became Serious. 


“Do you know why I don’t suspect you as one of the 
Demigod’s subordinates?” 


“Isn't it because | can use the Typhoon Earrings?” 


“That is one reason. | still had some doubts... but | was 
assured yesterday that they were irrelevant.” 


Someone proved his identity? 

Who the hell? 

Shepard revealed the name of the person. 

“It was Heinz Blake. The second son of the Blake Family.” 


He observed Frey’s reaction before adding. 


“By the way, he is a member of the Strow Necklaces, like 
me.” 


Chapter 38: Friend (7) 


Heinz Blake. 


At least in ‘Frey’s memory, he was no different from Isaka, 
Mischael or his mother Eini. 


Of course, he couldn’t be sure. 


Frey could be called a late child. Mischael was twelve years 
older and Heinz was ten years older so there was a 
possibility that something happened during his childhood 
that Frey couldn’t remember. 


Shepard let out a bitter laugh, perhaps realising that Frey’s 
expression had become a tad more distant. 


“I know how your family treated you. | have no intentions of 
defending Heinz in that matter. But | do want to tell you that 
he is different from Earl Isaka and Mischael. It may sound 
like nonsense to you, but there is a story.” 


“What story?” 


“It is not something that | should tell you about. But | trust 
you because he guaranteed your identity. Just keep that in 
mind for now.” 


It was unexpected information. 


The fact that Heinz Blake belonged to a circle and that he 
had guaranteed his identity. 


Shepard continued with a serious expression. 


“In the future you will probably become entangled with the 
circles in some way or form. But | don’t think you intend to 
do that right now. Right?” 


“That’s right.” 
Shepard’s words were true. 


Frey thought about coming into contact with the circles after 
reaching the 7 star level in the magic tower. 


He had heard that they were a group against the Demigods 
but he could not be sure until he saw it with his own eyes. 


He had to find out how much power they had at their 
disposal. In truth, he was looking forward to it. 


He wondered if there were any great talents among them. 


For example a wizard with potential to reach 9 stars, ora 
knight who could rival Lucid or a magic warrior who could 
surpass Kasajin. 


“How much does Peran know about the circle?” 
“He knows a little more than you do.” 


Shepard’s eyes narrowed slightly. There seemed to bea 
Slight hint of disapproval in his eyes but when Frey looked at 
him in askance, he simply waved his hand and continued. 


“Well. He...it seems that he is trying to get into the Trowman 
Rings. It is a circle that is falling apart but it doesn’t seem 
like he will change his mind.” 


“Is there any specific reason?” 


“I’m not too sure about that. | know that he idolizes Lucas a 
lot but...” 
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“Anyway that was all | had to say, | apologize for calling you 
here so early in the morning.” 


“It’s fine.” 
Frey felt that it was time to leave the Jun Family home. 


Instead of returning to his room, he requested Daphgon to 
call Peran. 


After a while, they met each other on the bench in the 
garden. 


“If you are absent without reason for more than a week, you 
will be automatically expelled from the school. Are you okay 
with that?” 


“Yeah.” 
That place no longer held any importance for Frey. 


He looked at Peran and brought up the reason that he’d 
asked to meet. 


“I’m leaving the manor tomorrow.” 
“Are you determined to go to the tower?” 


“Right. The Duke said that the 3rd Magic Tower is fine so I’m 
going to go there.” 


“The 3rd Magic Tower. It is a good place.” 


Peran hesitated for a moment. 
“Did you learn about the Demigods in the mountains?” 


Frey had no choice but to go along with this convenient 
excuse. 


“That’s right.” 

“My father didn’t ask you to join the Strow Necklaces?” 
“He didn’t,” 

“Yeah? | was sure he’d want a talented guy like you.” 


Maybe it was because he knew that Frey wouldn’t accept the 
invitation. 


Shepard seemed to be a quick witted man. 


“I’m glad. | wanted you to join the Trowman Rings. Ah, it’s 
just a wish, | wouldn’t force you.” 


“I heard that it’s not a good place right now.” 


The circle had inherited his name, but Frey didn’t feel any 
attachments to it. 


“That’s right. But we can’t let the Great Mage’s legacy 
crumble.” 


As he said this, Peran clenched his fist which caused Frey to 
look at him strangely while an awkward smile came on his 
face. 


“Because Lucas is my hero. But I don’t like Lucas because he 
is a Great Mage.” 


“Then?” 
“A great teacher.” 
Peran’s expression became serious. 


“Lucas said that he would never reject a disciple one he had 
accepted them. Even those who would have become wicked 
and evil became noble heroes under his hands.” 


Legends always tended to get misinterpreted because a lot 
of the information was bluffed or exaggerated. 


Frey didn’t do anything so grandiose. He simply comforted, 
advised and guided. 


That was all. 

“Do you want to be like that?” 

“Huh. | don’t have a good enough memory to be a teacher.” 
Peran’s face looked a bit sad as he said this. 


When Frey kept looking at him without saying anything, he 
laughed bitterly. 


“| feel at ease whenever | talk to you. Like the weight on my 
shoulders was lessened.” 


Frey gave him a level of comfort that even his family never 
did. 


He never rushed him. He didn’t try to pry further. 


Whenever he revealed the deep problems that were 
bothering him within, Frey only looked at him with his deep 
gaze. (TL: | think Peran is falling in love...) 


There were moments when he needed such things. 


“| first felt mana when | was five years old.” 
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Even Frey could not help but be surprised at that fact. He 
looked at Peran in a new way. 


‘He really is a genius.’ 


Even Schweiser and him only felt mana for the first time 
when they were about seven years of age. 


Of course, he could not say that Peran could become an 
archmage with certainty, but to call him a true genius was 
no exaggeration. 


“And when I was seventeen, | became a 4 star wizard. 
Though it was revealed externally that it was at the age of 
twenty...at that time, | had a teacher.” 


“A teacher?” 


“Right. He was the wizard in charge of the 5th Tower. He was 
a 6 star wizard who had a long white beard growing down 
his chest.” 


Frey waited for him to continue his story without hurrying 
him. 


“He was a very knowledgeable person. He had a smile as if 
he was able to answer any question that | could ask. 
Everytime he answered a question, he would pat my 
shoulder, and | don’t Know why, but it made me happy to 
the point where | even asked some unnecessary questions.” 


It was an ideal master/student relationship. At least from 
what he had heard. 


But Frey was able to discern from Peran’s tone that the story 
came with some kind of twist. 


Peran hesitated for a long time before forcing himself to 
speak. 


“I was the one who ruined the relationship. | was too excited. 
| didn’t consider my teacher’s position and went too far 
asking questions...One day, my teacher couldn’t answer my 
question.” 


“He yelled at me in anger. Monster! You are a monster!” 
Peran laughed bitterly again. 
He sighed and forced himself to brighten his expression. 


“You are the first person I’ve told this to. | didn’t even tell my 
father.” 


“You've been afraid to progress since then?” 
Peran was silent as the answer was obvious. 


“Learning magic is still fun. And | know that my aptitude for 
magic is high. But...I’m not sure.” 


Peran looked distressed. His face was twisted in pain. 


“The moment that | truly immerse myself in it, my teacher’s 
face keeps popping up. Am I really a monster?” 


“You overestimate yourself.” 
“Huh?” 


At Frey’s words, Peran looked up with wide eyes, but Frey 
kept talking in a calm tone. 


“And you're underestimating magic. Listen, Peran. Even 
when labeled by the word genius, if a person does not work 
hard enough, even to the point of vomiting blood, then it is 
impossible for them to unlock the true meaning of magic, 
even if they have the most luck in the world.” 
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“Your talent is obviously excellent. That man who was your 
teacher was afraid of it and maybe he was even jealous. He 
knew that sooner or later you would surpass him.” 


Such creatures could not be called teachers. Frey looked at 
Peran with a calm gaze. 


He knew how to deal with this type of personality. 
“What are you going to do now?” 
“Huh? |...first of all | will return to the Westroad Academy.” 


Peran responded while wondering about the sudden change 
In topic. 


Westroad Academy’s education was essential for him to 
carry on the family that he would inherit one day. 


“Then?” 


“| was thinking of entering a circle.” 


“Then it looks like it would be a very long time before we 
meet again. | assure you, by then | will be several times 
stronger than | am now.” 


“Don’t you understand yet? What | want to say.” 
Frey kept looking at Peran. 
“I want to continue an equal relationship with you.” 
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“Of course, such a relationship is not necessarily determined 
by your strength. | also don’t make friends for things like 
that. What I’m truly worried about is your level of thinking. If 
the gap widens much more than it is now | believe that you 
yourself would not be convinced.” 


Peran was speechless. 
He was right. 


Peran was unexpectedly a very proud person. He knew that 
Frey was stronger than him now but he did not think that it 
was at a level that was completely different than his own. 


But what if it kept going on like this? 


What if the next time they met, Frey was much stronger than 
his current self while he had made no progress at all? 


He would not be able to accept that and would end up 
suffering from self-loathing. 


Peran hesitated. 


“can | really face it? I.” 


“I assure you, the world is very large. There are many other 
geniuses. If you enter a proper magic tower and pretend to 
be a genius then you can continue living as you are now. But 
if you want to face the Demigods and the other 
transcendent beings then the current you is not good 
enough.” 


Peran’s eyes shook violently. 

Then he closed them and muttered softly. 
“you're right.” 

That was the end. 

There was no conversation afterwards. 


How Peran took his words, what he was thinking and what 
conclusions he had made. Frey didn’t ask him any of that. 


Looking at a flowing stream of water, he didn’t know why 
but he felt like it wouldn’t be much longer before he met 
Peran again. 


And the next day. 


Frey left for the 3rd Magic Tower. 


Chapter 39: The 3rd Magic 
Tower(1 ) 


Shepard had told him that there was a circle hideout nearby 
and before Frey had left to go to the magic tower, he had 
offered to him there once. 


But Frey refused. 


Although he was still curious about the tower, he had 
decided to make it his priority to restore the state of his 
body and enter the 7 star stage completely. 


‘Because | don’t want what happened with Torkunta to 
happen again.’ 


Pride and carelessness had caused him to encounter a crisis. 
One such experience was enough for him. 


“Good luck on your test.” 
As he said that, Shepard gave him a square card. 


On it, there were many elongated circles overlapping over to 
form a strange ring. 


“In half a year, the circle will be recruiting people. You'll 
have to go through some tests, but you will be able to get 
through them with ease.” 


“Is it like an entrance exam?” 


“It’s the same concept. As long as you have that card, you 
will be able to participate in the test.” 


It was in half a year so there was plenty of time to spare. 


“Of course, it’s fine if you don’t want to participate. I’m not 
forcing you.” 


Then he looked at the card that he’d placed in Frey’s hand 
before saying. 


“There’s also a card with my name on it. There are many 
benefits to having it but...” 


He looked back at Frey and gave a big smile. 
“You don’t need it right?” 
“Yes. This is enough.” 


“Hoohoo. | knew it. So will you be staying in the tower for 
half a year?” 


“Unless something special happens.” 


“If you want to take part in the exam look for a man by the 
name of Lucas or Mikael. They’re not Strow Necklaces, but 
they are also in the circle so they would be able to help.” 


Frey bowed his head. 
“Thank you for your concern.” 
“No problem.” 


Before leaving the mansion, Frey went to visit Sonia last. 


It seemed that she would be leaving the mansion soon as 
well. Although the engagement was not successful, it did 
not seem to cause any serious problems between the two 
parties. 


Frey finally asked her a question that he had from long ago. 


“Sonia, I’m curious about the swordsmanship you were 
using.” 


“You mean Dreadment?” 


“Right. Is it a swordsmanship passed down by the Luanoble 
Kingdom?” 


“No. It’s my family’s arcane swordsmanship.” 


So it wasn’t from the kingdom but was instead a family 
technique. 


Then was Lucid the ancestor of the Aquarid family? 


Frey wanted to ask more, but family secrets was a sensitive 
topic so he did not dig any further. 


‘It could’ve been his student.’ 

Unlike himself, Schweiser and Iris, Lucid had many disciples. 
One of them might have been from the Aquarid family. 
‘Maybe Sonia is also connected to the circle.’ 


One of the three large circles that Shepard had mentioned 
was called Lucid’s Sword. 


But he couldn’t jump to conclusions. 


Frey then said goodbye to the regretful Sonia. 
There was nothing left for him to do in the Jun Family. 
Frey left the mansion. 


The 3rd Magic Tower was located in a city south of 
Kausymphony called ‘Uthiano’. 


As acity with a magic tower, Uthiano had its own warp stone 
which allowed Frey to arrive there the same day. 
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Mischael Blake, the eldest son of the Blake family, looked at 
Patrick with a frown. 


“So...Frey is Peran Jun’s friend?” 


“Right. It turned the banquet hall upside down. They 
seemed to be pretty close.” 
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“l thought Floor Master needed to know this, so | came to 
tell you. Then | will take my leave.” 


“Hmm. Thank you.” 

Patrick bowed and left the room. (TL: snitch) 
Mischael who was left alone in the room, frowned. 
“Frey...friends with Peran Jun.” 


Frey Blake. 


There never was and never will be someone with such 
horrible talent in the Blake Family. 


He was the shame of the family with no sensitivity to mana, 
a timid and docile personality, no stubbornness, no passion 
and no ambition. 


‘That guy could become Peran’s friend?’ 
Mischael had met Peran before. 


Even though they were both great nobles he couldn’t help 
but feel a bit of respect. 


No matter how much he thought about it, he couldn’t 
imagine that person hanging out with the timid Frey. 


“What do you think, Heinz?” 
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Heinz Blake, who had been leaning against the window 
listening to the conversation, responded as if he had no 
interest in Mischael’s words. 


“They both go to Westroad Academy. There’s nothing 
strange for them to have a relationship if he got lucky.” 


“Hmm. That loser has done quite well.” 


It seemed that there was a good result from a guy he would 
have never expected it from. 


Mischael thought for a moment before getting up from his 
Seat. 


‘| should tell father.’ (TL: another snitch) 


Maybe there was something they could use from this. 
Mischael slowly walked out of the room. 

Heinz stared at his back with an indifferent expression. 
* k * 

Frey arrived in Uthiano and began looking around. 


It seemed to be a moderately bustling city, but because he 
had been staying in the capital for a while, it did not leave 
that big of an impression. 


But there was something that Kausymphony didn’t have. 


He looked up at the big tower that was in the center of the 
city which could probably be seen from any direction within 
the city. 


It was very tall and wide. 


Frey immediately headed toward the tower. Up close, he felt 
that it was even grander than he had thought. 


Frey was absorbed by emotion. 
“Was it when I was 20?” 


The first place that he had become seriously immersed in 
magic was in a magic tower. 


There, he had met Schweiser, and Iris too. 


The tower at that time was shabby compared to this one, but 
it was still fun. 


It was good to have friends to learn magic together with. He 
had been so absorbed that he didn’t even want to waste his 
time sleeping. 


The three of them gave each other positive stimulus. 
Competition had been an excellent facilitator, allowing them 
to become the best wizards. 


A smile stretched across Frey’s lips. 


In a way, the days he’d spent in the magic tower were some 
of the best days of his life. 


A time when he could happily wait for tomorrow without 
having any worries or burdens. 


As he looked up at the tower and became filled with 
nostalgia, he noticed a group of people passing by him. 


They were all wearing brown robes, but their robust 
physiques made it seem like they weren’t wizards. 


They weren’t even human. 


They had eye catching dark skin, contrasting silver hair and 
pointed ears. 


‘Elves?’ 


They were also Dark Elves which were said to be incredibly 
rare. 


A group of Dark Elves were in a human city? 
This was a sight that was unthinkable 4,000 years ago. 


‘Looks like the walls between racial groups have been torn 
down.’ 


When he was in the academy he had read something about 
it in a book. In particular, he learned that the relationship 
between the Elves and the Dwarves was so good that they 
continuously traveled between each other’s land. 


‘And it seems like the Elves have been able to accomplish 
unity and harmony.’ 


It seemed like the destination of the elves was also the 
magic tower. 


So Frey naturally followed after them. 


Chapter 40: The 3rd Magic 
Tower(2) 


Nik, one of the receptionist wizards at the 3rd Magic Tower, 
stood at the front desk with a nervous expression. 


Unable to contain his anxiety, he shifted his feet and let out 
a few coughs for no reason. 


He had no choice but to be nervous because a group of 
guests were going to visit the tower today. 


Reynols Great Forest! 


Guests that hailed from the lands of the Elves. Those who 
came from the Great Forest were of course Elves. 


And the Dark Elves were known to have the smallest 
population. 


A long time ago, the Elves and the Kastkau Empire signed a 
mutual non-aggression agreement which later became an 
alliance. 


Of course, there were some people who criticized this 
alliance. After all, it was not easy to tear down the racial 
wall. 


Nevertheless, over time these stereotypes and prejudices 
began to fade away. 


At least the humans living in the empire no longer 
considered elves to be strange or hostile. Nevertheless, 


there was still a sense of awe. 


Their life spans, physical capabilities, breathtaking beauty 
and natural talent with spirits completely overwhelmed 
humans. 


And recently, the Elves had grown interested in human 
magic. That was why they would sometimes send their 
people to human countries like this. 


The group of elves would stay at their 3rd Magic Tower. 


By order of the Imperial Family, they were to ensure that the 
Elves lacked nothing during their stay as they were here to 
learn magic. 


“Ah l ” 


At that time he spotted a group of people wearing maroon 
robes in the distance. 


Nik was able to realise right away that they were elves. 


Firstly their average height was much taller than that of 
humans. 


The men easily passed 2 meters and the women were only a 
head or so shorter than them. 


“Are you the group from Reynols Great Forest?” 


l ” 


The Dark Elf at the front stared at Nik with cold eyes, 
causing him to sweat slightly. 


His eyes were ferocious. Hidden by his robes were muscles 
that were lithe and firm. 


He appeared to be nothing like a man from a race of gentle 
forest lovers but instead seemed to be a warrior who had 
seen many bloody battlefields. 


‘l-, Is it true that Dark Elves are an arrogant and aggressive 
race?” 


The gaze seemed to give his brain the same flight response 
that he would get when he encountered a monster. 


At that time, a male elf, who appeared to be shorter than the 
others, stepped forward. 


“That’s right.” 


His tone was a bit awkward and rough, which proved that he 
was not used to using the human language. 


“We-, welcome to the 3rd Magic Tower. May I see your 
identification?” 


The man took out a ruby from his breast pocket. After he 
received the ruby, Nik also took one from his breast pocket. 


It was almost identical to the one that he’d received from 
the elves. 


When the two gems faced each other, a small resonance 
occurred. 


Woowoong. 


Nik observed the lights coming from the gems for a moment 
before returning it to the elf. 


“It has been confirmed. How many people are in your 
group?” 


“11 people.” 
Nik counted the elves one by one before nodding. 


“It has been confirmed. | will now show you to the rooms 
that you will be staying in in the tower.” 


Then the small elf at the front spoke once again. 


“| heard that you have to do some tests before you can enter 
the Magic Tower.” 


He didn’t know where he had heard it, but Nik still nodded 
because it was true. 


“In principle yes, but our Dark Elf guests do not need to do 
it.” 


“| would like to try.” 

“Yes?” 

“| said | would like to try. Can | do it?” 
“Uh...” 


Nik rolled his eyes, not knowing what he should do in this 
type of situation. 


At the same time he felt a little resentful to the short elf. 
Why couldn’t he just stay still? 


Of course, the ferocious eyes and aura around the Dark 
Elves made it so that he did not say these words out loud. 


“Okay. Then I will carry out a simple and concise test.” 


“Liamson, why are you creating more trouble?” 
A cold faced elf woman shot him a glance as she asked. 
The short elf, Liamson, only responded with a smile. 


“Aren’t you curious? How accurate the human tests are and 
what our current stages are.” 


“Our state is about 5 stars. That’s what the wizard from the 
empire told us last time.” 


l l ” 
. . 


Nik was inwardly surprised by the conversation between the 
elves. 


Were all of these elves 5 stars? 
Even in the tower there were not many 5 star wizards. 
‘Then there’s only one test.’ 


He thought that he would just do something simple because 
they wanted it but now he realised that there wasn’t much 
that he could test them on. 


With his innermost thoughts hidden, Nik guided the elves to 
the training ground on the first floor. 


It was the sturdiest and most spacious room in the tower. 
“The test is simple. Make an energy ball.” 
“...1 star spell energy ball? Is that a test? It’s too lame.” 


Liamson looked disappointed, but Nik shook his head slowly. 


“If you were only making energy balls yes. This test is not 
just about the spell....I’ll give an example. Energy Ball.” 


Woowoong. 


An energy ball appeared about Nik’s right hand. It was about 
the size of ahuman head which was the normal size. 


Nik narrowed his eyes. 

Tsutsu. (TL: | did the best | could *bows*) 

The energy ball began to get smaller and smaller. 
A drop of sweat rolled down Nik’s face. 


By then the energy ball had been compressed to the size of 
an adult male’s fist. 


“...Whoo! You have to compress the energy ball to at least 
this size before you would get accepted into the tower.” 


Nik raised his chin proudly, but Liamson let out a laugh. 


“So it’s compressing the Energy Ball. The size decreases, but 
the power increases. It is not that difficult.” 


“T-, this is the historical test of the Magic Tower, it not only 
tests one’s understanding of mana, but also their sense of 
distribution and their ability to make adjustments.” 


Liamson ignored Nik’s words and instead made an energy 
ball. 


His mouth didn’t even move which caused Nik to be 
surprised at the wordless casting which he did easily. 


Tsutsu. 


And he was even more surprised when he saw what 
happened to the energy ball. 


“Huk...!” 


The energy ball that Liamson had made had been 
compressed down to the size of a human’s eyeball! 


Nik knew that there were probably no more than 10 people 
on this floor who could compress the energy ball so much. 


‘Th-, there were rumors that Elves had a terrifying 
understanding of mana, it seems that they were true...’ 


The other elves also tried the test. 


A feeling of emptiness seemed to flash within Nik as he 
witnessed this scene. 


It was not only Liamson, but all the elves who were able to 
perfectly pass what he considered a challenging test. 


“The human wizard’s test doesn’t seem to be much.” 


The tall elf spoke indifferent. There was no ridicule or 
amusement in his voice. 


His voice was calm as though he was only stating a simple 
truth. 


Still, his gaze was locked onto Nik. 
Nik bit his lower lip but he couldn’t say anything. 
‘| can’t believe that they came the day that | had to work.” 


He could tell just from looking at those eyes. The elves now 
looking down on him, no. 


They were looking down on all humans. 


He really wanted to tell them no. That he was the only one 
who was inferior and that they should not look down on 
humans. 


However he couldn’t open his mouth. 


Nik had never been so upset and helpless because of his 
timidity. 


It was then. 
“Is that the test?” 
The pronunciation was fluid so it wasn’t an elf. 


Nik raised his head and at the same time the elves turned to 
see who was talking. 


Standing there was a man with white hair. 
“You are?” 

Frey spoke calmly. 

“I would like to join the tower.” 


x KO 


“P-, please wait a moment. After I’m finished guiding 
them...” 


“We are fine. We'll wait.” 


“Yas? "m 


“Did you not understand? We'll wait here. Until that man is 
tested.” 


Liamson said it one more time, slowly and carefully as 
though he thought his words were not clear enough. 


Of course, it wasn’t that Nik didn’t understand what he was 
saying. It was that the statement was so unexpected that he 
had asked before he himself had realised. 


“V-, very well.” 


They said that they would wait so there was nothing more 
that he could say. 


Nik turned to look at the white haired man in front of him 
more carefully. 


‘He’s young.’ 
He was 20 years old at best. 


His appearance was a bit strange for his age but for some 
reason it seemed to suit him. 


“If you reduce your energy ball to the size of my fist, then 
you'll pass.” 


Frey knew what the test was because he had been following 
the elves since the beginning. 


‘It’s a simple and efficient test.’ 


If a person with a good eye did the screening then they 
would be able to have a rough idea about the examinee’s 
capabilities. 


Frey looked at the elves with an interested gaze. 


Elves learning magic, that was quite unusual. 


At least 4,000 years ago that was not something that he 
would have even been able to imagine. 


Magic was exclusive to humans and the ancient, proud and 
noble elves had intentions of learning human skills. 


And now even Dark Elves who preferred to fight with their 
bodies had decided to learn magic. 


Frey shook his head slightly then muttered. 

“Energy Ball.” 

Woowoong. 

An energy ball appeared in front of him. 

Frey immediately compressed it down to the size of a fist. 
“It is stable. You’ve passed.” 

The energy ball disappeared faster than it appeared. 

Nik was disappointed. 


This was because he’d inwardly hoped that Frey was an 
excellent wizard. 


‘If so it wouldn’t squashed those elves’ egos.’ 
It was only his delusion. 


He remembered from their previous conversation. All of the 
elves were around the 5 star level. 


The young man in front of him wasn’t their match. 


If he was truly talented then he would’ve gone to the 1st or 
2nd Magic Towers instead of coming here. 


“You will need to fill out the paperwork. Please wait at the 
front desk. | need to guide these...” 


“Hey.” 
It was Liamson’s voice. 


Nik shuddered subconsciously because the voice was very 
sharp. 


“Ye-, yes?” 

“Not you, you.” 

He was pointing at Frey. 

Only then did Frey turn to look at Liamson. 

“Don’t you have the ability to compress it even more?” 
Frey raised an eyebrow. 

“Why do you think that?” 

“Just a feeling.” 


The idiotic answer actually made him smile. It was actually 
the first time that he’d encountered a Dark Elf. 


4,000 years ago, the ones that he dealt with were usually 
High Elves. These guys were more like warriors than people 
of the forest. 


“Compressing an energy ball to the size of a fist is the 
condition to pass.” 


“Show me more. | want to see just how far you can compress 
the energy ball.” 


“Don’t bother me. | have to go do my paperwork, so get out 
of the way.” 


Frey frowned as he looked at Liamson sharply. 
Liamson observed him for a moment before stepping aside. 


Nik could only look at their conversation without being able 
to do anything about it. 


Frey’s words seemed to have awakened his nerves although 
it seemed that he hadn't realised that all his hairs were 
standing up. 


“I-, l'II guide them to their rooms before returning. Please 
wait at the front desk.” 


Frey nodded and Nik began leading the Dark Elves up the 
Stairs. 


“Hey, human.” 

Liamson called out again. 

Frey responded without even turning his head. 
“It's Frey.” 

“Frey, are you staying in this tower too?” 


“That’s right.” 


al ” 


Liamson threw another weird glance at him before heading 
upstairs, leaving Frey alone in the training ground. 


He made another energy ball. 
“smaller.” 
Shuk. 


The size of the energy ball gradually reduced. The size of a 
head, the size of a fist, the size of an eye. 


The energy ball continued to shrink until it was almost 
invisible to the human eye. 


“It is pretty efficient.” 


Frey’s voice rang out in the quiet hall. 


Chapter 41: The 3rd Magic 
Tower(3 ) 


“Ah! You are a child of the Blake Family. And you’ve been a 
student of the Westroad Academy for two years.” 


“| dropped out of school.” 


“Dropped out? Westroad Academy is a very prestigious 
institution, famous for its systematic curriculum.” 


Usually, only wizards above the age of 30 who could handle 
themselves would enter towers because of the slightly 
neglectful manner in which they were treated. 


Nik wondered why he had come to the magic tower, but he 
had no courage to pry further than necessary. 


“Hmm...| see. How long do you intend to stay at the tower?” 
“I think it will be about half a year.” 

Half a year. 

It was a time that was neither too long nor too short. 


“It will cost 1 gold coin for 6 months. Meals are served twice, 
in the mornings and evenings and facilities like the library or 
training centre are free except for special places.” 


“That’s very cheap.” 


It was already pretty normal for it to cost as much as 1 gold 
coin to stay in an inn for a month. 


Didn’t that mean that staying at the tower only cost around 
20 silver coins a month, including the cost of using the 
library and training centre? 


“That’s because this is a place of learning. We are willing to 
accept anyone as long as they meet the minimum 
requirement for talent and dedication.” 


“This is a great place.” 


“Haha. Thank you. And this...is the pass to enter the magic 
tower.” 


Nik handed a ring to Frey. 


It was a simple silver ring that had numbers inscribed on the 
band. (TL: proposal?) 


“You don’t need to wear it all the time, but it costs 1 silver 
coin to get another one in the event that it is lost.” 


“I understand.” 
Frey put the ring on his finger. 


“The number engraved on the ring is also the number for 
the room you will be staying in.” 


“It has 6-13 inscribed on it.” 


“That means the 13th room on the 6th floor. You should be 
able to use it right away. Just put the ring in the groove on 
the door and it will open. It is the same process to lock it.” 


Frey thanked Nik before immediately heading to his room. 


It was a small room, but it had everything that he would 
need. 


A single bed, a desk, a chair and a table to eat on. 


Frey felt that they had used this narrow space to the max. 
Above all, he liked the fact that it had windows. 


They were at just the right height so that the view outside 
was really clear, and it was quite the sight. 


Frey unpacked before roughly hanging his robe over the 
chair. Then he sat on the bed and began to contemplate his 
future plans. 


‘The first objective is to completely digest the Frozen River. 
To do that, l'Il need to make Torkunta’s heart into an elixir.’ 


Frey took a glass bottle from his bag. 


Inside this bottle was the compressed heart of the Drake 
King Torkunta, which was shining a bright red similar to 
magma. 


‘It would work if | took it just like this but...’ 
Frey wanted to get the maximum effect. 


Torkunta’s heart would certainly be of great help to him if he 
was able to digest it perfectly as well. 


‘When it comes to fire and water magic, | would have power 
similar to that of transcendents.’ 


And that would be a great help to him in his fight against 
the Demigods. 


To make the best elixir he could, he would need the best 
ingredients, the best recipe and the best manufacturer. 


Frey was no stranger to making elixirs. 


Rather, he had quite a high level of knowledge, but he still 
didn’t think that it was enough. 


“| have to go through the books in the library.” 
The 3rd Magic Tower’s library! 


This was the most decisive reason that he had come to this 
place. 


Frey immediately left his room in search of the library. 


As Shepard had told him, the library in the 3rd Magic tower 
was exceptionally large. 


He had been told that there were millions of books stored in 
this place. (TL:...is he describing heaven?) 


In addition, they were well sorted by category, so it wasn’t 
hard to find the books that you wanted. 


After looking around the library for a bit, Frey returned to his 
room and thought about how to spend his days. 


In the morning, he focused on digesting the power of Frozen 
River. Meditation was also one of the most important forms 
of training for wizards. 


Frey realised that the magic tower had been built on a mana 
vein[1]. 


That wasn’t all. 


Every single brick in the tower was engraved by a First-class 
craftsman so that one’s concentration would be noticeably 
increased just by being in the tower. 


The assigned rooms were completely soundproof and the 
curtains were capable of blocking all light which made them 
ideal places to concentrate. 


In the afternoon, he exercised his body. 


After eating lunch, it was easy to get tired due to satiety and 
so it was the most likely time when one would be unable to 
focus. 


So for those like Frey who valued efficiency, the afternoon 
was the best time to exercise. 


His body that had been damaged by his tussling in the 
Ispania Mountains would be returned to its original state, no, 
he would make it much better than it was before. 


A healthy mind resides in a healthy body. (TL:...*looks down 
at belly*...no wonder...) 


Frey knew that that widely used phrase was in fact true. 
A normal lifestyle, balanced diet and steady exercise. 


As long as these three things were combined properly, his 
physical condition would improve rapidly. 


The tower also had a training centre where the magic 
warriors trained their bodies and practiced martial arts. 


He then locked himself in the library during the evenings as 
it was open 24 hours a day. 


Thanks to this, Frey would be able to concentrate on reading 
until his body cried out for sleep. 


Frey realized that he quite liked his life in the magic tower. 


His current autonomous behaviour suited his taste much 
more than his days in the academy where he was 
suppressed by the schedule. 


And like that. 

Time passed. 

“1, I lost.” 

“Hmph...” 

Liamson snorted and retracted his fist. 


The man in front of him, Nikita, lowered his head with a sad 
expression on his face. (TL: no not Nik, different person.) 


‘He’s a monster.’ 


Nikita was a Magic Warrior and he had pride in his skills that 
weren't too bad. 


Although it was not possible for him to enter the 4th Magic 
Tower which was considered the Holy Land for magic 
warriors, he still considered himself as one of the top 5 
within the 3rd Magic Tower. 


Then he heard that Dark Elves were staying in the tower. 


Dark Elves had a reputation for being mighty jungle warriors 
rather than a gentle forest loving species, but Magic 
Warriors had always had a feeling of superiority towards 
them. 


Then one of the Dark Elves approached him. 
“Let’s fight.” 

S 1” 

He spoke in a very crude tone. 


However his words had awakened the superior feeling within 
Nikita. 


Therefore, Nikita accepted the challenge. 
But he lost. 

Horribly. 

‘| couldn’t even touch...’ 

It couldn’t even be considered a fight. 


As soon as it began, he felt a sharp pain in his abdomen. 
Then, before he was even given a chance to react, his body 
was sent to the floor. 


Nikita didn’t even feel any resentment or disgrace from the 
loss. Because they were on completely different levels. 


He looked at him with a respectful gaze, but Liamson was 
already looking somewhere else as though he was no longer 
interested in him. 


And his eyes seemed to be filled with curiosity. 


Naturally, Nikita also turned to look at what he was looking 
at. 


‘That guy...’ 


Wasn't that the nerd who came to the training centre every 
now and then but hung around the library most of the time? 


He remembered him clearly because of his hair which was 
like a mixture of grey and white. 


‘Why is he looking at him?’ 
Even Nikita didn’t pay any attention to him. 


At first he had observed him because of his strange behavior 
that he had never seen before but his actions seemed to 
have no real purpose. 


As Liamson approached the man, Nikita recalled his name. 
‘Was it...Frey?’ 

“Are you a magic warrior?” 

Frey stopped moving and looked at Liamson. 


He was wearing a thin coat that was very different from his 
clothes a month ago. It showcased his body that was filled 
with muscles. 


Even his cheeks didn’t seem to be as skinny as they were 
before. 


“No. I’m a wizard.” 

“A wizard that walks in such a way...” 

Liamson, who was pondering for a moment, soon smiled. 
“Human.” 


“It's Frey.” 


It was a repeat of their conversation a month ago. 
Liamson nodded. 

“Right, Frey. Fight with me.” 

“What?” 

“No. It’s not fight...” 


Liamson seemed a bit frustrated because he could not find 
the right words. 


Then he heard a voice from his left. 

“Spar.” 

“Ah. Right. That.” 

It was the only woman among the elves’ party. 


She approached with an expressionless face before looking 
at Frey. 


“Call me Camille.” 

“Frey.” 

“You can ignore that idiot’s request.” 
Her words made Liamson a bit angry. 


“I’m not an idiot. Teacher didn’t you see how this man 
moved? He has to be a warrior.” 


It was in the Elf language. 


Of course, when they spoke to each other they would use 
the language that they were all more comfortable with. 


Besides this woman was his teacher. 


There was nothing more difficult than trying to determine 
the age of an elf. Both Camille and Liamson appeared to be 
in their 20s. 


Camille’s eyes turned cold. 
“You still haven’t fixed your habit of sticking to warriors yet.” 
“B-, but...” 


“You should properly ask the other person’s opinion first. 
There are times when warriors are restrained by their own 
beliefs.” 


Liamson bowed his head at those words. 
Then Frey spoke. 
“| don’t care. If it’s just a battle.” 


The two elves turned to look at him in surprise. They did not 
think that anyone there would be able to understand their 
conversation. 


Even Camille who had remained expressionless so far, could 
not hide her surprised expression. 


“...you, you know how to speak Elvish?” 


Frey nodded. 


“A little.” 


Chapter 42: The 3rd Magic 
Tower(4) 


“You are a strange human. You use magic, move like a magic 
warrior and you even know how to speak Elvish.” 


“From my perspective, Elves learning to use magic is also 
quite strange.” 


“Mm? That’s exactly what an old person would say.” 
After all, it was a very conservative statement. 


She couldn’t imagine those words coming out of the mouth 
of a human who was less that 100 years old. 


Frey was silent because there was nothing he could say. 
He felt Camille giving him a curious gaze. 


“Liamson will become the next leader of our tribe. If it’s fine 
with you, why don’t you fight him?” 


“A good spar.” 


Just as Liamson constantly observed Frey, Frey had also 
watched a few of Liamson’s battles so he knew that his skills 
were substantial. 


There were five main stages for Magic Warriors. 


Apprentice, Third-class, Second-class, First-class. 


And finally, Warrior King. 


Liamson was at least a Second-class Magic Warrior from 
what Frey had seen. 


This kind of fight against a strong warrior was a good way to 
increase experience. 


Also, after doing nothing but training for a month, Frey felt a 
bit sick of it. 


“Let’s get on with it.” 


They then stepped to the center of the room and faced each 
other. 


All of the people who had been in the training centre 
stopped moving and instead turned to watch their fight. 


It was Liamson who made the first move. 
Swish. 
At that moment his figure seemed to become a blur. 


The first thing that Frey noticed was his unique gait. It 
reminded him of fireflies swaying in the dark. 


Smack. 
He felt a heavy feeling on his wrist. 


Frey’s right hand had reached behind him and accurately 
blocked Liamson’s attack. 


A look of surprise flashed past Liamson’s face. 


‘This easy?’ 


It had been a month since he had entered the magic tower. 


In that time, he had fought many magic warriors but he felt 
that they were all trash. 


To put it bluntly, they couldn’t even withstand his first 
attack. 


But Frey had managed to do it. 


What was more important was how easy the action seemed 
to be for him. 


Frey gave him the same feeling he felt whenever he fought 
his teacher. 


“How did you know?” 


“Because this is a bright and open location. It would have 
been many times more difficult if we were fighting in the 
dark.” 


That was true. 


Shadow Attack was an incredibly terrifying skill when used 
in the dark. 


Liamson narrowed his eyes and looked down at his hand. 
For a moment he recalled the wrist which felt a bit weak. 
“Kuku...good. This will be fun.” 


Liamson let out a laugh and rushed forward again, only this 
time, Frey also made his move. 


His eyes were fixed to Liamson’s feet. 
‘The key is in his foot movements.’ 


As long as he did not miss his foot movements then he 
would be able to roughly guess what kind of move Liamson 
would make next. 


Pahpahpah. 
The fight went back and forth. 


As they continue, Frey felt that Liamson was not used to 
fighting barehanded. 


It seemed that his main focus wasn’t his fists, but some kind 
of weapon. 


Thanks to this, Frey was able to block all of his attacks while 
landing counterattacks. 


Liamson was visibly puzzled. 
‘This is hard.’ 


Dark Elves’ movements usually didn’t leave any sound. Even 
another Dark Elf would not be able to hear Liamson’s 
footsteps. 


That was why the most effective means of reading their 
movements was to use your eyes. 


Liamson had realised something. 


The eyes of the man in front of him were sharp enough to 
transcend common sense. 


‘Does he have experience fighting against Dark Elves?’ 


Liamson moved faster, hiding his innermost thoughts. 
He could see it after fighting him for real. 
This man was not a Magic Warrior. 


There was no way that a magic warrior would have such a 
weak body. 


He was certain that he only needed a chance to land one hit 
to secure his victory. 


But it seemed like that one chance was incredibly rare. 


‘This guy has a lot of fighting experience. But from what | 
can tell, this human should only be about 20 years old.’ 


Liamson was 74 years old. 


It had been 30 years since he had become a warrior and in 
that time he had fought tens of thousands of times. 


He was confident that his experience was second to no one 
and never in his life had he met someone like this human 
who was able to read all of his moves. 


He felt restless. 


This was turning out to be more fun that he had initially 
expected. 


A smile appeared on Liamson’s face. 
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“ this doesn’t make sense.” 


a“ ” 


Nikita and the other people who were training in the hall 
couldn’t help but open their mouths as they witnessed the 
fight unfolding before them. 


Even if the levels were different, they were too different. 


They realised that this was how a real battle between the 
strong looked and that they were simply frogs in the well all 
along. 


‘How on earth can you react to such movements?’ 

They were not the only ones surprised. 

The Dark Elves were quite shocked as well. 

No, their surprise was even more than that of the humans. 
“This is impossible.” 


“He can hold out like that against Liamson, who is being 
groomed to become the next tribe leader.” 


“Other than the teacher, we couldn’t hold out for a few...” 
“Is he really human?” 


Among the Dark Elves, Liamson’s skills were particularly 
prominent. 


Except for Camille, the current chief’s sister and the training 
instructor, no one could last more than a minute against 
Liamson. 


This was why they could not believe it when the human, who 
had been doing strange movements in the corner of the 
training centre from time to time, continued to fight equally 
against him. 


Camille narrowed her eyes. 
‘His physical ability is poor.’ 
She was certain. 


This man, Frey’s body, did not have the suitable musculature 
for such a fight. 


In the beginning, he had said that he was a wizard and not a 
magic warrior, and from what she could see, Camille knew 
that he was telling the truth. 


But even when that was true, he was still able to fight on 
equal footing with Liamson. 


‘Unbelievably precise mana distribution and experience.’ 


Even if he could do the former because of natural talent and 
senses, what about the experience? 


The average human lifespan was 100 years and no matter 
how old he was, he would not have surpassed 30 years. 


‘Who the hell is he?’ 
Camille’s curious gaze never left Frey. 
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Liamson attacked endlessly while Frey blocked or avoided 
them. 


It seemed to be a simple, boring battle but both men were 
soaked in sweat as though they both had just taken a 
shower. 


‘This couldn’t be decided by a spar.’ 


In terms of physical ability, he knew that he had an 
advantage. 


Maybe in another 10 minutes or so, Frey would be too 
exhausted to continue and he would naturally win. But 
Liamson didn’t want such a victory. 


Liamson stopped attacking. 
Then Frey naturally stopped moving as well. 


For a moment, they did not say anything and simply 
maintained eye contact. 


It was Liamson who broke the silence. 

“How long will you stay at the tower?” 

“About 5 months.” 

“Will you keep coming to the training centre?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Good.” 

With those words, Liamson turned and climbed up the stairs. 


While the Dark Elves chattered among themselves, Camille 
approached him. 


“You have a tremendous amount of skill. | didn’t know that 
you were on par with Liamson.” 


Camille didn’t look down on humans. It was simply that 
there were few among them who were capable of fighting 
toe to toe with Liamson. 


Camille was purely expressing her admiration for the man in 
front of her. 


“Can you occasionally spar with him in the future?” 


“It doesn’t matter. | was getting tired of my normal exercise 
anyway.” 


“Thank you for taking care of us.” 
Frey nodded and turned around. 


At that moment, his fluttering earrings caught Camille’s 
eyes. 


“Ah...” 
Her mouth opened but then closed just as fast. 


Frey returned to his room and sat onto his bed while 
thinking. 


‘It was an unexpected harvest to get the chance to fight 
against Dark Elves.’ 


Any opportunity to increase his actual combat experience 
was always welcome, especially because Liamson’s fighting 
prowess was excellent. 


If you wanted to claim that you were a warrior then you 
needed to have at least that level of skill. 


This was the level of skill that Frey had hoped to find from 
the nobles in the Westroad Academy in the past. 


Of course, he knew now that his expectations in the 
academy students were too high. 


Other than that, there was some more good news. 
Ssss- 

Frey closed his eyes and inspected his mana room. 
That was when he realised. 


The freezing air of the Frozen River had been completely 
melted. 


His hair had started turning gray again about two weeks ago 
so there had been signs. 


Thanks to that, his hair had become a strange mixture of 
gray and white. 


“Then now...” 
He had to eat Torkunta’s heart. 


Frey took the glass bottle from his pocket before looking at 
it. 


He had read many books in the tower in hopes of finding 
some way to refine it into an elixir with no luck. 


Of course, his desire for knowledge had been satisfied, but it 
still wasn’t enough. 


Frey left his room and headed for the library once again. 


When he got there, he went to look for the librarian in 
charge. 


“Are all the books that the 3rd Magic Tower possesses stored 
in this library?” 


“Of course not. The only books that can be found in the 
library are Rank 3 books.” 


“Rank 3?” 


“Yes. Books in the magic tower are separated into three 
levels. Rank 3 can be easily obtained in the market and can 
be read by the general public without repercussions. Rank 2 
can only be read by wizards who have made contributions. 
And Rank 1 can only be read by those who are approved by 
the 3rd Magic Tower.” 


Then he added. 
“Rank 1 books are commonly called Grimoires.” 
“What should | do if | want to read a Grimoire?” 


“In the tower there is the Tower Master and 10 Floor Masters. 
To read a Rank 1 Grimoire you must be approved by three 
Floor Masters or by a Deputy Tower Master or the Tower 
Master.” 


Then he looked at a calendar before he continued talking. 


“A test is held every two months. Five Floor Masters are the 
judges. You just need to get their approval... The next exam 
is just around the corner. Only three days away.” 


He turned to look at Frey’s eyes. 
“Would you like to participate?” 
Frey nodded. 


x KO 


Three days passed. 


The test was set to be held in the basement of the tower. 


This was the first time that Frey learned that the tower had a 
basement. 


Quite a few wizards gathered in the basement. Each of them 
forming their own small groups of two or three. 


In the tower Frey usually stayed by himself without 
interacting with others. 


Nik from the front desk was one of few wizards that he had 
spoken to, most of them out of necessity. 


Of course, the other wizards were of course not that 
interested in Frey. 


But now he knew that they would pay more attention to him. 


“Is that him? The guy who fought hand to hand with a Dark 
Elf?” 


“He doesn’t seem like much from first glance...” 


“Don’t say anything. He was moving so fast that he did not 
even seem like a human being.” 


“Then why is a magic warrior taking the test?” 
It seemed that they had mistaken Frey to be a magic warrior. 


But Frey had no reason to clear up the misunderstanding so 
he simply stood silently in a corner. 


Then someone approached him. 


He looked up and found that it was Camille and Liamson. 


“You guys are here to take the test?” 

“There’s a Grimoire that | want to see.” 

“What about the guy beside you?” 

Camille let out a laugh and poke Liamson in the side. 

“I just brought him because | was bored to come alone.” 
Then a group of people entered the basement. 

Frey glanced over at them. 


They were all wearing clean white robes and all seemed to 
be past their middle ages. 


Frey realised that they were the Tower Masters that the 
librarian had told him about just a few days before. 


“There are a lot more here for the test than | expected.” 


“It doesn’t matter since the group will be thinned out pretty 
quickly.” 


“Right. There’s no need for me to explain so let’s just start 
the test right away. First of all we need to set the minimum 
qualifications. Everyone cast Energy Ball.” 


As he said those words, energy balls began appearing here 
and there. 


Frey also created an energy ball. 


The eyes of the wizards once again turned to the Floor 
Masters. One of them spoke in a calm voice. 


“Now compress them.” 


Someone made a rude noise. 
Could it be that these tests were actually so simple? 


Maybe it was because it was the first test, so it was quite 
relaxing. This was the thought that most of the wizards had. 


Then one of the Floor Masters took a small bead from his 
pocket. The bead was smaller than a knuckle. 


Those in the group couldn’t help but look at the bead with 
confused expressions. Those who were quick witted looked 
suspicious instead. 


“The minimum requirement is to make it smaller than this 
bead. All of those who do not succeed, please go back up.” 


The faces of the wizards hardened collectively. 
They shared a thought. 
The difficulty of the first test was incredibly high. 


Chapter 43: Adelia(1 ) 


“Ugh...” 
Nikita grunted in pain. 
His face was red and his eyes were bloodshot. 


This proved that his focus was concentrated to the limit. And 
yet, the energy ball before him was no smaller than a fist. 


He turned to look desperately at the Floor Master. 
“P-, please wait a little longer!” 


“You’ve reached your limit. If you try to make it smaller, you 
will overexert your concentration. Retrieve your mana.” 


“Uh...” 
It wasn’t just him. 


Most of the wizards who were taking the test also had the 
same limit as he did. 


Those wizards, who were unable to compress their energy 
balls to the desired size, could only go back upstairs with 
drooping shoulders. 


“Hmm...pass.” 
“1, | did it!” 


Of course, there were also those who were successful. 


Several of these sweaty people cried out in delight while the 
Floor Masters simply nodded their heads and calmly 
announced that they passed. 


It was understandable that they would be happy. 


One of the Floor Masters of the 3rd Magic Tower, Mikel, 
looked around the room while thinking. 


‘This time the level of the test was below average.’ 
Then Mikel’s gaze landed upon the two Dark Elves. 


When he saw the sizes of the energy balls in front of them, a 
feeling of admiration could not help but appear in his heart. 


The energy ball in front of the male elf was excellent, but the 
energy ball in front of the female elf was the size of a 
fingernail. 


Mikel could not conceal his surprise at her precise control. 
“How long have you been learning magic?” 

“20 years.” 

“Hmm...magnificent. You pass.” 

Then he added. 


“I don’t think she needs to take any more tests. She should 
be allowed to read a Grimoire. Do you agree?” 


“| agree.” 
“Excellent.” 


The other Floor Masters nodded in succession. 


Camille and Liamson only shrugged and accepted the 
decision. 


After waving at Frey, they headed back upstairs. 
“I’m jealous.” 
“Damn. Those without talent can only live in sorrow.” 


As the other wizards watched the elves leave with eyes filled 
with envy, Mikel turned to gaze at the next in line. 


It was Frey. 


At first glance, there didn’t seem to be an energy ball in 
front of him. 


Mikel stopped in front of him without saying anything. 


The wizards began whispering among themselves as they 
saw this. 


“What? Did he give up?” 

“I think so.” 

“Then why is he standing there so confidently.” 
“Looks like he really is a typical magic warrior.” 


“There is no way a guy who was strong enough to fight toe 
to toe with a Dark Elf is a wizard.” 


It was then. 
Mikel approached Frey while saying. 


“| can’t believe it.” 


Mikel wasn’t looking at Frey. 

What he was looking at, was the empty space in front of him. 
No, it wasn’t empty. 

The curious wizards began narrowing their eyes one by one. 

Gradually, looks of shock began to spread across their faces. 
“Th-, that...” 

“Im-, impossible...” 

Only then did the wizards realise. 


Floating in front of Frey was an energy ball the size of a 
speck of dust. 


Even Mikel was not confident that he could reduce it that 
much. 


Not only that, regardless of which Floor Master you asked, 
the answer would be the same. 


This was not possible without extremely precise mana 
control. 


“What is your name?” 
“Frey.” 
“Frey. | see.” 


Mikel pondered for a moment before speaking with clear 
eyes. 


“You don’t need to take any more tests.” 


“What do you mean?” 

“You passed. And...” 

He glanced around for a moment before continuing. 
“If it’s okay with you, why don’t we talk for a bit.” 

* kx 

Frey followed Mikel to the 9th Floor of the tower. 


He had been staying in the tower for a month, but this was 
the first time that he had come to this place. 


That was because only important officials of the tower were 
able to enter past the 7th floor. 


Mikel stared at Frey for a moment before he finally opened 
his mouth. 


“Where are you from?” 
He asked a very ambiguous question. 


At the same time, he deliberately looked at the Typhoon 
earrings dangling from Frey’s ears. 


If he didn’t want to continue such a line of questioning, Frey 
could simply answer that he was from the Blake Family. 


However, he didn’t do so. 


“Duke Shepard was the one who introduced me to the 3rd 
Magic Tower.” 


“Hmm.” 


Mikel frowned when he heard the name Shepard since he 
knew that he was a member of the circle. 


Then he let out a heavy sigh. 


“I see. This time Honor Shepard has managed to find an 
excellent talent.’ 


It seemed that he had misunderstood something. 


“I currently have no intention of joining the Strow 
Necklaces.” 


“Hoh. That means you’re a wanderer. Then...would you like 
to join us?” 


Frey was speechless for a moment as he had not expected 
him to suddenly throw out such an offer. 


“US?” 

“The Phisfounder Armlets.” 

Frey shook his head. 

“I have no intention of joining any groups right now.” 
“That’s unfortunate.” 

“| don’t think that’s why you called me here.” 

Mikel hesitated for a moment before opening his mouth. 


“You seem like a wizard who’s reached at least 5 stars. Am | 
right?” 


“| won’t deny it.” 


Even though he could be considered as halfway to 7 stars, it 
was not wrong to say that he was at least 5 stars. 


Frey nodded. 
Mikel’s gaze became more intense. 


“How much do you know about the Demigods?” (TL: omg... 
isn’t this supposed to be a secret?) 


“A little bit.” 


“Then the conversation won’t be too long. Not long ago, 
traces of the Demigods were found in Uthiano.” 


a ” 
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Frey’s eyes became cold. 
“What trace?” 


“To be precise. They were the traces of fanatics who worship 
them. They are people whose lives and consciousness are 
controlled by the Demigods. Of course, most of them are 
small fry so we don’t pay attention to them. But there is a 
high chance that there was an Apostle among them.” 


M ” 
dict 


“Ah, you don’t know. They are people who were chosen 
directly by the Demigods. They call them Apostles. They are 
able to use the power of Divinity which was originally 
exclusive to Demigods.” 


It was the first time that Frey had heard about them. 


At least, they were not around 4,000 years ago. 


“Uthiano is the area under the control of Honor Lukes and I.” 
“What is an Honor?” 

“Hmm. You really know nothing about the circle.” 

Mikel shrugged and explained. 


“Force Honor. To put it simply, they are executives in the 
circles. The only positions higher than that are the Circle 
Master, who could be considered the head and the Circle 
Rounder, who is second in command.” 


He had just heard that Shepard was also a Force Honor. 


He was at the 7 stars level, which meant that one had to be 
at least at the same level to be an executive. 


‘Then the Circle Master and Circle Rounder are likely to be 
stronger than that.’ 


Frey decided to ask the thing that he had been most curious 
about after his return. 


“What levels are the Circle Masters at?” 


Mt ” 


Mikel observed Frey for a moment with a speechless 
expression on his face. 


“al have nothing to say about that. The level of the Circle 
Master is not something that | would know.” 


In Frey’s eyes, Mikel was not a wizard who would kneel to 
just anyone. 


It was clear that he had reached at least the 6 stars level. 


He was curious. 
‘...half a year, no. The test is in five months.’ 


If he went there, then he would have a high chance of 
meeting the Circle Masters. Those who carried the names of 
him and his closest friends. 


They were the people who probably knew the most about 
the Demigods in the current era and there was a high 
probability that they also had the power to confront them. 


Therefore they were the people that he had to meet. 


Frey did not believe that they used those names purely out 
of admiration for the heroes of the past. 


The heroes from 4,000 years ago were mythical figures to 
humans. Frey had read about it in many books already. 


Schweiser Strow, praised for being wiser than anyone else in 
the world. 


Iris Phisfounder, who completely changed the world’s 
perception of witches. 


Kasajin, who was Said to have paved the road of magic 
martial arts. 


Lucid, who ascended to the throne of King of Swords. 


And Lucas Trowman, the only man in history to be given the 
title ‘Great Mage’. 


There was no bait better than those names to attract 
attention and people. 


Of course, he didn’t blame them. 


To fight the Demigods, they had to use every method that 
they could think of. 


Frey was also in favor of that method. But it should not 
exceed a certain extent. 


This was why Frey intended to see them with his own eyes. 


If he met them in person, he would be able to learn the 
extent of their power as well as their true intentions. 


“Why did you tell the news of the Apostle to me who hasn’t 
even joined the Circle yet?” 


“... here is no other Circle member in the magic tower 
currently. Honor Lukes was called to the hideout for an 
emergency meeting. Meanwhile, traces of an Apostle have 
been found.” 


After he had said so much, Frey understood his intentions. 
“So you are asking for my help?” 
“To be honest, yes.” 


Mikel continued speaking while clasping his hands in front 
of him. 


“Honor Lukes has given me orders to not leave until he 
returns but this situation is worse than anticipated. If we 
leave it alone as it is, a few villages could evaporate without 
a trace.” 


“The reason that you’re asking for help from an outsider like 
me...iS because there are no other circle members in the 
tower?” 


“That’s right.” 


Swish. 


Mikel lifted his sleeves, revealing a black bracelet that was 
tightly fastened to his wrist. 


Frey realised that it was a relic of Iris. 


“The Circle has to move more secretly nowadays. Since the 
death of the Circle Master of the Trowman Rings by the 
hands of the Demigods, they have been more active. 
Originally we wouldn’t have had to talk in secret like this.” 


al ” 


“It’s true. You may have noticed already, but there is a spell 
on the walls.” 


“It can’t completely stop someone from eavesdropping, but 
you designed it in such a way that you can tell immediately 
if Someone tries to break it.” 


“al That, that’s right.” 
Mikel spoke after a moment of shock. 


He hadn’t even looked at the wall properly but he was still 
able to easily grasp the true nature of the spell that he had 
used. 


‘Um. He doesn’t seem like a twenty year old at all.’ 
It was like talking to an old wizard. 


In addition to the size of the energy ball which had been 
smaller than a speck of dust and the sheer volume of mana 
that he had sensed within it... 


Mikel had never been jealous of another person’s talent, but 
the young man in front of him became an exception. 


But now was not the time for that. 


Mikel, who had coughed for a moment, finally revealed his 
intentions. 


“Of course, | don’t intend for you to play a major role. I’m 
taking you as insurance.” 


“Insurance?” 
Mikel’s expression became serious. 


“actually, | asked for reinforcement from our allies in the 
Circle. That was a month ago.” 


“If it was a month ago...ah.” 
Mikel nodded when he saw the realisation in Frey’s eyes. 


“The Dark Elves, they are also a part of the Circle. At the 
same time, they are the reinforcements from [Blacktooth] 
that | requested.” 


Indeed. 


He could now understand why he allowed them to read the 
Grimoire in the tower so easily. 


Perhaps that was the price of their support. Attending the 
test was simply a formal process. 


“They say that they are here as reinforcements, but | don’t 
completely trust them. I’ve heard a lot of bad rumors about 
the Dark Elves. That’s when | saw you wearing the Typhoon 
Earrings.” 


Frey fiddled with one of his earrings. 
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The Typhoon Earrings were magic items that Frey had 
created himself. 


But they seemed to be more widely known than he had 
expected. 


Yet no one seemed to recognize Schweiser’s Bracelet. 


Shepard hadn’t noticed it and neither had Mikel who was in 
front of him right now. 


Perhaps no one knew that the staff was usually stored in its 
bracelet form. 


In all honesty, the Typhoon Earrings could not be considered 
high quality magic items. However the Great Sage’s Staff 
was different. 


This was Schweiser’s symbol and its utility and power were 
at a level that all other artifacts could not compare to. 


If the presence of the staff was revealed, then there would 
be a great disturbance in the world, especially in the circle. 


In particular, the reaction of the Strow Necklaces who 
proclaimed to be Schweiser’s successors could be easily 
imagined. 


“Originally | would not have reached out to you. But to be 
properly prepared for the situation this time it would be best 
to have at least two wizards.” 


Apostles. 
Questions arose about their existence. 


Human beings who were selected by the Demigods and 
given the ability to use their divine power. 


Could he think of them as agents? 
Frey slowly opened his mouth. 
“I can help you, but...when do you intend to take action?” 


“I’m not sure. But | believe it will not take more than a week. 
| think I still need to gather more information.” 


One week. 

That was enough. 

But of course there were conditions. 

“I would like to start reading the Grimoire from today.” 
“Is it urgent?” 

“Yes.” 

“Hmm...what book are you looking for?” 

There was no reason to hide, so he answered honestly. 
“A book about alchemy.” 

“Alchemy?” 


“There is an elixir that | want to refine.” 


“Hmm...It would be better to ask for her help in refining it 
than for the book itself. | think she mightl be staying at the 
tower for a while.” 


“She?” 
Mikel nodded. 


“Adelia. She is an authority in alchemy and you would be 
hard pressed to find someone on a similar level. | have not 
encountered anyone better than her, especially when it 
comes to creating elixirs.” 


.. Adelia? 


Frey’s eyes narrowed. 


It was not familiar, but he had definitely heard the name 
somewhere before. 


And after hearing Mikel’s next words, he understood where 
he had heard the name. 


“She’s staying at the tower for a while, but she’s a teacher at 
the Westroad Academy, so | don’t know when she will leave. 
So if you’re going to ask, you’d better hurry.” 


Adelia. 


It was a name he'd heard several times in the Westroad 
Academy. 


She was an elite who could stand shoulder to shoulder with 
Professor Dio Perseman, who was regarded as one of the best 
among the faculty. 


But Frey had never met her in person. 


This was because Adelia’s subjects did not match up with 
any of the classes that he had been taking at that time. 


He knew very little about her since he rarely paid attention 
to rumors. 


Among the professors she was one of the young ones and 
she was a woman. 


That was all he knew. 


“Adelia’s stage isn’t very high, but even the Floor Masters in 
our tower would often request her help when it came to 
alchemy. | don’t know what it is that you want, but it should 
save a lot of time instead of having to rummage through 
books.” 


“Hmm...” 


With Mikel, one of the Floor Masters in the tower boasting so 
much about her, Frey could not help but be a bit curious 
about this woman called Adelia. 


Frey looked at Mikel for a moment before asking. 
“Where is she?” 

x OOK OOK 

Frey was standing in front of Professor Adelia’s room. 
It was the 20th room on the 6th Floor. 


He hadn’t expected to be staying on the same floor as her, 
but had he ever encountered a woman other than Camille on 
the 6th Floor? 


Frey tried to jog his memory but found that that was truly 
the case. 


He decided to knock on the door. 


Tak Tak. 


There was no response so he decided to knock once again. 


Tak Tak. 


There was still no response. 

Frey knocked a little harder on the door. 

Thump thump. 

Only then did he hear some sort of noise from the inside. 


There was a rumbling sound followed by what appeared to 
be a curse in a woman’s voice and the sound of something 
breaking. 


Frey took a step back and waited. 
Click. 
The door opened and from there a woman looked out. 


The woman had messy hair and puffy eyes. 


And those eyes were staring at Frey filled with irritation. 
“What do you want?” 

“You're Professor Adelia right?” 

“Yeah.” 


“| came after receiving a recommendation from Floor Master 
Mikel. | heard that you are an authority in alchemy and I'd 
like to ask...” 


“|I don’t know about that. I’m busy so go away.” 


After saying that she tried to close the door, but Frey put his 
foot to stop it. 


He hated to be such a nuisance, but he wasn’t in any 
position to let it go. 


For a moment, the two of them made eye contact. 


Adelia pulled the door a few times before sighing after 
realising that it was impossible to do it by force. 


“Who are you?” 
“Frey Blake.” 
“Blake...the Blake Family?” 


“Yes, ” 


“Hm...1 don’t think you're the first one Mischael. Ah. Come to 
think of it, Heinz did tell me that he had a younger brother.” 


It sounded like she knew Heinz Blake. 


She narrowed her eyes for a moment. But soon after she 
sighed and scratched her messy head. 


“Nothing has been going well since yesterday. Can you tell 
me what you want and then leave? I’m very busy.” 


Frey followed her into the room. 


Adelia’s room was very large. It seemed to be about ten 
times larger than the room that Frey was staying in. 


This was not a room, but a lab. 


However there were mountains of books, magical materials 
that gave off weird smells and glass bottles storing liquids of 
Suspicious colors scattered everywhere which made the 
Space feel much smaller than it actually was. 


Above all, it was dark and carried the smell of dust as if it 
was not well ventilated. 


Frey followed Adelia who cleared away some dust with her 
hand. 


“Sit wherever you like.” 
Where did she want him to sit? 
Frey forcibly made a seat and attached his ass to it. 


Adelia then spoke with a rather open attitude. 


“Though I’m curious as to what you want. I’m busy, tired and 
irritated, so cut the unnecessary back and forth and get to 
the point.” 


“| heard that you are an authority in alchemy. Especially 
when it comes to the creation of elixirs.” 


“Huh. When it comes to elixirs even the Master of the 3rd 
Magic Tower Julian could not compare to me.” 


She said this without showing any expression of pride. Like 
she was simply telling the truth instead of showing off. 


Only those whose self confidence had turned into conviction 
could display this kind of attitude. 


Frey pondered for a moment before asking her a question. 


“The creation of Mana Fluid. Can you do it?” (TL: should | 
change it to ‘Liquid Mana’ instead?) 


“Of course-” 


“It’s not just about if you can create it, but if you can extract 
the true, purified liquid.” 


“ ” 


Adelia’s eyes changed and the gaze she gave Frey was now 
one of interest. 


“Hmm. It seems you know something about alchemy.” 


The liquid refining process that Frey had just mentioned was 
a complicated task that frustrated even the top alchemists. 


In addition, if he had no knowledge of alchemy at all then he 
would not have been able to even mention it. 


Adelia shrugged. 


“It’s possible. I’ve extracted up to 100ml of pure liquid by 
myself without any assistants. Did it take about half a day 
that time?” 


“100ml...” 
What a woman. 
Frey couldn’t help but feel some admiration, 


For a normal wizard it might be possible for them to extract 
about 10ml in half a day even with the help of two 
assistants. 


It seemed that her statement about being ahead of the 
Tower Master when it came to alchemy was not an empty 
boast. (TL: only there hasn’t yet been any proof of her 
ability...) 


At the same time, it was easy to see what kind of person 
Adelia was. 


She was the incarnation of an inquisitive mind with a strong 
desire for knowledge. 


The public would probably treat her like a geek, but Frey was 
used to people like this the most. 


Frey was certain. 
Tak. 


He took out the bottle which contained Torkunta’s heart and 
placed it on a dirty table. 


Adelia looked at the bottle with an uninterested expression. 


“What’s that?” 
“Why don’t you check for yourself?” 


a“ ” 


Adelia narrowed her eyes slightly and slowly examined the 
bottle. 


Then slowly, her eyes began to widen. 
“Hmm. H-...Huh? N-, no. Surely...w-, wait a second! Really?” 
Perhaps she didn’t realise the things that she was saying. 


Adelia looked at the small bottle with an expression filled 
with disbelief. 


“Ca-, can | touch it?” 


As soon as Frey nodded, she gently lifted the bottle as if she 
was holding a great treasure before slowly opening it up. 


“H-, hehehe. This beautiful color...such dense mana yet it 
can still be held in one hand...the warm heat exuding from 
it. What the hell is this?” 


“That’s the heart of a 1,000 year old Drake. The estimated 
Mana Energy(ME) is about 100,000.” 


“100,000-!!!!” 
Adelia’s heart seemed to pound in her chest. 


If it was 100,000 then that meant that it had 100 times the 
energy of an average wizard. 


How could so much mana fit into such a small bottle? 


‘The glass bottle is an amazing magic tool as well. But even 
more amazing than that is the fact that he was able to 
transfer such pure and sensitive energy into a glass bottle.’ 


Although it seemed simple, it was the same as moving a 
broken glass jar while keeping its original shape. (TL: | 
added ‘jar’ to make it easily understandable, but the author 
meant glass as in ‘cup’...but glass cup sounds weird) 


Adelia looked at Frey with a little doubt but she was unable 
to tell anything from his expression. 


She carefully placed the bottle back on the table. Her 
previous lethargic appearance seeming to have been given 
a burst of energy. 


She stared at Frey with a slightly excited expression and 
Said. 


“So what do you want?” 

“To make that into an elixir that | can take.” 
“That’s crazy.” 

Frey let out a laugh. 

“Your expression says otherwise.” 


Adelia touched her cheek and found that without her 
realising, her mouth had spread into an excited smile. 


“This, this is just a habit. All alchemists are like this...and I’m 
not just saying that.” 


“Why is it crazy?” 


“The difficulty of the refinement is already high, but the real 
problem is the ingredients. The other thing...right. | can get 

everything else. Most of them are here right now. And for the 
things | don’t have, they are not too hard to get.” 


Adelia looked around her room as she said that. 


It seemed scattered and messy, but it was actually 
organized in her own way. 


From the moment she'd heard of his intentions to make an 
elixir, she had begun to recreate the refining process in her 
head. 


“But there is one thing that we wouldn’t be able to find.” 
“Something that can’t be found?” 

Adelia looked to him with a stern expression. 

“The feather of a Phoenix.” 


M ” 


“Seeing that stupid expression on your face, you know how 
hard it is to get right? It’s not something that you can get 
just by meeting or killing a Phoenix. You can only barely get 
it when they are in a good mood. But they are called fantasy 
creatures because no one knows where they are on the 
continent...” 


Frey pulled out the Phoenix feather that he had in his bag. 
“Th-...tha-...” 


Adelia’s pupils shook. 


She kept stuttering and it seemed like she was unable to 
form coherent sentences, as if she had been broken. 


“What else do you need?” 


Adelia closed her mouth for a moment before speaking ina 
slightly weak voice. 


“an assistant who is excellent enough to assist me. Apart 
from their stage they must have a natural talent for mana 
control. They at least need to be at the level of easily 
compressing an energy ball to the size of a fingernail...” 


An energy ball suddenly appeared in front of Adelia and 
began compressing until it was just smaller than a 
fingernail. 


M ” 


Adelia opened her mouth for a moment before speaking ina 
voice that sounded like her soul had left her body. 


“when do you want to start?” 


Chapter 45: Adelia(3) 


“You, what are you?” 


Adelia looked at Frey with a tired expression on her face. 
And yet, her hands were still moving busily. 


Frey didn’t answer her and continued mixing an elixir. 


“Where did you learn alchemy? It’s kind of old fashioned but 
definitely on the level of a Professor.” 


“It’s all from books.” 


“Right. It’s all in the books. Do you think | don’t know? But 
it’s completely different to do it in practice.” 


Adelia paused for a moment before continuing. 
“You know what. You, would you like to be my assistant?” 


If any of her acquaintances had been around, they would 
have wondered if something was wrong with their ears. 


Adelia. 
What kind of woman was she? 


Regarding alchemy, she had boasted that she would neither 
request someone’s assistance nor advice and when asked for 
collaboration, she would usually frown openly, causing that 
person to feel embarrassed. 


Was she really making an offer first when she was the one 
that usually said that assistants were hindrances? 


“Sorry.” 
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Of course, Frey, who did not know the conflict that was 
happening inside her simply shook his head. 


But even if he did know, he would still have refused. 
Adelia froze for a moment. 


This might have been the first time that she had willingly 
lowered her head to someone else. 


Since she was always the one who was being asked, she 
didn’t know how to coax the other party or what words to 
say to leave a good impression. 


“Wh-, Why don’t you think about it a little more? As my 
assistant um...you can make a lot of money too! And, and... 
uh. l'Il teach the formulas that only | know. Those old guys in 
the magic tower couldn’t even get me to teach them if they 
begged. So what do you think?” 


“Professor, the one on the left is not Mandrake extract, it’s 
Troll Blossom.” (TL: blossom used tentatively since the 
author wasn’t exactly clear) 


“O-, oops.” 


Adelia hurriedly changed the glass bottle that she was 
holding. 


But not before she glowered at Frey for a moment. 


‘It would be really comfortable if | had him.’ 


Adelia usually felt that assistants were cumbersome and 
would get in the way, but Frey was the exception. 


He noticed things quickly. 


If there was a material that she needed, he would bring it to 
her before she had even opened her mouth. 


This was proof that he did not stop paying attention to 
Adelia’s actions even while completing his own tasks. 


This was an impossible task unless someone was able to 
have multiple thoughts at the same time while also having a 
large field of view. 


She didn’t intend to get an assistant primarily because they 
did not have a high enough understanding of alchemy. 


However, Frey knew very well the moments to help, the 
moments that he should stand back, and the moments he 
should give advice. 


It was as if he had done similar things hundreds or 
thousands of times. 


Thanks to this, Adelia was able to work at a rate of at least 
three times her usual efficiency. 


Moreover, Frey didn’t lack the necessary knowledge of 
alchemy. In fact, there were even some areas where he was 
better than her. 


‘How am | supposed to entice this guy?’ 


Adelia glanced at Frey, revealing her greed for a talent for 
the first time in her life. (TL: not greed for his ‘talent’...but 


greed for him ‘the talent’) 
“Professor Adelia.” 


“Huh? No. Wait a minute. Why are you calling me 
professor?” 


“Because | went to Westroad Academy.” 


“Huh? Really? Then why don’t | remember seeing you 
before?” 


“| didn’t take professor’s class.” 


“Let me get this straight. Are you saying that there was 
nothing for you to learn in my class? If | wanted to...” 


“That’s not important, | have something to ask.” 
“What is it?” 


He had had to open his mouth so many times to finally get 
to the point. 


Frey felt like Adelia was not a suitable conversational 
partner. 


“Are you Skilled in creating Golems?” 


“To what extent? | should be better than those guys who call 
themselves puppeteers. It’s one of my areas of expertise.” 


Adelia shook a bottle in her hand as she answered. 
“for example.” 


Frey carefully told her the story of Anastasia. 


“If | gave you a core with 1 million ME, could you make it 
into a Golem?” 


“That’s crazy.” 


a ” 


Adelia spoke coolly. 


This time her expression was much more determined than 
when she had talked about Torkunta’s heart. 


Then she shook the bottle some more and raised it to the 
light to inspect it, before speaking. 


“First of all. You said it was a core with 1 million ME right? 
How would you make that? No, well. In theory, it’s possible, 
but it would probably require an Archmage who is crazy 
about golems to spend decades working on it.” 


a“ "m 


He couldn’t refute that. 


When he had first measured the ME in Anastasia’s core he 
himself had doubted what he was seeing. 


His doubt had then turned into astonishment. 


Frey had realised then that it was something that was 
beyond a Golem core. 


“And even if you could somehow make it, there were still 
problems. In order to contain that much ME the entire body 
would need to be made from Orichalcum and the nervous 
system would need to be Mithril. And what about the 
plating? Right. 


Then let’s say you collected all of the materials somehow. To 
create the Golem you’d still need dozens of experts in the 
field to design and form the body, inject the commands into 
it as well as input the ego.” 


The wrapping paper of Schweiser’s last gift to him was much 
more difficult than Frey had anticipated. 


Adelia’s ability was obvious. 


Frey had certainly realized that fact while helping her 
manufacture the elixirs. 


When it came to alchemy, it certainly wasn’t an empty boast 
to say that she was better than the Tower Master. 


That was why the situation was even more helpless. 


“But why do you ask? You don’t have a 1 million ME Golem 
core do you?” 


It would be too much of a shock if he was to take out the 
Golem core after already showing her Torkunta’s heart. 


Frey shook his head. 
“that’s ridiculous.” 
KK 

Time passed. 

Nothing really changed. 


Instead of meditation in the mornings, physical training in 
the afternoons and reading in the evening, Frey spent his 
time with Adelia, making elixirs. 


Adelia had a strange personality, but her skills and 
knowledge were top notch. 


In particular, it was safe to say that there was little that she 
did not know when it came to alchemy. 


‘lf Schweiser was alive, he would’ve made her his disciple no 
matter the cost.’ 


Perhaps the two of them could have had a really good 
master-student relationship. 


As he thought this, Frey paused for a moment and smiled 
bitterly. 


The frequency of which he projected the past onto the 
present was increasing. 


Did that mean he was old now? 

‘... It’s been 4,000 years.’ 

Had he really been stuck in the abyss for 4,000 years? 
Frey had found himself questioning this fact a lot lately. 
He knew that a long time had passed. 


But he didn’t truly know how long it was because he hadn’t 
been counting. 


It was a Space where only his consciousness had floated 
without really affecting anything. 


It was not unreasonable for him to mistake 400 years as 
4,000 years. 


‘But the reason | think 4,000 years have passed is because 
that’s how much time passed in the outside world.’ 


However, it couldn’t be confirmed whether the time in the 
abyss and the outside world were the same or not. 


Frey clicked his tongue. 

‘This is a difficult problem.’ 

It was also not the kind that could easily get an answer. 
Frey decided to reconsider this matter at a later date. 
Smack. 

Thump. 

“Kuh. | lost.” 


Liamson lowered his head for a moment with a somber 
expression on his face. 


Frey smiled and reached out a hand to him. 
“I’m now completely used to your movements.” 
“Ha. You just caught me off guard.” 


He spoke roughly but still reached up and accepted Frey’s 
hand. 


Their win-loss ratio was 50:50 


If it had been a real fight then it might not have even, but 
this result was possible because it was a simple competition. 


Frey glanced at him. 


The Blacktooth Tribe. 
It was one of the circles among the elves. 


Frey was pleased with the fact that different races had 
knowledge of the Demigod and they all had the will to rebel 
together. 


This was completely different 4,000 years ago. 


At that time only the humans and the Dragons dared to bare 
their fangs at the Demigods. 


Dragon. 

Associated with this word was the face of his teacher. 

‘On the off chance that teacher is still alive...’ 

He would be a great help. 

In that case, he wouldn’t even need any more reinforcement. 


But he soon shook his head. The probability of that was too 
low. 


Even in the past, lives were at stake. Moreover, Dragons 
wouldn't easily cooperate with humans. 


This was because they insisted on being mediators. 
In a Way... 


They were quite similar to the Demigods who had many 
restrictions on their use of their transcendental powers. 


“Frey, | have a question today.” 
“You can ask me anything.” 
As Frey nodded, the other Dark Elves also gathered around. 


He no longer needed to melt the power of Frozen River so he 
had a lot more spare time. 


During that time, Frey helped the Dark Elves learn magic. 
(TL: the teacher couldn’t help but teach) 


Of course, it wasn’t just a one-sided relationship. 


“How was yesterday?” Camille asked, to which Frey 
responded. 


“There was still no response.” 


“Don’t be impatient. It usually takes at least three years to 
sense the spirits. If you continue to practice after we leave 
then you might be able to sign a contract someday.” 


Frey learned Spirit Magic from Camille. 


It was also the Darkness Spirit Magic that only Dark Elves 
should be able to handle. 


This couldn’t exactly be considered as a deviation from 
standard magic. 


Once one reached the 7 star level, ordinary training would 
have little effect on them. 


Therefore it made more sense to learn something else in that 
time. 


‘I'll use whatever I can.’ 


But there was one problem. 


As Camille had said, he’d tried to call the spirits, but there 
had been no response. 


“Isn’t it something only you guys can use?” 


“I don’t think so. I’ve taught a few open-minded friends of 
mine before. Although they were only low level spirits, they 
were still able to successfully sign a contract.” 


“Well it won’t work if you hurry, so just take it slow.” 
Frey could only nod at Camille’s words. 


After parting from the Dark Elves, Frey headed to his room to 
wait for Adelia. (TL: how can this not be misunderstood?) 


Today was an important day. (TL:...) 


This was because it was the day that the elixir would finally 
be completed. 


Adelia said that she wanted to do the finishing touches 
alone. 


And she had emphasized that he shouldn’t come till sunset. 
(TL:...) 


Frey listened to her words. 


He didn’t even think about the possibility of her running 
away. 


Even if she did run, he had the confidence to catch her. 


Of course, Adelia had no reason to take it in the first place. 


If she drank if at her current level, then instead of digesting 
it, her entire body would melt into a pool of blood. 


Most importantly, Frey had gained some degree of 
understanding of this strange human called Adelia. 


She was rational and had little interest in anything other 
than satisfying her own knowledge and desire to learn more. 


The sun set. 


Frey was about to get up but he soon felt someone outside 
his door. 


Knowing who it was, he simply walked to the door and 
opened it. 


As he stepped out of the room, he saw Adelia standing there, 
however, there was a rarely seen serious expression on her 
face. 


“Are you done?” 

“l want to ask. You’re going to take this, aren’t you?” 
Frey nodded. 

Adelia hesitated for a moment before she spoke again. 
“I don’t think you should.” 

“Did you fail?” 

He assumed the worst but Adelia shook her head. 


“It’s the opposite. It is very well made.” 


Then she took out a small bottle from her pocket. 


“The ME increased to double the previous amount. It would 
be difficult for even one of the Floor Masters to consume 
this. | know that you are very powerful compared to your 
peers but you should take care of yourself first.” 


“It’s fine.” 
“Huh?” 


Frey collected the elixir from Adelia and gave her a rarely 
seen, genuine smile. 


“| was lucky to have met the professor. No one else could 
have made this elixir so perfectly.” 


“Of course. | am a genius...no, that’s not the point. Didn’t 
you hear me? It’s dangerous.” 


“It's fine. | have the confidence to handle it.” 


Adelia seemed like she wanted to say more but in the end, 
she sighed and gave up. 


Just had Frey had gained an understanding of her, she had 
also done the same for him. 


He was not someone who told lies. 


“Take care of yourself. I’m going now. If you need anything 
else, come and see me. l'Il help you if I’m not busy.” 


“Thank you very much. | will make sure to repay this favor. 
And...” 


Frey took out an item from his bag and gave it to her. 


“| hope that professor will accept this.” 
“Huh?” 
Eiz’s Necklace. 


It was an item that could increase its user’s concentration as 
well as allow them to precisely measure the ME of a material. 


Not only that but it was incredibly helpful to an alchemist 
like her because it allowed her to manage her mana more 
efficiently. 


Above all, it was made with the finest rubies by a First-rate 
craftsman so it was beautiful enough to captivate whoever 
was looking at it. 


But Adelia was thinking something else which caused her 
face to turn red. 


“You, what are you thinking...No-, not a chance. You are a 
student and | am a professor.” 


“Yes?” (TL: 4000 years and he’s still as naive as a child...well 
actually children nowadays...) 


“No-, not a chance! No means no!” 


Adelia blushed and ran back into her room, but she still 
made sure to take the necklace with her. 


a“ ” 


Frey shrugged then looked down at the elixir in his hand. 


It was finally time for him to completely reach 7 stars. 


Chapter 46: Apostle(1 ) 


7 Star Wizard. 
The meaning of those words was by no means simple. 


It was in fact the first step into the realm of Archmages and 
they were guaranteed to be given at least the title of Earl in 
any country on the continent. 


The Kastkau Empire which was also called the Magic Empire 
listed the names of every 7 star wizard on a stone tablet in 
the Imperial Palace. An action that was considered by the 
wizards to be one of the highest honors. 


Frey walked into his room. 


Then he scattered frozen crystals that he had made 
whenever he had free time, around the room. 


These were made with Adelia’s advice and the effect was 
excellent. 


Cold air immediately spread across the room as if it was 
winter. 


Frey waited for a while and then sat when it was cold 
enough that he could see his own breath. 


Then he took the elixir made from Torkunta’s heart and 
drank it in one gulp. 


Frey’s face immediately turned red. 


It felt like he had swallowed a ball of fire. 


The sensation of it going down his throat was as clear as if 
he was holding it in his hand. 


The first thing that had a reaction was the Frozen River that 
had been stored in his mana room. 


Saaah. 
Fire and Ice. 


Similarly to when he was on the Drake Mountain, the two 
energies began clashing again and again. 


However this time, the Frozen River was gently enveloping 
Torkunta’s power. 


M ” 


Frey couldn’t help but give a small smile. It was different 
from the last time. 


At that time he could not control the power of the Frozen 
River and he had only been able to use Torkunta’s unrefined 
power. 


However the cold energy was now stable and Torkunta’s 
heart had been refined to make it easier to digest. 


As Adelia had warned him, the refinement had greatly 
boosted the ME, but that wasn’t much of a problem. 


He was rather pleased. 


Kooo. 


Frey sank into meditation and time passed slowly. 


And by the time Mikel came to visit him, he had already 
made the power of Torkunta’s heart his own. 


In other words, Frey was now a 7 star wizard. 
x KO 
Holbridge. 


This was the name of a small village that was located not far 
away from Uthiano. 


Mikel seemed to think that there was a high possibility that 
the Apostle was there. And the moment that Frey set foot in 
the village, he was sure that Mikel’s assumptions were 
correct. 


‘Divine power. Just feeling it makes me nauseous.’ 
He felt so disgusted that he had goosebumps. 


More importantly, the village was too quiet. Even though it 
was still the middle of the day, somehow the village carried 
a dark feeling. 


“It’s a really small village. There are fewer than 500 
residents here and because they are basically self-sufficient, 
they rarely interact with other villages.” 


“The perfect place for the Apostle to play some tricks.” 
“Exactly.” 
At Liamson’s words, Mikel gave a nod. 


Then Camille’s ears pricked. 


Several young and middle-aged men were approaching 
them. 


A middle-aged man at the front looked at Mikel’s robes 
before bowing his head. 


“Are you a wizard from the Magic Tower?” 

“That’s right. And you are?” 

“lam the mayor of Holbridge, Allard.” 

Allard answered him with a fearful expression on his face. 
“may | ask why Sir Wizard has come to our village?” 
“Have any strangers come to this village recently?” 
“Strangers you Say...?” 


Allard tilted his head to one side and seemed as if he was 
trying to recall to the best of his ability. 


Soon he shook his head. 

“At least, not to my Knowledge.” 

“Are there any dangerous criminals hiding around here?” 
“Well. There is a possibility.” 


Allard seemed like he wanted to assure them, but it was 
dangerous to conclude that it couldn’t happen. 


Allard began to look more frightened. 


Then Frey stepped forward. 

“I only want to ask you one thing.” 

“P-, please ask.” 

“Where are all the villagers?” 

“Yes?” 

Allard had a puzzled expression on his face. 

Frey simply turned his indifferent gaze to the village. 


“| can’t feel the presence of any villagers. It’s as if the village 
is deserted with no one in it. It seems like there is no one but 
the five of you.” 


“Ah...today is...they have work to do. In the forest nearby...” 
“AIl of the villagers?” 

Allard broke into cold sweat. 

“Not all of them. Some...” 

“Liamson, check it out.” 

“Got it.” 

Liamson’s figure disappeared. 

Mikel watched this scene in astonishment. 


This was because a Dark Elf, who were known for being a 
warlike and prideful race, had followed Frey’s orders as 
though he was a loyal subordinate. 


After a while, Liamson returned. 

“There is no one in the village. And...” 

He looked at Allard without any expression on his face. 
“There were large pools of blood.” 


“K, kuoh!” (TL: it should be a roar, but | can’t exactly put 
‘r-, roar’ now can I?) 


Allard’s expression changed instantly. 
Then a change began to take place. 


His back became hunched, the nails on his curled fingers 
began elongating and his mouth ripped all the way to his 
ears. 


He became a monster that looked like a wolf. (TL: 
werewolves everywhere crying out in protest rn) 


It wasn’t just Allard, but also the men who were beside him 
that also began to transform. 


“Th-, the Demigod’s creatures!” 
Mikel shouted and used a spell. 
“Flame Wall!” 

A wall of fire rose up in front of him. 
“Kieeek!” 


But the monsters easily broke through the wall and pounced 
at Mikel. 


“Oh my God!” 


He didn’t expect them to break through a 4 star spell so 
easily. 


Mikel’s entire body stiffened. 

He was a wizard who didn’t have much practical experience. 
But Frey had already finished casting his spell by then. 
“Wind cutter.” 

Pah pah pat. 


Blades made of invisible wind tore the bodies of the 
monsters into pieces in an instant. 


The easily crossed flame wall was immediately 
overshadowed. 


Most of the monsters’ blood and body parts fell into a 
puddle. Only Allard was left. 


He stared at Frey with an unbelievable expression. 


“|-, impossible. A creature who directly received his power... 
d-, died from just a simple wind cutter...” 


Bam. 
Thud! 
“Ugh...” 


Liamson overpowered Allard and Frey walked up to him 
before speaking in a cold voice. 


“Tell me everything you know.” 
“I, | don’t know anything.” 


l ” 


Of course, he didn’t expect him to open his mouth so easily 
since he was a Demigod Fanatic. 


Therefore Frey decided to use the most efficient method of 
torture. 


Fire. 
“Uh, uh...wh-, what are you doing?” 
Crackle. (TL: sfx...my bane...) 


When a small flame appeared in Frey’s hand, Allard began 
shaking his head with a horrified expression on his face. 


“St-, stop!” 
“Liamson, hold his left eye open.” 


Liamson did as he said and forced Allard’s left eye open and 
as he did that, Frey’s flame began shrinking until it would be 
able to fit in his eye. 


Allard’s already pale face paled even further. 
“Can a wizard from the empire do something like this?!” 


“There’s no law that says | can’t. In my eyes, you’ve already 
become livestock. Don’t expect to be treated like a human 
being.” 


Just as Frey’s flame was about to reach Allard. 


“Stop.” 

It was Camille’s voice. 

Frey simply threw her a glance. 
Instead, it was Liamson who got angry. 


“You’re not going to talk about morality and ethics here, are 
you teacher?” 


“Of course not. It’s just that there is a simpler and easier 
way.” 


After saying that, she began muttering in a low voice. 


Frey recognized the language even though he did not 
understand her words. 


‘Ancient Elvish?’ 

Shiiik- 

Something bizarre then appeared from Camille’s shadow. 
It was a creature with a round body and a single eye. 
Only then did Liamson realise what she meant. 


“Ah...! | see. You’re thinking about stealing the information 
using the spirits of Darkness.” 


“Is that a spirit of Darkness?” 
“That’s right. It’s a Dark Gorun, a high class spirit.” 


The Dark Gorun rolled its eye around. 


Then Camille spoke in a calm voice. 
“Take control of that man’s mind.” 


a“ ” 


The Dark Gorun spoke in a weird voice before transforming 
into steam and being sucked into Allard’s head. 


“Hu-, hutitik!” 


Allard shook, his eyes closed and drool began pouring from 
his mouth. 


He was like a man with a damaged brain. 
Mikel couldn’t help but ask anxiously. 
“What if he dies?” 


“I can control that much. It might look like it’s going wrong 
but it’s fine.” 


l ” 


As he saw this, Mikel got the feeling that even if he had to 
die, he shouldn’t get captured by a Dark Elf. 


After a while, Allard, who looked completely muddleheaded, 
spoke quietly. 


“Words...do it...” 


Camille glanced and Frey, hinting for him to ask his 
questions. 


“Where are the villagers?” 


“All are de...ad.” 
Mikel shivered. 


Camille and Liamson on the other hand did not show any 
emotion. 


“Why did you kill them?” 
“The offering...we needed to.” 
“What offering?” 


“,.create the creatures...to liberate the power of the 
Apostle...” 


“Liberate? What are you liberating?” 

“Uh, ubh...” 

Allard began to shake and Camilla cried out in haste. 
“Get back!” 

At that moment, Allard’s body swelled. 


His eyeballs popped out like they were about to fall out of 
his head and a strange sound could be heard from inside his 
body. 


Boom! 


Allard’s body exploded, his flesh, bones and blood scattering 
everywhere. 


Frey didn’t receive any damage as he activated the spell in 
his Typhoon Earrings. 


Camille approached with a stiff face. 


“His mind was already being controlled. He was supposed to 
explode right before revealing any important information.” 


“That’s cruel. He’s treating his own men as expendable.” 
“The situation is not good.” 

Mikel approached with a stiff face. 

He pointed at the monsters on the ground and continued. 


“There are also grades among Apostles. Weak ones can’t 
create creatures, and they’re not too hard to deal with. If he 
can make creatures of this level then the power of this 
Apostle is considerable. This...this problem is out of our 
league.” 


“So? Do you intend to withdraw?” 


“In the first place, this was only for reconnaissance. First, 
let’s head back to the tower and wait for Honor Lukes to 
return.” 


“We have to continue.” 


For a moment, Mikel and Frey’s gazes clashed in midair, 
neither of them appearing like they would back down. 


Finally it was Mikel who opened his mouth. 
“Why?” 


“The Apostle is already aware of our approach now. We don’t 
know when Honor Lukes is returning and there is no 
guarantee that the Apostle would still be here when he gets 
back. Which means you might lose him.” 


“Is there any other reason?” 


“He wouldn’t have time to come up with a contingency plan 
to deal with us right now. These flimsy creatures and the 
empty village are proof. When you return the next time you 
can be assured that he would have prepared effective 
countermeasures to welcome you.” 


“you don’t know anything.” 
Mikel shook his head. 


“I’ve heard your reasons. We can say that they are not wrong 
and that there are benefits to going now, however the 
disadvantage of not having Honor Lukes still outweighs 
them.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“He’s a 7 star wizard. You need at least one Archmage to 
fight an Apostle head on. It’s not a recommendation, it’s a 
requirement. Just like a knight uses a sword and a wizard 
uses a Staff.” 


“I can fill the space for Honor Lukes.” 
“Ha.” 
A look of coldness flashed across Mikel’s face. 


“I admit that you have great talents and accomplishments 
for your young age, but arrogance will only lead you to an 
early grave.” 


“I’m not being arrogant.” 


“Do you really want me to get angry?” 


Frey simply stared at Mikel and at that moment Mikel felt a 
shiver for some reason. 


‘Wh-, what was that?’ 
He had an indescribable feeling. 
Then Frey held out one palm. 


As Mikel looked at it in confusion, flames appeared over his 
hand. 


Crackle. 
“What are you doing?” 
Frey didn’t answer. 


Instead, he held out his other palm, and on this one, cold air 
began to form. 


Crack. 


As Mikel’s expression became strange, Frey slowly began 
combining the flames and the cold air together. 


“What!?” 

Mikel was startled. 

The fusion of two opposing elements! 
That was crazy. 


It was a Suicidal act and it wouldn’t be strange if it caused 
an explosion. 


It was then that Mikel tried to stop him. 
“What are you doing!?... Huh?” 
The two elements merged together smoothly. 


A small storm of fire and ice had been created above Frey’s 
palm. 


Mikel’s expression hardened like a stone. 


“Perfect fusion of opposing elements...th-, that’s only 
possible after reaching at least 7 stars...” 


Shuk. 
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The storm disappeared from Frey’s hand and he spoke in his 
usual indifferent tone. 


“I'll fill the space of Honor Lukes.” 


Chapter 47: Apostie(2) 


Liamson pointed to the village and said. 


“| forgot to tell you, but there’s a strange body in the 
center.” 


A strange body? 


Led by Liamson, they immediately went directly to that 
place. 


As he'd said, there was a charred body in the center of the 
village. 


Camille squatted down and began examining the body, but 
she didn’t touch it, in case it was a trap. 


The cause of death was immediately apparent. 
“It wasn’t burnt. | think they were struck by lightning.” 


“It seems the Demigod’s Apostle might have the power of 
lightning.” 


At those words, Frey turned to look at Mikel. 


“You said that the Apostles can use the Demigods’ powers. 
To what extent can they borrow their powers?” 


“Well. Come to think of it, | was never told in detail.” 


Mikel inwardly realised that he was treating Frey as a 
superior. 


He managed to keep his composure without being disturbed 
by the things that were happening, so it was impossible to 
treat him like a newbie. 


“It’s true that the Demigods have transcendental powers, 
but they can’t fully utilize them on the continent. We don’t 
know for sure, but if certain conditions aren’t met or they 
aren't in specific areas then their power is limited.” 


That was all he knew. 


The thing to note however, was that they did not know what 
those conditions were yet. 


There were some things that they had noticed but even then 
they couldn’t be certain. 


Frey focused on Mikel’s words without expressing any 
opinions of his own. 


“It’s through the existence of the Apostles that they are able 
to bypass those limits. Every Demigod is able to create one 
Apostle to follow their will.” 


“Is one the maximum?” 


“As far as we know, it is. And the created Apostles can use 
the powers of the Demigod they serve.” 


Frey’s expression became serious. 


“Then doesn’t that mean that the Circle’s situation is quite 
desperate?” 


“Not exactly. The Demigods have their own risks.” 


Frey’s gaze became sharp. 


“What risks?” 
“If you kill an Apostle, it will affect the Demigod.” 
Mikel continued his words with a serious expression as well. 


“The Circle has some information on a few Demigods who 
are hiding in the Kastkau Empire. It is valuable information 
that took us as little as a few decades and as much as a few 
centuries to gather.” 


This was great news. 


If the Demigods truly wanted to disappear then there was no 
way that the Circle would be able to find any traces, but 
they did not do that. 


However, Frey had been given a glimpse of the Demigods’ 
arrogance from this information. 


It was almost certain that they knew the humans were 
keeping tabs on them. Yet they chose not to respond to it. 


This was obviously a sign. 


They were convinced that regardless of what they did, the 
humans would be unable to stop them. 


“We once defeated a Demigod’s Apostle in the Kastkau 
Empire. Then something strange happened.” 


“Something strange?” 
“The Demigod disappeared.” 
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Mikel’s eyes sharpened. 


“It was then that we were sure. Killing the Apostles has some 
effect on the Demigods.” 


Frey had never heard such rumors. 


Because he had experienced it in the past, he knew how 
impossible it was to face the Demigods head on. 


He had thought that it would be nice if they had found some 
way to deal damage to them but now he had learned of the 
existence of Apostles. 


‘But why did they create such an existence?’ 
They weren’t there 4,000 years ago. 
Did they learn how to create Apostles over the years? 


Or were they able to do it from the start but there was 
another reason why they decided to use them now? 
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Anyway, there were now even more reasons why they 
couldn’t back down here. 


If they could really deal damage to the Demigod, then it was 
worth it to risk it and try to kill the Apostle. 


“That’s all | know.” 
“It’s enough.” 


As Liamson looked around, his eyes were soon drawn to a hill 
behind the village. 


“Now that we’re done talking, we can start looking for the 
Apostle. My teacher and | will go up that hill. We will be able 


to see the surrounding area from there.” 


“Then Mr. Mikel and I will look around the village one more 
time.” 


“Sure.” 
Liamson and Camille then left. 


Mikel, who was now alone with Frey, turned to him and 
asked. 


“...how old are you this year?” 
“l'm twenty.” 
Mikel’s body shook for a moment. 


“Twenty...! At that age you managed to reach the 7 star 
level. Really...| really can’t believe it.” 


His astonishment was natural. 


There had never been a 7 star wizard in history who was as 
young as he was. 


Could the word ‘genius’ even describe him? 
“Aren't 7 star wizards common in the Circle?” 


“Not really. If you are 7 stars, then you would get the 
position of Force Honor in any circle.” 


Shepard and the wizard named Lukes were Force Honors. 


He had also learned of the higher positions Circle Rounder 
and Circle Master. 


Frey slowly feigned ignorance and said. 
“I’m a bit interested in the Phisfounder Armlets.” 
“Hmm? You’re interested in our circle?” 


“If you're not interested in Iris Phisfounder’s black magic, 
contracts and summons, you couldn’t claim to be a wizard.” 


“Hoho! That’s right.” 
Mikel smiled proudly at those words. 


From his conversations with Shepard, Frey had learned that 
each circle member had an extreme amount of pride in their 
respective organizations. 


However, Mikel let out a low laugh, unaware of Frey’s 
thoughts. 


‘If Frey joined our circle then it would be a tremendous boost 
in strength.’ 


Maybe he could be a step ahead of the Lucid Swords and 
Strow Necklaces. 


If the talent of this up and coming young man was revealed, 
it would certainly cause a huge commotion within the circle. 


They would all go all out to invite Frey. 


This was his chance to put in a few words before the massive 
recruitment war started. It was a huge advantage. 


Mikel opened his mouth the same moment that he came to 
that conclusion. 


“The Phisfounder Armlets, Lucid Swords and Strow 
Necklaces. These three circles are normally referred to as the 
Three Heads. This is because they have the most strength, 
numbers and influence out of all the circles.” 


“| see,” 


“Our Phisfounder Armlets are a bit smaller when compared 
to the other two circles. However, we have a large number of 
contractors and summoners. Of course, the number of pure 
wizards like me is not small either.” 


Contractors were those who made contracts with Demons 
from the Demon World while Summoners were those who 
summoned Demons to do their bidding. (TL: should | change 
‘Demon World’ to ‘Underworld?’) 


Mikel explained that becoming a contractor or a summoner 
relied more heavily on talent than being a pure wizard. 


This meant that simply putting in the effort would not be 
able to help them much. 


“Our leader, Master Altan, has signed a contract with 
Barbatos, one of the Grand Dukes in the Demon World.” 


“Demon of Greed Barbatos?” 
Frey couldn’t help but be surprised at that bit of information. 


The Grand Dukes of the Demon World were very cunning 
and incredibly dangerous. 


It was a well known fact that it was incredibly hard to signa 
contract with a Grand Duke rank Demon because they all 
viewed humans as nothing more than bugs. 


Mikel’s face was shining with pride. 


“| guess you know a bit about the demons of the Demon 
World. Everything I’ve said is true.” 


“That’s...pretty amazing.” 


Iris was the only one that Frey knew who had been able to 
sign a contract with the Grand Dukes. 


Although she had signed contracts with three Grand Dukes, 
he didn’t know if Master Altan had also signed contracts 
with more Grand Dukes. 


“It seems that the Phisfounder Armlets aren’t all witches.” 


“I told you. There are pure wizards like me. It is the same in 
all the circles. There are Magic Warriors in the Strow 
Necklaces and Wizards in the Lucid Swords. It’s only that the 
numbers are slightly lower and their strengths are a bit 
weaker.” 


As Mikel said this, he turned to look at the hill that Liamson 
had gone to. 


“Actually that’s not that big of a deal. It might seem funny to 
say this, but the Circle is an open organization. Although 
only a few people would actually admit.” 


Well. He’d never expected to fight side by side with Dark 
Elves one day. 


“I’m telling you this specifically, but among the Force 
Honors in our circle, there is a Half-Demon.” 
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Afterward, Mikel continued to list the advantages of the 
Phisfounder Armlets. 


Frey nodded cooperatively, pretending to be interested, but 
the thoughts in his head were completely different. 


‘He hasn’t told me any key information.’ 


There was absolutely no words about the identities of the 
Circle Master or Circle Rounders who Frey was most 
interested in. 


Although he knew the Circle Master’s name was Altan and 
that he was contracted to a Grand Duke rank Demon, it 
seemed that he didn’t know any other useful pieces of 
information. 


Perhaps the fact Altan was contracted to a Grand Duke was 
something that was known by most of the circle members. 


With that kind of achievement, they would not embarrass 
the pride of the Three Head Circles. 


‘Or maybe Mikel just doesn’t know much.’ 


Mikel was powerful enough to become a Floor Master in the 
3rd Magic Tower, but in the circle he was not even strong 
enough to become an executive. 


It seemed that if he wanted more information, it would be 
better to talk to an executive like Shepard. 


By the time their conversation had ended, Liamson and 
Camille had returned. 


Camille spoke with her characteristically calm face. 


“There is a forest over the hill, it seems to be suspicious.” 


“Suspicious?” 


“There was a bloody smell, but no traces in the forest. It 
gave me a bad feeling.” 


“Dead forest. It’s a dead forest.” 
Liamson had an unpleasant look on his face. 


Regardless of their behaviour, Dark Elves were also a race of 
the forests, so seeing damaged trees made them upset. 


First, they headed toward the forest. 


Frey felt the strangely unpleasant air and finally understood 
what Liamson meant by ‘Dead Forest’. 


There wasn’t even the sound of small insects or the fresh 
smell of grass. 


It was as if all ‘life’ was missing from the forest. 
Camille clicked her tongue. 

“Only a shell is left. Even the trees are dead.” 
“It was all absorbed.” 

“Right.” 


Camille nodded at Frey’s words before kneeling on one knee 
and putting her palm on the ground. 


“...The entire forest is likely a trap. It’s impossible to get a 
sense of what’s happening inside because of some sort of 
array.” 


Everyone’s eyes simultaneously turned to Frey. 


“What should we do?” 
Frey though for a moment before opening his mouth. 


“You said that this forest is already dead. So you wouldn’t 
mind if | destroyed it right?” 


“It doesn’t matter, but how? It won’t be easy to burn the 
forest with the interference from the array.” 


“I don’t intend to burn it.” 

It was dangerous to set fire to the forest. 

Frey got closer to the forest and looked around. 
‘This is it. The array.’ 


Just as Camille had said, he could feel something covering 
the forest. 


Frey stood there blankly for a while. 
Liamson looked toward Camille and asked. 
“What is Frey doing?” 

“al think he’s looking at the array.” 

“The focal point of the array?” 

“That’s right.” 


Camille was looking at Frey with a dubious expression on her 
face. 


Breaking down an array that had already been activated was 
very complicated and time consuming. 


Mikel was also aware of this face. 


‘It would take at least 2 days to break down this kind of 
array...’ 


In order to destroy the array, not only did the wizard’s level 
need to be high, but their brain must be extraordinary. 


This was because one had to find the answers for dozens or 
even hundreds of intertwined equations and expressions 
using only mental arithmetic. 


If one made even a single mistake then there was a chance 
that they would entangle the array even more, or there 
could be backlash that they would suffer from directly. 


Then Frey seemed to come out of his daze and walked back 
to the group. 


Camille looked at him and said. 


“If you intend to destroy the array properly then we will stay 
here and stand guard.” 


“There’s no need for that.” 
Frey shot a strange gaze at Camille. 
“Then?” 


“The array has already been destroyed. Now all | need to do 
is destroy the forest.” 


“Wh-, what?” 


“You should step back.” 


Camille, Liamson and Mikel all stepped back with confused 
expressions on their faces. 


Frey looked at the forest once again and cast a spell. 
“Windstorm.” 

Hoooo. 

A violent wind suddenly began blowing in the area. 
Mikel hurriedly cast a Barrier spell. 


This was because the winds were so strong that he felt that 
his body would be blown away. 


Liamson and Camille also hurriedly entered the barrier. 
Kooo. 
Frey’s robe fluttered violently. 


The huge storm that was happening in front of him had 
already reached the level where it could be considered a 
natural disaster. 


Mikel opened his mouth wide as he witnessed this incredible 
feat of magic. 


‘Un-, unbelievable!’ 
The fluctuating mana! 


And the storm! 


Mikel had thought that Frey was just a wizard who had 
recently reached the 7 star level, but the magical power that 
he was currently exhibiting was beyond imagination. 


It was not enough to say that he already had great 
achievements 


Kuaah. 
The storm literally smashed against the forest. 


Trees were uprooted and huge boulders were thrown into the 
sky as though they were small pebbles. 


Even Camille’s normally calm expression could not help but 
change when she saw this seemingly transcendental sight. 


And when the storm stopped. 
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In the completely decimated forest, a man could be seen 
walking. 


Frey realised that that man was most likely the Apostle. 
It was then. 


Mikel’s face became overcome with grief when he noticed 
this man. 


“I, | don’t believe it. This...this is impossible.” 
“You know who that is?” 
“Ah, it’s... Honor Lukes...!” 


“What?” 


Liamson’s face twisted and Mikel kept speaking with a 
trembling voice. 


“That’s Honor Lukes, the deputy head of the 3rd Magic 
Tower.” 


Chapter 48: Apostle(3) 


It was a middle-aged man. 


He didn’t have any distinct characteristics, but there were 
no clothes on his upper half, exposing his skinny form. 


His body was not trained. (TL: yeah well at least he’s 
‘skinny’) 


In all honesty, this person did not appear to be the deputy 
head of a magic tower. 


However, Frey and the other three immediately became 
tense. 


‘It’s been a long time. This dirty feeling.’ 
Divine power. 


Seeing that the man in front of him gave off remnants of 
power similar to that of the Demigods, he was certain that 
the Apostles were able to use a bit of the Demigods’ powers. 


“Ah, Honor Lukes. Why are you here?” 
Frey sighed deeply. 


Mikel did not make a good judgement. Or he was forcefully 
averting his eyes from the truth. (TL: Ostrich) 


The situation was clear to everyone who witnessed it. 


Honor Lukes was one of the Demigod’s informants. 


He might have been a true circle member in the past, but 
now he was nothing better than a servant for the Demigods. 


Mikel was the only one here who could not accept it. 
Lukes spoke with an indifferent tone. 


“Mikel, my friend. Didn’t I tell you to wait? | thought you 
were supposed to be good at following orders.” 


“Th-, there’s something wrong here. Te-, tell me this isn’t 
true! I...” 


“Hoo. That’s too bad. You could’ve lived if you had killed 
your curiosity.” 


Lukes pat his waist. 


“Hmm. | don’t think | need to answer to a wizard. Then, 
good-bye.” 


There were no signs. 
After speaking, Lukes simply glanced at Mikel. 


But Frey, who had fought the Demigods many times before, 
was able to react to it. 


Clang! 
Mikel collapsed. 


All he’d felt was a faint lightning energy coming from Lukes 
fingers. 


He looked at Lukes with a horrified expression. 


Mikel knew that if he had been hit by that attack then he 
would have died immediately. 


Lukes turned to Frey with a surprised expression. 
“Huh? You were able to block that? What are you?” 
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“Indeed...it wasn’t just the two Blacktooth members who 
came. Which circle are you from?” 


Frey didn’t answer and instead glanced at Mikel who 
climbed up from the ground. 


“...nonsense. A circle executive becoming the servant of a 
Demigod. Th-, then the artifact that you have...” (TL: was 
tempted to use ‘bs’ since that also works) 


“I can’t use it. Of course, | am unable to use mana anymore. 
But it doesn’t matter. | now have a much more powerful form 
of energy.” 


There was a glow of madness in his eyes. 
Frey looked at him with an unpleasant expression. 
Fanaticism. 


There might not have been any Apostles 4,000 years ago, 
but there were still enough people who chose to worship 
Demigods. 


He’d seen them, fought them, killed them. 


Frey realised. 


The man in front of them wasn’t being manipulated or 
confused. 


He had already pledged his allegiance to a Demigod of his 
own free will. 


Frey turned to Mikel and muttered. 


“You need to pull yourself together. It is clear that he doesn’t 
intend to spare us.” 


“Ke, kuh...” 
Mikel’s shaking eyes became clear and firm. 


No matter what, he was a Floor Master who had gone 
through his own share of hardships as well as a circle 
member. 


The stronger a wizard was, the better they were at 
controlling their own mind and calming their emotions. 


Mikel managed to regain his composure without 
embarrassing himself further. 


Lukes looked on with interest. 


“I see. So you are the one who broke the array and destroyed 
the forest. That isn’t something that Mikel could do. You’ve 
already reached the 7 stars levels. No matter how | look at 
you, you’re not over the age of thirty. Impressive.” 


“Why did you betray the circle?” 
“Kukuku.” 


Lukes let out a low laugh. 


“| realised that no matter how hard we struggle, we couldn’t 
defeat them...we are less than worms in their eyes. A fly that 
can be trampled to death at any time.” 


Flames seemed to flutter within Frey’s eyes. 
There were people who'd made the same argument. 


The unpleasant memories of that time seemed to come back 
to him. 


“We're not worms.” 
“Humans are not worms.” 


Frey spoke each word slowly as though he was chewing 
them, the anger in his eyes clear. 


‘Frey?’ 
Liamson took a quiet breath at the sight. 


In the short time that he’d known him, Liamson felt that Frey 
had a very special countenance. 


He seemed to always be in control of his emotions and he 
didn’t speak easily. His smiles were faint and he was calm 
even when making jokes. 


Liamson could hardly imagine the sight of him expressing 
intense feelings such as anger or sadness. 


That Frey was now showcasing anger so fierce, he felt like he 
could see it. 


“You gave in.” 


“| gave in?” 


“I know that the Demigods are transcendent beings. 
Everyone in the circle knows. Still, they don’t hesitate to 
confront them. Why do you think that is?” 


He said circle, but in fact Frey was talking about himself and 
his friends. 


“Do you think they aren’t scared? Do you think it’s because 
they are ignorant of the Demigods’ true power? Not at all. 
They know everything but they still have the courage to 
face it. To overcome it without running away!” (TL: QU!) 


“People in the world see them and think they are foolish.” 
Frey let out a cold laugh. 


“It’s better to be an idiot than a coward. You don’t deserve to 
speak ill about them, you piece of garbage.” 


“Huhuhu. A young man who knows how to make use of his 
mouth. Then what was | supposed to do?” 


Kwajik. 

A huge thunderbolt formed in Lukes hand, letting off small 
sparks of electricity. 

There seemed to be excitement in his gaze. 


“Look at this. This is power. The power of lightning. Pure 
lightning that could never be made with magic...you don’t 
need to learn a mind breaking formula or worry about how to 
efficiently distribute your mana. Just by accepting his power, 
it became mine. | have more power than any 7 star wizard.” 


Kurrung! 


Dark clouds began forming in the sky. 


They were no ordinary clouds, but thunder clouds filled with 
lightning that were able to instantly turn a human into 
ashes. 


Kwang! 
Lightning struck the ground, scorching it black. 


The sheer power of nature itself caused Liamson’s face to 
stiffen. He realised that if he was hit even once, he would 
become a corpse like the one in the village. 


Frey checked the power of his team. 


Liamson was a true warrior. Although his talent in magic was 
high, he would only be able to showcase 100% of his 
strength by fighting with his body. 


On the other hand, Mikel was an atypical wizard. For 
example, a warrior like Liamson would only need to take 
three steps before he slit his throat without giving hima 
chance to launch his spell. 


Camille was an allrounder. She was a better warrior than 
Liamson, and a better wizard than Mikel. 


Maybe she would be the key to this fight. 


Frey came up with some of the most efficient tactics with 
this group and then he picked the most appropriate one for 
the current situation. 


“Liamson, you'll take the lead. You have to pay attention to 
that guy’s movements. Imagine that the lives of the other 
two are in your hands.” 


“Understood.” 


“Mr. Mikel please block that man’s divine power from the 
back. Of course, you shouldn’t face it head on. You have to 
stop before reaching your limits.” 


Magic and Divine power were two opposing forces. 


If they went head to head, then the side with the most 
power would overwhelm the other side, but depending on 
the wizard’s ability, they could make it annoying for the 
opponent to utilize their power. 


“U-, understood.” 


Mikel wondered how Frey, who was meeting an Apostle for 
the first time, was about to make such accurate judgements, 
but now was not the time to ask. 


Finally, Frey turned to Camille. 


“Camille, you have the most important role. | need you to 
help fill in the gaps left by Liamson and Mikel. You'll need to 
have a wide view of the entire battlefield and understanding 
the situation at all times will be your top priority, can you do 
it?” 


“lcan.” 

“Good.” 

Liamson looked at Frey and asked. 
“What about you?” 

“PIL move separately.” 


It was more efficient to use two units than to come together 
for an all out attack. One unit had just been completed. 


There were only three of them, but they would be fine as 
long as they worked together. 


The other unit would be made up of Frey alone. 
Camille anxiously asked. 
“will you be okay?” 


“This will be the last time you can afford to worry about 
someone else. | assure you.” 


As he finished his words, Frey began running straight to 
Lukes. 


Liamson, Camille and Mikel began running in the opposite 
direction. 


“Huh...” 
Lukes let out a short laugh. 


At that moment, indiscriminate lightning began falling from 
the sky. 


Kungkungkung! 


The lightning either scorched the ground black or sent bits 
and pieces flying. 


This destructive power kept Frey from feeling relaxed in any 
way. 


‘The barrier from the Typhoon Earrings could only take three 
hits...no | should assume that it can only take two.’ 


Frey decided that it wasn’t the time to hide any cards. 


Woowoong. 


The Staff of the Great Sage, which had been in the shape of 
a bracelet, revealed its true form. 


With this, his magic power increased by several times. 


He didn’t know the defense of the Apostle, but he was sure 
that he could at least do some damage. 


First, he would check the enemy’s reactions. 
“Burning Ground.” 

7 star magic! 

10% of his total mana disappeared in an instant. 


Frey’S mana pool was incredibly high, but the 7 star spell 
Burning Ground required much more mana than other spells 
of its rank. 


Massive flames covered the area as dozens of fires sprung 
up at the same time. The heat of these flames converging 
upon Lukes. 


Because of the reinforcement by the staff, the magic power 
of the spell was now comparable to Torkunta’s breath. 


However, Lukes wasn’t troubled at all and instead scoffed 
softly. 


“Hng!” 


Paat. 
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The attack didn’t reach him. Frey realised it even though his 
vision was blurred by the flames. 


He didn’t feel the sensation that would’ve occurred. 

Pijik. 

The flames slowly disappeared and the figure of Lukes was 
once again revealed. His body was wrapped in a sphere of 
lightning. 

‘What tremendous defense.’ 


He didn’t even scratch it. 


“Hahaha! You are fairly skilled for a 7 star wizard but you 
could never crack my Lightning Barrier with just that level of 
Skill.” 


Frey ignored his words and swung the Staff of the Great 
Sage. 


Kugugu. 


There were 5 skill storage slots. In them, he had stored three 
attack spells, one Blink and one Warp. 


Frey used two of them simultaneously. 


Dozens of 5 star Flaming Balls appeared. Followed by a6 
star spell Frost Scream 


“It’s no use!” 
Boom boom boom! 


The sound was loud, but there was still no significant 
damage. 


However, Frey had gotten an understanding of the Lightning 
Barrier. 


‘It’s not that it takes no damage, but that it recovers faster 
than the damage is being done.’ 


And the thing that provided the necessary energy for it to 
recover was none other than the thunderclouds in the sky. 


The vacant location where the dead forest had once stood 
had become a devastating battlefield that would never 
regain its former appearance. 


The lightning that Lukes utilized himself and the lightning 
that constantly fell from the sky with bright flashes of light 
and loud sounds could easily distract the mind. 


Even a wizard who had encountered many hardships would 
not be able to cast their spells in all of this noise. 


As he tried to come up with a plan, Frey avoided Lukes 
indiscriminate attacks with a combination of Haste and 
Blink. 

Even so, he did not forget to counterattack occasionally. 


Frey specialised mostly in spells of the Fire and Water 
attributes. 


Even when he didn’t cast the spell that took longer, he was 
still able to present a formidable and destructive power. 


However, the two attributes weren’t enough. 


Even if they managed to reach the barrier, their power 
would be reduced by half. 


Wind attribute magic. 


Wind magic, which showed its strength in destroying spells, 
terrain and barriers was his best option to eliminate the 
thunderstorm. 


And of course, the range was also fairly high. 


However, it was difficult for Frey to do it directly. Not only 
because it would lack power when compared to his fire and 
water attributes, but because he could not make the time to 
do so. 


‘It’s not possible to significantly shorten the casting time like 
with fire or water magic.’ 


To be able to accumulate enough power to blow away the 
thunderclouds, he’d need to charge the spell for at least 1 
minute. 


‘Lukes wouldn’t miss that opening.’ 


Even now, Lukes was giving almost all of his attention to 
Frey. 


Casting for one minute in this situation was tantamount to 
Suicide. 


But it didn’t need to be 7 star magic. 


He pretended not to notice the weakness of the lightning 
barrier and intended to give a mission to the other group. 


Frey telepathically contacted Camille when he had a bit of 
breathing space. 


[Camille, we need to get rid of the thunderclouds. Can you 
do it?] 


One of the most important things when casting spells was 
how calm and stable the caster was. 


Rather than a 7 star spell that had been cast unstably, the 6 
star spells cast by the three of them together would be much 
stronger. 


[I can do it if Mikel helps me. But...] 
[We’ll get Lukes attention.] 
Frey subconsciously gave a small smile. 


[lIl take care of that. ] 


Chapter 49: Apostie(4) 


‘What the hell is he?’ 
Lukes looked at Frey with a surprised gaze. 


Even though he was a 7 star wizard, he couldn’t be older 
than thirty. 


It was surprising, but it was not exactly impossible. He had 
seen a few people in the circle who had ridiculous talents. 


The reason why Lukes was shocked was not because of 
Frey’s talent. Instead, it was the composure that he was 
displaying. 


Hm... 


Lukes had seen a few geniuses before and felt that he knew 
more about them than other people. 


Basically, they were arrogant. 


They might not think so, but to Lukes who had a lot of 
experience, there was always a flaw that he could find. 


Whether it was carelessness stemming from their hubris or 
from their lack of hands on experience, there were always 
flaws. 


But Lukes couldn’t find any of that now. 


Frey did not show any carelessness. 


There wasn’t even space for him to insert a needle. It was 
ridiculous. 


Furthermore, Frey was a child who didn’t even have wrinkles 
on his face. He was at an age where he couldn’t have much 
real life experience. 


‘This...it’s like I’m dealing with an old Archmage!’ 


As long as he had the divine power, the fact that his 
opponent was a 7 star Archmage made no difference. 


In fact, with the power of his lightning, even if three 
Archmages tried to face him, they would still not be enough. 
After all, he was once an Archmage before becoming the 
Demigod’s Apostle. (TL: *cough* slave *cough*) 


Therefore he knew the strengths and weaknesses of wizards. 
He knew dozens of ways that he could use that information 
to improve the war situation or to even pressure the 
Opponent. 

But Frey seemed to always be one step ahead of him. 

‘Am | really losing this fight?’ 

Lukes had no choice but to admit it. 

Otherwise, there was no reason to explain why he couldn’t 
take down a single Archmage, two Dark Elves and a Floor 
Master. 


Boom Boom Boom! 


The Flame Balls crashed down once again. 


The spell couldn’t break through the Lightning Barrier but 
Lukes couldn’t help but have a bad feeling inside. 


He could tell just by listening to these sounds that the power 
of this magic had already surpassed that of a 7 star wizard. 


Without the lightning barrier, he would have already been 
covered in blood. 


Lukes kept an eye on Frey’s behavior and paid attention to 
his seemingly unending attacks. 


‘He is deliberately using loud spells. Is he trying to hold my 
attention?’ 


So what was his real purpose? 


Lukes turned his focus to Mikel’s team, who were moving in 
their formation. 


They tried to hide it, but he was able to feel that the mana 
around them was shaking. It felt like wind attributed mana. 


Lukes’ eyes flashed. 


“These guys! They’re thinking of getting rid of the 
thunderclouds with wind spells!” 


Bang! 


At that moment the strength of the thunderstorm seemed to 
have doubled in strength. 


Frey clicked his tongue. 


‘He figured it out faster than | expected.’ 


Perhaps because he had been a former wizard, but it was 
difficult for them to completely conceal their intentions for 
long. 


Frey didn’t think that he was in any position to conserve his 
mana anymore. 


The most powerful spells he could use at the moment were 
from the fire and water attributes. 


However, water attribute spells would have a disadvantage 
against the power of lightning. 


Therefore there was only one option left. 
Kooo. 


Mana began soaring rapidly around Frey. Thousands of red 
threads seemed to be flying around him. 


Lukes, who had been focusing on Mikel’s group, let out an 
involuntary shiver. 


“Th-, that much mana! Newbie! Who the hell are you?” 
Frey didn’t answer him. 


The spell that he was preparing to use boasted the highest 
destructive power among all 7 star spells. 


Frey wanted to maximize the damage caused by this spell as 
much as possible. 


Lukes swung his hand. 


Boom! 


A thunderbolt struck down from the sky and spears made of 
lightning formed within the thunderstorm before flying 
toward him. 


But just before the attacks hit, Frey opened his mouth. 
“Lava Blast.” 
Boom Boom Boom! 


There was a huge explosion, followed by Lukes’ screams as 
he felt the horrific pain of his right hand getting burned. 


“Kuaack!” 
Pain? 
Was he feeling pain right now? 


This was the first time since he had become an Apostle. 
Lukes couldn’t even believe that his lightning barrier had 
been breached. 


Lukes bit his lower lip so hard that it bled in an effort to 
forcibly keep control of his mind which felt like it would fly 
away because of the intense pain. 


‘Lava Blast! This spell is dangerous!’ 


His right arm was already almost completely gone, but he 
could feel the heat spreading from that area. 


At this rate, his body would soon be covered in horrific burns 
and he would lose his ability to control the lightning. 


With a fierce look on his face, Lukes cut off the rest of his 
right hand with a thunderbolt. 


“kK, kuh...you...through the lightning barrier.” 


It was something that was so powerful, that it could never be 
breached with 7 star magic. 


However, there was something that Lukes couldn’t know. 


Frey’s fire magic had been boosted by several times by the 
consumption of the elixir, and his power had then been 
amplified by the Staff of the Great Sage. 


Frey wasn’t in a good condition either. Instead, he felt 
incredibly dizzy at that moment. 


Not only that. 
‘My nervous system is overheating.’ 


He couldn’t use magic at the moment in his current 
condition. 


It felt good to smash the lightning barrier and actually hit 
him, but now he wouldn’t be able to use magic for a few 
minutes. 


However, that didn’t mean that his ability to continue 
fighting had completely disappeared. 


Frey assumed the posture that he’d learned from the Magic 
Warrior King. 


“You...” 


Lukes shook the one hand that he had left and lightning 
began arcing over his fingertips. 


‘It’ll be too late even if he sees this attack coming and tries 
to avoid it.’ 


However, he didn’t know that Frey was paying attention to 
his fingers. 


Papapat. 
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As Frey avoided a series of successive lightning strikes, 
Lukes’ eyes widened. 


The moves that he’d just displayed were so fast that he 
could not believe they were done by a wizard. 


Lukes could not even begin to imagine the identity of the 
man in front of him. 


A 7 star Archmage, with skills and composure that didn’t 
match his age and was skilled at magic martial arts? 


“What the hell are you...!” 

“I’m human.” 

“You, are you really human like me?” 

“Don’t misunderstand.” 

“What?” 

“You’re not human.” 

Frey quickly narrowed the distance to Lukes. 


The lightning barrier was still recovering, and as long as he 
was close enough, then it would be easy to attack through 
the gap. 


Paak! 


“Urk!” 
Frey’s fist hit Lukes’ chin. 
Crack. 


The sensation of his jawbone becoming like powder was 
vividly felt. 


If it was an ordinary person, then they would have long since 
lost consciousness from that one blow. 


And they'd live the rest of their lives only able to eat 
porridge. 


It was a truly sad life, but Frey would not feel any pity for the 
man in front of him. 


Paak! 
Paak! 
Paak! 


Frey’s attacks slowly hit Lukes. These were not light hits at 
all. 


There was a lot of weight behind each blow. 


Frey didn’t know how long this man had been an Apostle, 
but he knew that he would have lived most of his life as a 
wizard. So he wouldn’t have much experience when it came 
to close combat fighting. 


As Frey expected, Lukes was unable to make any proper 
situational judgement because his brain had been shaken. 


Of course, this positive situation didn’t last for long. 


Crackle. 


At that time, the lightning barrier recovered fully and a 
lightning bolt repelled Frey harshly. 


Frey’s body flew dozens of meters away because of the 
tremendous shock before landing on the ground. 


“Ugh...” 
He hit his head hard on the ground. 


He felt blood on his head and it seemed that he had been 
cut on his forehead. 


Did he bite his tongue? 
He could also taste both soil and blood in his mouth. 
Frey looked at Lukes while spitting out the bloody mess. 


His appearance was terrible enough that calling him a wreck 
didn’t seem to be enough, he was incredibly hideous to look 
at. 


“| won’t...forgive...” 


It was great that he could even say so much with his 
smashed jaw. 


Although the pronunciation was a bit off and it was more 
raspy, it was not hard to understand what he said. 


Frey inwardly praised Lukes for his mental power. 


Every time his chin moved, he would definitely feel a horrific 
pain. 


“It’s already too late.” 

“What...?” 

“We've won.” 

Fwoosh. 

At that moment a heavy torrent of air flew into the sky. 
Frey’s eyes shined at the sight. 

‘Howling Tempest.’ 

It held great power. 


This was natural. Three people had been casting the spell 
together for a few minutes, it would instead be strange if it 
didn’t have at least this level of power. 


The thunderclouds were swept away by the powerful winds 
and at the same time, the lightning barrier that had been 
protecting Lukes faded before disappearing completely. 


Lukes fell to his knees with a blank look on his face. 
“Th-, this. Th-, this doesn’t make any sense.” 


The thunderstorm faded away and the sun’s rays once again 
reached the ground. 


Frey did not take his eyes off of Lukes who had his head 
bowed in exhaustion. 


“We won!” 


Liamson shouted in delight. Camille simply let out a sigh of 
relief. And Mikel had mixed feelings. 


“Honor Lukes...it didn’t have to be like this.” 


Frey walked slowly to Honor Lukes, who was drooling with 
dazed eyes. 


“l,..an Apostle like me lost...” 
“,.Lukes, why did you betray us?” 
Lukes glanced at Mikel before letting out a crazed laugh. 


“H-, huhuhu. You don’t want to know. Anyone who sees them 
with their own eyes is bound to be discouraged. Circle? 
Inherited the wills of the heroes? So what? In the end, 
humans are only mortals.” 


“So you chose to wag your tail? You chose to give up your 
pride as a wizard and your duty as a member of the Circle to 
become a dog?” 


As Liamson looked at him in contempt, Lukes simply shook 
his head. 


“You...you all don’t know anything!” 
His mad eyes turned to Frey. 


“Compared to them the powerful humans are nothing but 
bugs! But they don’t treat us like bugs! He promised me 
Salvation! He said that he would evolve humans into a 
higher existence! D-, do you see?! You are the ones that are 
truly hindering the progress of mankind!” 


“Maybe there’s a Demigod like that.” 


Frey said these words coldly which caused Lukes to shiver 
involuntarily. Even the light of madness within his eyes 
seemed to be stalled by the anger he could feel. 


“There might be a Demigod who thinks as you said, wants to 
develop and wants to protect humans. But do you really 
think it’s because of their love for humans? Do you think 
they reached out because they truly want to understand 
humans?” 


“Th-, that’s right...!” 

“You are the one who knows nothing.” 
Crik. 

Frey ground his teeth together. 


“For the Demigods, this is all just a game. They just enjoy 
raising and developing humans as a form of entertainment. 
So what do you think will happen when the game has 
ended? What do you think will happen to that advanced 
civilization when they finally lose interest?” 


“H-, hik...” 


As Frey stepped forward, Lukes backed away. Nevertheless, 
Frey didn’t stop. 


“They will overturn the game. It’s more accurate to say that 
they would reset it. The transcendental beings are the 
fences with promises of progress and the future. That sounds 
great. 


But you have to think about what will happen once the 
Demigods grow tired of being the ‘Guardians’ of humanity or 
they become bored. What would happen to the race that 
obeys them?” 


Frey had once tried to understand the Demigods before. 


There was a time when he really believed that there might 
be good ones among them who were really looking out for 
the human race. 


But there weren't. 
For them, everything was entertainment. 


How many civilizations and races had disappeared in their 
hands? 


Even if you were bored enough to count, you would not be 
able to do so before you became dust. 


The Demigod’s whispers were lies. 


They probably don’t even know that they completely 
cheated the humans. 


Crackle. 

A flame appeared above Frey’s hand. 

Mikel was startled and stopped him. 

“Wh-, what are you doing?” 

“We cannot leave him. We have to end it here.” 

Capture was only possible when you could afford to do it. 


Frey had no confidence in his ability to capture Lukes while 
dealing with his unknown divine power. 


Of course, it would be more efficient to capture, torture and 
extract information from him, but the risk was too high. 


Frey had no intention of gambling. 


“You don’t have to do that , do you? He’s already lost his will 
to fight. You’re not making good judgements because you 
are angry.” 


“Come now Floor Master Mikel. Who do you think is the one 
not properly judging the situation right now?” 


“Wh-, what?” 
Frey’s cold eyes turned to Mikel. 


“You're still looking at him as Lukes, the Deputy Tower 
Master. How many humans do you think he killed to become 
an Apostle? I’m sure you’ve forgotten the scene in 
Holbridge.” 


“But...” (TL:...really dislike Mikel right now...he’s useless and 
stupid...) 


It was then. 


Lukes, who had been silent until now, grabbed a hold of 
Mikel’s wrist in an instant. (TL:...see...1 called it...) 


Mikel and Lukes had been so close, that Frey, who was 
paying attention to his movements, wasn’t able to react in 
time. 


“Mr. Lukes?! This, what...” 

“I will take you and you and you down with me!” 
“Uh!” 

“Damn. Get away!” 


Frey grabbed the napes of both Liamson and Camille before 
activating his Typhoon Earrings. 


Boooom! 


A huge explosion sounded immediately after. 


Chapter 50: Contact(1 ) 


Crackle... 


In the spot where Lukes and Mikel once were, there were 
only flames. 


The smell of burning flesh in the air was strong enough to 
make one’s stomach twist. 


Frey sighed as he looked at the black residue that was once 
flesh and blood. There was nothing more to see. 


The two of them had died instantly, without even leaving 
complete corpses. 


Mikel had been in a bad position. Had he been any closer, 
Frey might have been able to save him. 


“H-, he blew himself up?” 
“Such horrific power.” 


There wasn’t even much of the body that they could 
retrieve. 


Frey sighed again. 
“He couldn’t accept Lukes’ betrayal till the end.” 
“So it seems.” 


After a moment, Frey shook his head and turned around. 


“Wait. There should be a crystal.” 
“Right. It’s said that if you kill an Apostle...” 


Liamson walked to the spot that Lukes had self-destructed. 
Then he began rummaging through the charred pieces with 
his hand. 


It would’ve been normal for him to receive burns on his bare 
hand, but seeing that his facial expression was fine, he must 
have protected his hand with mana. 


Soon he found something and took it out. 
“This is it.” 
“Hm...” 


Frey’s eyes narrowed as he looked at the crystal in Liamson’s 
hand. 


At first glance, it appeared to be a simple white jewel. It was 
more transparent than a diamond and there seemed to be a 
mysterious light shining within it. 


It was more beautiful than the finest jewelry, but what Frey 
paid attention to wasn’t the shell. 


‘Is that a power source? That must be why Lukes was able to 
use divine power.’ 


Frey looked at Liamson. 
“What is this crystal used for?” 


“|I don’t know either. But the chief said that it was very 
valuable and important.” 


Then he turned to look at Camille. 

Would she know something about this? 

“Liamson’s right. It’s something helpful, it’s not dangerous. 
Frey, you are the one who defeated the Apostle, so you 
should take it.” 


Frey decided to accept her words and put the crystal into his 
bag. 


Then he looked around. 
“It was an intense fight.” 
There was no place around them that was untouched. 


The entire area had been destroyed by Frey’s spells and 
Lukes’ thunderbolts. 


“That’s what | said. But what the hell are you?” 
“What do you mean?” 


Liamson was looking at him as though he was looking at a 
monster. 


“Your magic. I’ve seen 7 star wizards a few times before but 
none of them displayed such tremendous power. Are you an 
8 star wizard?” 

Frey shook his head. 


“Of course not. I’m just better at fire and water magic than 
others.” 


He couldn’t call himself an 8 star wizard with just that. 


Liamson nodded in realisation. 


“Hm...that’s true. If you could use powerful wind spells then 
you wouldn’t have needed to ask for our help.” 


“Frey, you haven't joined a circle yet right?” 


Camille suddenly spoke out in a friendly tone, which caused 
Frey to let out a short laugh at how strange it was. 


“You'd like me to join Blacktooth?” 


“We are small in number, but we treat each other like 
family.” 


“I'll have to politely decline.” 


Camille shrugged as if it had only been a half-hearted 
invitation. It seemed like she had done it to soften the ice 
cold atmosphere. 


“But what do we do about this? It feels weird to just leave 
everything like this.” 


“The circle will clean up the mess. First, let’s get back to the 
tower and report this incident. It’s a huge achievement to 
take down an Apostle.” 


Camille had a curious expression on her face. 


“One of the Phisfounder Armlet’s hideouts should be... 
nearby. We’d better go and report it to them directly.” 


“Are you going to go, teacher?” 
“I can’t let you go.” 


“| don’t mind.” 


“No way. If | sent an inexperienced guy like you, our entire 
tribe would become a laughing stock.” 


“You are so harsh...” 
Camille let out a laugh. 


“I’m just kidding. It'll be faster if | go and maybe l'Il see 
someone | know.” 


Frey nodded as the plan was finalised. 


“Then let’s head back to the 3rd Magic Tower first.” 


x KO 


When they returned to the magic tower, the sky had already 
become dark. 


Camille seemed to be planning to leave early the next 
morning after taking a short break in the tower for the night. 


Frey suddenly tilted his head. 


“I’m sure the Tower Master here must be incredibly powerful. 
Does he not have anything to do with the Circle?” 


“I’m not sure. | don’t have much information concerning the 
human situation.” 


“But since the Deputy Tower Master and a Floor Master were 
members of the Circle then he should know of its existence. 
There are actually quite a few people like that. They are 
powerful enough to be executives within the circles, but 
they choose to not get involved.” 


a“ ” 


Frey washed away his fatigue and fell asleep soon after. 


The next day, just after he woke up, he heard a knock on his 
door. 


As he opened the door and stepped out, he saw Adelia 
standing there. 


She stood there, absentmindedly twisting her hair. 
“Old man Julian is requesting to meet you.” 

“Who is Julian?” 

“The 3rd Magic Tower’s Master.” 

He was initiating contact? 


Frey had also been feeling the need to speak with him at 
least once. 


Adelia gave Frey a once over before saying. 


“| guess you just woke up. Wash up and eat first, then come 
to the 10th floor.” 


Suddenly, he realised that she had not looked him in the 
eyes even once. 


Frey found it odd, but as she’d suggested, he washed his 
face and headed to the 10th floor of the tower after having 
breakfast. 


It was his first time going to the 10th floor. 


Two wizards were guarding the entrance, they did not say 
anything and simply let him enter, probably because they 
had been given instructions already. 


When he opened the door, he saw an old man. 


Frey immediately realised that this man was a wizard who 
wasn’t inferior to Shepard. 


“Are you Frey?” 
“Nice to meet you. | am Frey Blake.” 
Adelia was standing beside this man. 


She still had a lazy expression, but she was acting much 
more politely than usual. 


“This is my first time seeing you in person. | am Julian 
Montolivo, the Master of the 3rd Magic Tower.” 


“I’ve heard of your great name before.” 


Adelia let out a low laugh as she knew that he definitely had 
not heard of his name before that moment. 


“|I don’t want to take a lot of your time, so l'Il get straight to 
the point. Four days ago. Mikel left to complete a job for the 
circle. Accompanied by you and two Dark Elves.” 


“That’s right.” 

“What happened to Mikel?” 

“He died.” 

Adelia shuddered. 

Julian closed his eyes for a moment before speaking. 


“1 see,” 


Frey wondered if he should tell him about Lukes, but he 
decided to wait in silence for the moment. 


“And his body?” 

“I’m sorry. There wasn’t anything to bring back.” 
“It must have been a terrible fight.” 

Julian sighed. 


“That was all | wanted to know. Sorry for taking your time. 
You may leave.” 


The fact that Lukes had betrayed them would probably be 
better for Camille to reveal when she came back from the 
circle hideout. 


Frey got up and left the room. 
Adelia followed him. 

“Is Mikel really dead?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who did it?” 

“An Apostle.” 

“Apostle...” 

Adelia bit her lip. 


“He should’ve waited for Tower Master Lukes.” 
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Frey once again wondered if he should reveal that they had 
been betrayed, but there was something that he wanted to 
know first. 


“Is professor also a member of the circle?” 

“That’s right.” 

“What’s your affiliation?” 

Adelia scratched her cheek before saying in a low voice. 
“Trowman Rings.” 


“isn’t that almost destroyed? If it’s the professor then you 
must have received invitations from better places.” 


Adelia’s talent was fearsome. 


Aside from her level, she was so smart that it would not be 
strange for the other circles to scramble to get her to join 
them. 


“There’s nothing that | need. So shouldn’t | go to a place | 
like instead?... Well, I’m only a member in name in the first 
place, | rarely interact with the other circle members.” 


At that moment, Peran came to Frey’s mind. 


Frey wondered why these incredibly talented people were so 
interested in the collapsing Trowman Rings. 


At the same time, he grew concerned about the situation 
that the Trowman Rings was in. 


How many members did they have, who was their leader, 
and what was the current situation that they faced? 


But Frey knew that circle members were usually very 
reserved when revealing information about their own 
groups. 


Mikel was like that and so was Shepard. 
Maybe Adelia was like that too. 
Frey decided not to speak about it anymore. 


As he looked back at Adelia, Frey suddenly remembered the 
Apostle’s crystal that he had in his bag. 


“Professor, do you know how this is used?” 

“Huh?” 

Adelia’s eyes narrowed as she observed the crystal. 
Then. 

Shock spread across her face. 

“H-, huk...” 


Frey felt that she was even more surprised than when he’d 
shown her Torkunta’s heart. 


“Th-, is this an Apostle’s crystal? D-, did you defeat the 
Apostle?” 


“Didn’t | say that?” 


“You didn’t say anything! | thought that when Uncle Mikel 
died, you all managed to escape!” 


...now that he thought about it, it was easy to understand 
her reasoning. 


As far as she knew, several 7 star Archmages were required 
to defeat a single Apostle. 


Adelia knew that Frey must be astonishingly powerful, but 
not even in her wildest dreams would she have thought that 
he’d reached 7 stars. 


She took a few breaths to calm herself then invited him to 
her room so that they could talk about it. 


Adelia’Ss room was much cleaner than before. 


“This iS a pure crystal that holds Divine power. It’s useless in 
this state, but if you process it then it would transform into 
an incredible elixir!” 


“Elixir?” 


“Maybe one even better than the Drake’s heart that you 
gave me. H-, hehehe.” 


Adelia laughed in a similar way to that day. 
“Then can | ask the professor to make it?” 
“This crystal is yours?” 

“Yes.” 

“Hmm...” 


Adelia looked at Frey as though she was looking ata 
monster before shrugging. 


“It doesn’t matter but...! felt it last time, but don’t you trust 
people too easily?” 


“| do?” 


“That’s right! The Drake heart before and this crystal now, 
what if | took them and ran away?” 


Adelia inspected the crystal with one eye closed. 


“An average wizard would even sell their soul for stuff like 
this.” 


“It’s not that I’m not worried.” 

“Then-” 

“But | have my own way of looking at people.” 
“Huh?” 

“I trust you, professor.” 

Then Adelia trembled. 


“...you, you. If you say that one more time then | won't 
accept your request!” 


“Yes?” 

“Shut up!” 

Adelia quickly disappeared into her room. 

“It'll only take a month! I’ve done it a few times before!” 


Frey burst into laughter. 


Chapter 51: Contact(2) 


Frey spent his time reading Grimoires or sparring with 
Liamson. 


On the first day of the next week, Camille returned from her 
trip to the Phisfounder Armlet hideout and she didn’t come 
back alone. 


Instead, she returned with two new companions. 


One of them was a stern looking middle aged man wrapped 
in a pure black robe who exuded a very powerful aura. 


However, Frey had no choice but to ignore him when he saw 
the person that came together with him. 


The other man was also staring at Frey. 
Uncommon grey hair, hollow eyes and a cold expression. 


It wouldn’t be a complete exaggeration to say that it was 
like looking at a mirror. 


Frey didn’t avoid the man’s gaze. 
The man opened his mouth first. 


“Long time no see.” 


Frey nodded and replied. 
“Long time no see.” 


One of Camille’s companions was none other than the 
second son of the Blake family, Heinz Blake. 
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“Do you know each other?” 
“This is my younger brother?” 
“Huh.” 


The middle aged beside him glanced over at Frey with a cold 
look. 


It was a very rude action to do to someone whom he’d just 
met. In fact, it made Frey feel rather uncomfortable. 


It was then that Camille came to his side and whispered in 
his ear. 


“This man is Dugenjar, a Force Honor from the Phisfounder 
Armlets. He has a nasty temper so be careful.” 


Then she continued with a slightly surprised expression. 
“By the way, | didn’t know Heinz was your brother.” 
“You know him?” 


“There’s no way | wouldn’t know a Force Honor from the 
Strow Necklaces. He’s a big celebrity. Even a circle as 
isolated as ours has heard of his name.” 


Frey’s gaze met Heinz’s once again. 


His eyes and facial expression carried no emotion, so it was 
impossible for them to guess what Frey was thinking. 


“Then we can now hear about this nonsense.” 


Dugenjar spoke to Frey in a sharp tone, his voice filled with 
arrogance. 


“Explain the situation in detail.” 


a“ ” 


It was a very high handed attitude. 


Frey opened his mouth without showing any expressions on 
his face. 


“Lukes, the 3rd Magic Tower’s Deputy Master betrayed 
humanity. He became an Apostle and in the process of 
defeating him, Floor Master Mikel died.” 


“I already know that. Fool, didn’t you understand my words? 
I’m telling you to explain what happened in detail.” 


Liamson’s face twitched. Frey was someone who had 
received his acknowledgement and respect. 


When he'd left the forest, he didn’t expect that one day he 
would have such a strong friendship with a human, but Frey 
was different. 


With the power and achievements that he’d shown, Frey was 
someone who truly deserved respect even after climbing 
over the wall of race. 


But when an old bastard popped out from nowhere and 
began disregarding him, it made him very uncomfortable. 


And if he knew anything about Frey, it was that he would 
never accept such treatment. 


“lam not a member of any Circle yet.” 
“What are you talking about?” 


Dugenjar had an irritated expression on his face as though 
he didn’t expect Frey to talk back to him. 


“I’m telling you to stop speaking down to me. | am not your 
subordinate.” 
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At Frey’s words, Camille’s eyes widened and Heinz couldn’t 
help but raise an eyebrow. 


Liamson burst into laughter. 
But it was Dugenjar who reacted the most violently. 
“This, this...someone who doesn’t know their place!” 


Dugenjar’s beard trembled and mana began swirling around 
his body. 


Seeing this, Frey’s face was filled with contempt. 


He didn’t like arrogance, but as he saw Dugenjar venting his 
anger because he could not handle the humiliation, he truly 
felt that it was pathetic. 


Since he was a Force Honor, this meant that he was at least 
at the 7 stars level, but Frey could not help but feel that he 
was very weak. 


ʻI can’t believe this trash is a circle executive.’ 


He felt disappointed in the Circle, no, in the Phisfounder 
Armlets. 


“Honor Dugenjar, let me talk to him. | will explain the 
situation in detail to you afterward.” 


It was Heinz. 


He stepped forward with his signature expressionless face, 
but Dugenjar did not calm his anger at all. 


“Are you siding with him because he is your younger 
brother? Do you really think | will put up with his rudeness?” 


“He is still young. | hope you will be understanding.” 
“| don’t tolerate humiliation! Stand back!” 

“Hoo.” 

Heinz sighed and sent an annoyed glance at Dugenjar. 
Then Dugenjar shuddered. 


“I will get my brother to explain the situation to me. Do you 
need me to repeat myself again Honor Dugenjar?” 


At that moment, Dugenjar was opening and closing his 
mouth, but no words were coming out. 


Frey managed to see a flash of fear in his eyes. 
“no.” (TL: this is the first time he spoke politely) 
“Thank you for your consideration.” 


Heinz nodded stiffly before turning back to look at Frey. 


“The two of us will talk. Is there anywhere we can go?” 
“...we can go to my room.” 


Frey got up from his seat while wondering what Heinz was 
thinking. 


But he also welcomed the chance to talk with him alone. 
The two then headed for Frey’s room. 


Closing the door, Frey sat on the bed. Heinz remained by the 
door and observed Frey for a moment before speaking. 


“I heard that Honor Lukes betrayed us. Camille has already 
given us a report, but explain what happened one more time 
for me.” 


“Understood.” 


Frey explained what happened in as much detail as he 
could. 


While hearing the story, Heinz’s expression didn’t change 
much. 


‘| don’t think he was like this.’ 


He felt like a completely different person than the Heinz who 
used to bully Frey. 


Did he change over the years? 


There was a possibility of this, but Frey felt like this man in 
front of him now was the ‘real’ Heinz Blake. 


So why did such a man treat Frey in that way? 


“that’s what happened.” 


Heinz had finally shown a reaction when he heard that Frey 
had reached 7 stars. 


However, he didn’t interrupt Frey nor did he react violently 
to the information. 


“What about the Apostle’s crystal?” 
“I left it to an alchemist | know.” 
“That’s a very difficult item to deal with.” 


“It’s Professor Adelia. She is an authority in alchemy and she 
should be able to handle it.” 


“looks like she’s also in the 3rd Magic Tower.” 


Now that he thought about it, Adelia had once hinted that 
she knew Heinz. 


What exactly is the relationship between them? (TL: 
jealous?) 


Heinz looked at Frey with his hollow eyes. 


“The crystal is yours. You are the one who subjugated him so 
it is your reward. Adelia will be able to make it into an elixir. 


Though rumors about you haven’t spread yet...the larger 
circles are already watching your movements. Including the 
Big Three.” 
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“I'd like to say ‘don’t take the elixir made from the crystal’ 
but you wouldn’t listen to me even if | did, so just go ahead. 


But you'll have to be prepared for whatever happens after 
you take it.” 


Frey didn’t know what he was talking about and instead of 
answering the question in his eyes, Heinz sighed. 


“You’ve changed a lot. You must have awakened. Right. You 
also have the blood of the Blake family inside of you. But 
don’t get conceited. Dugenjar, he’s a dirty guy, but his 
position in the circle can’t be ignored. 


It’s good to raise your self esteem, but sometimes, you have 
to face reality.” 


This time he gave off a weird feeling. It was like he really 
wanted to talk and give advice to his younger brother. 


If ‘Frey’ had been the one hearing this, he might have 
become emotional. 


“In time people from the family will come. They will tell you 
to return to the house for a while.” 


But his expression and tone did not change. 


“Reject them. Going to the Blake family manor is dangerous 
right now. You heard about your father from Honor Shepard 
didn’t you?” 


“What are you doing?” 


Heinz was not surprised by the sudden question, in fact, it 
seemed like he was expecting it. 


Their eyes met once again. 


“| don’t know why you're suddenly acting like an older 
brother. Are you trying to atone for what happened in the 


past?” 
Frey didn’t think he deserved forgiveness. 


The third son of the Blake Family was already dead and the 
man in front of him was partly responsible for that. 


That was why he was able to become Frey. 


In his eyes, Heinz’s current behaviour was hypocritical. In 
fact, it made Frey feel nauseous watching him pretend to be 
nice all of a sudden. 


No matter what the reasons for Heinz’s actions were, the fact 
that he was one of the persons who drove ‘Frey’ to death 
remained unchanged. 


“Atonement. | don’t want that. | don’t even reflect on what | 
did to you. It’s just.” 


The look in Heinz’s eyes changed for the first time. 
“Honestly, | never wanted you to learn magic.” 
“Also, you shouldn’t trust the circle too much.” 
“Why?” 

“You will find out soon.” 

With those words, Heinz left the room. 

Frey didn’t try to stop him. 

‘The Blake family’s blood.’ 


Frey’s eyes were cold. At that moment he became sure. 


He would have to go to the Blake Family. 


Chapter 52: Contact(3) 


Frey never met Dugenjar again. (TL: thank god) 


They left the magic tower after having a short conversation 
with the Tower Master. 


If that was all they wanted to do then Frey could not 
understand why they had come all the way there. 


‘...did they come to see me?’ 
He had this thought for a moment before discarding it. 


Strangely enough, the moment he saw Heinz, his best friend 
had come to mind. 


Schweiser Strow. 
It wasn’t difficult for Frey to realise why. 


Heinz looked like he was carrying many heavy burdens. His 
expression was that of a man who faced a situation beyond 
his own capability. And it probably had something to do with 
the Blake family. 


Frey tried to think of what it could be, but the answer never 
revealed itself. 


This was because there were no clues in ‘Frey’s’ memory. 


‘| guess I'll find out when we meet face to face.’ 


Especially the family head Isaka Blake. The key was most 
likely held by him. 


He would see for himself. 


Frey was extremely sensitive to divine power, however, 
Heinz’s advice prevented him from going to check right 
away. 


If Isaka Blake had truly become an Apostle then it was 
highly likely that he would be more powerful than Lukes. 


‘| won't find the answer even if | continue to ponder it.’ 


Frey decided to stop thinking about it and enjoy this brief 
moment of peace. 


But his peace was immediately broken the next day. 
“It’s been a long time, young master.” 

It was a middle aged man with neatly styled grey hair. 
Frey knew who this man was immediately. 

Alexandro, the steward of the Blake family. 

He had come to visit Frey himself. 

‘They came much sooner than | expected.’ 


However, thanks to Heinz’s reminder, Frey was able to figure 
out a way to handle this situation. 


Frey immediately bent his back and cowered. 


He also rolled his eyes nervously while deliberately lowering 
his voice. 


‘| don’t know how much they investigated me beforehand.’ 


First, there was no need for him to show them any signs that 
he had changed. 


Although he had talked informally with Heinz, that didn’t 
really matter because Frey had decided to not think of him 
as an ally or as an enemy. 


“H-, how did you know | was here?” 

“I checked the records for your Warp Stone trips.” 
A background check. 

And he said it without displaying any shame. 


No matter how important the steward was, in essence, he 
was still a servant yet he used the smallest amount of 
respect possible when talking to Frey. 


Just as Frey was observing him. Alexandro was also taking a 
good look at Frey. 


‘Not much has changed.’ 


Except for his slightly bigger physique, he seemed to be the 
same as before he was sent to the academy. 


There were rumors circulating that he had destroyed a band 
of pirates but it seemed that those were just nonsense. 


What kind of luck did he have to become friends with 
someone like Peran Jun? 


Alexandro concealed his thoughts and explained the 
purpose of his visit. 


“The Lord is Summoning you back home. He says that there 
is something he needs to talk to you about.” 


Hmm. What should he do? 
Frey felt that he had reached a crossroads. 
‘Should | accept Heinz’s advice or go meet Isaka?” 


Depending on the choice he picked, the actions that he took 
would also change. 


Frey was lost in thought but he could not remain silent for 
long. Because Alexandro’s expression was slowly changing. 


“Now is... there’s something | need to do so it’s impossible.” 
Frey decided to put the meeting on hold for now. 


It was partly because of Heinz’s advice, but also because he 
wanted to see what the circle was like first. 


This caused Alexandro to have a troubled expression. 
“But it’s a request from the Lord...” 


“It’s something that can’t be helped. T-, tell my father that 
I’m very sorry.” 
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Alexandro couldn’t help but be surprised because he had 
never expected Frey to refuse ISsaka’s order. 


‘Has he changed a little?’ 


It looked like he was too scared to agree. 


However, this was still an unexpected situation for 
Alexandro. 


No matter how the family criticized Frey, he couldn’t 
actually force him to do anything. 


He had no choice but to bow his head. 
“Wil wait.” 
With those words, Alexandro took his leave. 


If Alexandro had looked back at that moment he would’ve 
seen a shockingly cold gaze that didn’t leave him until he 
disappeared from sight. 
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The refinement of the crystal seemed to take longer than 
expected. 


Whenever Adelia appeared, she looked quite emaciated. 


Yet there seemed to be an aura of excitement that exuded 
from her otherwise unsightly appearance. 


Feeling curious, Frey couldn’t help but ask. 
“Haven't you been away from the Academy for too long?” 


“It’s fine. In the first place, | accepted this position as a 
professor on the condition that my freedom wasn’t limited. 


” 


Adelia answered coolly. 


Naturally, if you wanted to hire a talented person like her, 
certain provisions needed to be made. 


Frey spent his time constantly training his body. 
One regret however, was that Liamson and Camille had left. 


In the first place, they were sent here to help the 
Phisfounder Armlets so after the Apostle was defeated they 
no longer had a reason to stay. 


Before they left, Liamson went up to Frey. 


“You said that you were going to take the upcoming test 
right?” 


“I’m not completely sure.” 


“Well. Passing is a given and there will definitely be a 
scouting war for you. Hopefully, we can also participate. If 
we're lucky, we’ll meet then.” 


He raised his fist to Frey. 

“I'll win more the next time we meet.” 

“Sounds absurd.” 

Frey and Liamson bumped fists and laughed. 
Before Camille left, she gave Frey a black stone. 


“This is a Darkstone that’s only found in the Spirit World. 
This should help you feel the Dark Spirits better.” 


“Thank you for your help.” 


“It’s fine.” 


Camille had only let out a gentle laugh. 


The Blacktooth Warriors had left the magic tower the very 
next day. Frey didn’t see them off. 


Afterwards, Frey simply began training on his own again. 


This was because none of the magic warriors in the 3rd 
Magic Tower caught Frey’s eye. 


He simply passed his time by training his magic martial arts 
or reading books in the library. 


Or while holding the Darkstone, he would try to contact Dark 
Spirits. 


When a month had passed, it was Julian, the Tower Master, 
instead of Adelia, who contacted him first. 


“What did you call me for?” (TL: hard to make this sound 
polite in english...but it was said politely) 


“Hmm. | have a proposal for you.” 

A proposal. 

Julian was not a member of the circle. 
Or did he want to trade something? 
Before long, he continued. 

“Would you like to be a Floor Master?” 


Floor Master! 


It was a position that almost every wizard longed for. 


Simply becoming a member of a magic tower was already 
something that would cause wizards to walk around with 
their chins raised, not to mention a Floor Master who could 
be considered an executive. 


Regardless of which tower it was, those in that position were 
admired and respected by all wizards. 


It was a hard to come by opportunity. 
Julian simply continued calmly. 


“Mikel’s seat is currently vacant and | think that you area 
very talented person who is fit to take his place.” 


“Are there any Floor Masters as young as | am?” 


“Mischael of the Blake Family became a Floor Master at the 
age of 28, you are much younger than him so you might be 
the youngest in history.” 


Frey remained silent. 


Julian spoke in a persuasive tone, maybe assuming that he 
was unsure of what to do. 


“If you become a Floor Master you would get many benefits. 
As soon as the documents are filed, the Empire will award 
you with your own mansion, lab and a research grant. You 
can trade or request knowledge and information about 
magic sciences from other Floor Masters. Depending on your 
achievements, you could even get some hard to find 
materials or rare magic tools.” 


It was an amazing proposal that most normal wizards would 
not be able to resist. 


But Frey shook his head without hesitation. 
“Thank you for the offer, but I’m sorry.” 

“well. Have you considered joining the circle?” 
Julian laughed bitterly but Frey remained silent. 
It wasn’t just for that reason. 


It was mostly because he had no need for any of the benefits 
offered for becoming a Floor Master. 


“|I understand. Then please forget what | said.” 


“| won’t forget the kindness that the Tower Master has shown 
me.” 


“Huhu. Thank you for saying that.” 


Frey went back to his room and just as he opened a book to 
read, he heard a knock on the door. 


He knew who it was. 


The people that Frey interacted with in the tower were very 
few, and with the departure of the Blacktooth group, it 
became even less. 


“It's open.” 
Creak. 


As expected, it was Adelia who opened the door. 


She looked at Frey with a strange expression on her face. 
“Did you really turn down old man Julian’s offer?” 
“Yeah.” 


“You, you threw away such an amazing opportunity. If it’s 
because of the circle then you have the wrong idea. Just like 
uncle Mikel, it’s possible to hold two positions at once. No, 
instead | should say most circle members are like that. The 
Floor Master of a magic tower is the perfect identity to show 
the outside world.” 


What she said wasn’t crazy as it could be proven simply by 
looking at Tower Masters like Shepard or Deputy Tower 
Masters and Floor Masters like Lukes and Mikel. 


But Frey didn’t have any regrets. 


“| just judged that | wasn’t ready to take on the position of 
Floor Master. | still have a lot of work to do.” 


There was nothing that she could say when he said that. 


This was because, as Frey had said, there were still things 
that a Floor Master needed to do after they took their 
position. 


They had to report their achievements and findings to the 
empire regularly or teach wizards in the tower. 


“If that’s what you think then | have nothing more to say.” 
“Did you just come here to say that?” 


“ No way. ” 


Tak. 

Adelia put two glass bottles onto the table. 
“Well?” 

Not one but two? 


One of them was filled with clear liquid and the other was 
difficult to see through. 


After receiving Frey’s puzzled gaze, Adelia explained. 


“I’ve made crystals into elixirs a few times before, but I’m 
sure that this time was the trickiest. That crystal had 
lightning energy. Lightning is one of the most intricate 
powers! Thanks to that, | had to use hundreds of gold coins 
to do it right.” 


“If that’s the case...” 


“No, no. | just wanted you to know how hard | worked, so | 
complained a little.” 


Adelia patted her chest slightly and Frey realised that she’d 
taken care of him once again. 


“But why are there two bottles?” 


“One is a mana elixir. The other one is, um...a bundle of 
extracted lightning energy.” 


“A bundle of lightning energy?” 
“Mhm. | can’t think of a suitable word to describe. Anyway, 


don’t just open it. | had to force it in there so it’s pretty 
dangerous.” 


Frey had a strange expression on his face. 
“Why are you giving me something so dangerous?” 


“It’s only a feeling, but | thought that you would be able to 
use it.” 


As she said this, Adelia seemed a bit doubtful of her own 
judgement. 


Still, it was a waste to just throw it away. If it was Frey, she 
was sure that he would find a use for it. 


She shrugged her shoulders. 


“Well if you’re uncomfortable with it, you can just throw it 
away.” 


“No, l'Il take it. And...thank you.” 


“Hmph. You should be more grateful. Adelia is the only 
alchemist in the world who could do this.” (TL: yes she used 
third person.) 


Frey let out a quiet laugh. 
“| don’t tend to forget my debts. l'Il definitely pay you back.” 
“Debt. Hehe. | like that.” 


Adelia laughed darkly at whatever it was she was thinking 
and seeing her playful expression also made Frey smile. 


“I’m leaving soon.” 


“You mean from the tower?” 


“Mhm. I’ve been away for too long | think. If | goof around 
any longer then that hag, Syris, will nag about it for 
months.” 


It seemed that she also had a special relationship with the 
dean of the academy. 


Frey nodded. 
“Have a Safe trip.” 


“| don’t know what your goal is, but be careful. Ah. Even if 
you take the elixir right now, there will be no problems.” 


With those words, Adelia waved her hand and left. 


Later, Frey heard that just after she met him, she packed up 
her things and left for the academy. 


That was when Frey realised that the reason she had stayed 
away from the academy for so long was to help him, and his 
appreciation for her deepened. 


“Then...” 


Frey decided to inspect the lightning elixir later and first 
picked up the mana elixir. 


Outwardly, it appeared no different from water. It didn’t 
appear to be as extraordinary as Frozen River or Torkunta’s 
heart. 


However, Frey could clearly feel the essence of mana that 
was contained within this liquid. 


‘| can feel the tremendous power inside of it. Three more 
elixirs like this. No. Even two elixirs like this would help me 
reach 8 stars.’ 


Frey gave a slight smile as he discovered one more reason to 
attack Apostles. 


Heinz’s words appeared in his head once again. 
Didn’t he say not to drink the elixir? 

Frey couldn’t guess why. 

However, he wouldn’t think too much about it. 


Heinz was not a reliable source of information and there was 
nothing wrong with the elixir. 


He was certain of this. 
Adelia, a genius alchemist had also confirmed this. 
So what was Heinz thinking? 


‘Was he talking about the situation I’d be in by taking the 
elixir rather than a problem with the elixir itself?’ 


Frey didn’t Know and he didn’t make it a habit to worry 
about things that he could not find the answers to.” 


Without any hesitation, Frey uncorked the glass bottle and 
raised it to his lips. 


Gulp gulp. 
He felt a coolness as though he was drinking ice water. 
He clearly felt the elixir slide down his throat as he drank it. 


Woowoong. 
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The mana was denser than he imagined! 


Frey realised that if he managed to make all of this mana 
his, then he’d be able to increase his mana capacity by at 
least 1.5 times. 


Frey was convinced that there would be no 7 star wizard who 
could beat him when it came to pure mana capacity. 


‘Good.’ 
Soon his body was dripping with sweat like a waterfall. 


It wouldn’t be strange if this caused him to be severely 
dehydrated, but Frey’s mouth was curved into a smile. 


‘With this concentration of mana, | can extend my mana 
room to my entire body.’ 


This was because it would allow him to expand his mana 
storage. 


If it was completed perfectly then his mana veins would 
expand like rivers and allow him to maintain his top 
condition at all times. 


This was a great advantage to wizards whose magical power 
varied, widely depending on their condition during the day. 


Huuk. 
Frey quickly calmed his mana. 


His body had already succeeded in absorbing great amounts 
of mana again and again. 


The mana in the crystal elixir wasn’t negligible, but it wasn’t 
dangerous. It wouldn’t take too much time to absorb. 


It would take a month at most. 


After that he would probably leave the tower. 


Chapter 53: Contact(4) 


A month went by quickly and the mana from the crystal 
elixir was absorbed completely. 


This signified another step toward 8 stars. 
Frey was content with that, but it wasn’t the only good news. 


The night before, he had succeeded in signing a contract 
with a Dark Spirit. 


It was a medium level spirit named ‘Darkming.’ 


It looked like a small cat with black fur and when it signed 
the contract with Frey it displayed a very haughty attitude. 


Camille had said that nine times out of ten the first 
contracted spirit that a person would gain would be low 
level, so it was quite good that he had been able to get such 
a good spirit. 


At this point, Frey felt like he no longer had any reason to 
stay in the magic tower. 


There was still some time till the circle’s test and he felt that 
it was much better to travel around the world than stay in 
the tower. 


With that in mind, Frey immediately packed his things and 
got ready to leave the tower. 


Just as he was about to open the door, he felt that someone 
was standing just outside of it. 


For some reason, Frey got a familiar feeling and so he 
opened the door to see who it was. 


“Ah, ah. Hello.” 
A young woman bowed to him. 


She looked to be about three or four years older than Frey, 
but it was her green hair and eyes that caught his attention 
since they were quite rare even in the entire continent. 


Frey was speechless. 


Then he shot a complicated gaze at her cloak before finally 
opening his mouth. 


“Who are you?” 

“My name is Beniang.” 

He didn’t ask for her name. 

Was there something wrong with this woman’s head? 


Beniang shook her head hurriedly when she saw Frey’s 
strange expression. 


“Ah. So-, sorry. Are you Frey Blake?” 
“| am.” 


“I’m sorry for bothering you. Let me introduce myself 
properly. | am Beniang Argento.” 


As she continued, Frey realised that his expectations were 
correct. 


“lam the Circle Master of the Trowman Rings.” 
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Frey climbed the stairs of the tower once again and headed 
to his room. 


This was because there was no other place for him to serve 
guests. And no matter how much he wanted to, he couldn’t 
take a Circle Master to a restaurant. 


Plus the security of the tower was quite good. 
Tak. 


Frey closed the door and looked towards Beniang who was 
sitting in the chair, looking quite nervous. 


Although he didn’t show it, Frey was currently in a very 
complicated state of mind. 


‘That cloak wasn’t a magic tool.’ 


In the first place, when he was Lucas, he didn’t like using 
magic items. 


He had only made a few of them to pass the time. 
That cloak was just a plain leather cloak of good quality. 
That’s why he almost didn’t recognize it. 


Now, 4,000 years later, the cape was quite different from 
how it used to be. 


‘Did they add to it one after another as the years went by?’ 


It seemed as though someone had replaced parts of it with 
different types of leather. 


Thanks to that, the ordinary leather cloak had become a 
magic item which matched its name as a hero’s legacy. 


But it wasn’t the cloak that confused him. 
He voiced the thoughts that he had inside. 
“What is Circle Master here for?” 

“That...” 


Watching her become embarrassed as she searched for 
words to say gave Frey a new feeling. 


This was because he would have never expected that the 
number one in a circle could be like this. 


It was even more pronounced when compared to the 
arrogance of Dugenjar whom he had met not so long ago. 


“By chance...am | the first one to do this?” 

“The first one?” 

“Well...” 

Beniang furrowed her eyebrows slightly as she explained. 


“It doesn’t often happen, but when a super rookie like you 
appears, they will sometimes be approached even before 
they take the test.” 


“Before they even take the test?” 


“Yeah. Ah. And you won't have to take the test. With your 
subjugation of an Apostle you’ve already been judged to be 
stronger than an executive from the Big Three.” 


He didn’t have to take the test. 


It seemed like he’d be able to avoid something troublesome, 
but he couldn’t trust the circle just yet. 


What if they tried to force him to do something else? 
“Are there already rumors of me defeating the Apostle?” 


“Not yet. Only a few circles know about it. | only managed to 
hear about it with luck...” 


That’s when he understood what she meant. 


Beniang had come here to invite him to join the Trowman 
Rings. 


Frey was surprised. 


He didn’t know how things were done in the circle, but he 
was certain that the Circle Master didn’t go to recruit 
members personally. 


“Have you already decided on which circle you’re going to 
join?” 


“Huh?” 


“I've heard that you’re Heinz Blake’s brother. And you also 
have a relationship with the Strow Necklace’s Honor 
Shepard...” 


Even this information was leaked. 


Frey had a feeling that these circles were releasing the 
information on purpose. From what Beniang had revealed it 
seemed that they wanted him more desperately than he’d 
originally thought. 


“| haven't thought about it yet.” 
“l, bsee.” 


Beniang tried to calm the flutter in her stomach. At least she 
didn’t come here for nothing. 


She glanced up at Frey’s eyes before continuing. 
“What do you think about the Trowman Rings?” 
“| don’t have any particular thoughts.” 

It was the truth. 


Even if the woman in front of him was the leader of an 
organization bearing his last name, that fact remained 
unchanged. 


Beniang was disappointed. 


It could be said that nine out of ten wizards would have 
great respect for Lucas Trowman. 


But now her plan to build a common ground by talking 
about Lucas has failed before it could even begin. 


“hey, is it okay if | tell you about our circle?” 
“I'd love to hear about it.” 


When Frey responded in such an unexpectedly positive way, 
Beniang’s face brightened up considerably. 


He was very curious about it. 


This was because many of his associates were either directly 
or indirectly linked to the Trowman Rings. 


Peran said that he really wanted to join and Adelia isa 
member of the Trowman Rings circle. 


“Our circle...” 


Beniang began explaining with a nervous face while Frey 
simply listened to her quietly. 


Frey’s expression remained the same throughout the 
explanation so Beniang had no idea what he was thinking. 
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And when she was done, Frey quietly brooded over 
Beniang’s words. 


From the other circle members that he’d spoken to, 
whenever they spoke about their circle it was always 
wrapped in a veil. 


What surprised Frey was that Beniang unexpectedly 
revealed just how bad the situation of the Trowman Rings 
was to him. 


If her purpose was to recruit Frey, then it would have been 
better for her to conceal some things. 


To put it mildly then, at least she was honest, otherwise, it 
could be said that she was inflexible. 


“If Frey comes to our circle...| can also give you some magic 
items.” 


“Magic items?” 
“Yes, ” 


Frey didn’t realise it, but this was actually an incredibly 
aggressive move. 


Except for the Big Three, the number of artifacts that the 
circles had in their possessions was not high. At most, there 
would be two or three and some circles didn’t even have any 
at all. 


In the past, there were only five magic items in the Trowman 
Rings circles, so giving one to a rookie was quite shocking. 


Beniang thought that there would be a change of expression 
on Frey’s face when he heard this, but he simply lowered his 
head as if he was thinking about something. 


This reaction was rather discouraging for Beniang. 
“ld like to ask you a question.” 
“Ah! Yes, please ask me anything.” 


She had no choice but to welcome Frey’s words because she 
just wanted him to show any kind of reaction. 


“Is Master Beniang a Dragon?” 

For a moment silence descended upon the room. 
Clack. 

Then Beniang hurriedly stood up from the chair. 


She stared at Frey with trembling eyes, unable to hide her 
agitation. 


“Th-, that, that...” 
Frey looked at her calmly. 


It wasn’t because of the cloak. Frey knew that the woman 
before him was a Dragon or was related to Dragons, which 
was why he had a complicated feeling. 


However, he began to doubt it after seeing Beniangs 
reaction. It was far too emotional for her to be a Dragon. 


“why do you say that?” 


It seemed that this was the only thing that Beniang could 
ask. 


Frey opened his mouth slowly. 


“Dragons don’t have Mana Rooms. Dragon Hearts. The 
transcendental power source which allows you to use mana 
immediately without having to accept it from nature.” 


It was for this very reason that the mana around Dragons 
had a different ‘quality’. It changed so that it would be able 
to accept the Dragon heart’s call at any moment. 


It was due to this that Dragons were able to bypass having 
to cast spells. 


The stronger the wizard, the better they’d be able to realise 
this fact. 


Frey’s gaze met Beniangs. 
“Master Beniang has a distinctive, pure, unrefined mana.” 


“...you seem to know a lot about Dragons. Have you ever 
met one?” 


“That...no.” 


At that moment, Frey saw a flash of disappointment in 
Beniang’s eyes. 


She sighed before saying. 


“Hooo! Well. Since you’ve noticed that much then there’s no 
reason to deny it... but | can only be called a halfling.” 


“Half?” 
“Yas,” 
Beniang nodded, putting her hand on her chest. 


“lam half Dragon.” 


Chapter 54: Contact(5) 


Frey read in a book that the presence of Dragons had slowly 
faded from the present world. 


To be precise, they vanished. 


No one knew if the strong mediators who watched over the 
continent in the past had truly disappeared. 


There were no records. In fact, Frey always felt like there was 
something missing when he read history books. 


It was as if someone had intentionally distorted or hid 
certain parts of history. 


“Actually, | don’t even know what my father and mother look 
like.” 


“Are Dragons still on the continent?” 
“| don’t know.” 
Beniang smiled bitterly. 


She shook her head as if to shake off her sadness before 
looking at Frey with clear eyes for the first time. 


“Frey Blake, what I’m about to tell you is something only a 
few people in my circle know. Are you confident that you 
won’t talk about this?” 


Frey noticed that she didn’t want this information to get out. 


After explaining the situation to him in detail it seemed she 
had chosen to trust Frey’s character. 


‘She’s soft-hearted.’ 
He meant it. 


If it was Shepard Jun here speaking to him, there was a good 
chance that he would threaten Frey or even directly try to 
take his life. 


That was the surest way to ensure a secret was kept, Frey 
had no intention of denying that fact. 


However, Beniang had chosen such an uncertain method. 


To ask him to keep it a secret after he found out. It was like 
leaving her fate to another person. 


Her gentle appearance reminded him of Schweiser. He was a 
nice guy who didn’t know how to doubt people and could 
smile even after he was betrayed. 


‘Again...’ 


Once again he had felt a semblance of his old friend in these 
modern humans. 


Frey shook his head. 

“| won’t tell anyone.” 

“Thank you.” 

Beniang continued speaking in a calm voice. 


“My egg is said to have been found in a Green Dragon's lair 
that had already been swept through by Demigods. 200 


years ago.” 

a i 

200 years ago. 

It was much longer ago than Frey thought. 


“According to the records, when it was found, the lair had 
already been completely devastated and the Dragon’s 
corpse could not be found. It was recorded that the only 
thing that was left in the lair was me.” 


They couldn’t even find a body. 


It was unknown how the only thing that remained safe in the 
destroyed lair was the egg. 


“50 years ago, | hatched from that egg.” 
“You incubated for 150 years.” 

“Yes.” 

Frey also guessed the reason. 


In order to hatch a Dragon’s egg, the parent Dragon needed 
to incubate it by slowly injecting their mana into it. 


The mana would be changed to temper the baby’s Dragon 
Heart. 


This process alone greatly reduced the incubation period as 
well as ensured that the hatchling would be healthy. 


But Beniang did not get to receive this process. 


No, it was already a miracle that she had even hatched in 
the first place. 


Now she must be so unstable and weak that she couldn’t 
even be considered a Half-Dragon. 


“My form when I hatched was not that of a Dragon, but of a 
human. That was when the members of the circle realised 
that | was a Half-Dragon.” 


It would have been almost impossible for them to tell that 
from the outside. 


There might have been a slight difference in the size of the 
egg, but it was highly unlikely that people in that time 
would have been able to accurately determine the size of a 
Dragon’s egg. 


“Afterwards, it was Osel Argento, the former Circle Master of 
the Trowman Rings, who raised me. I...considered him, my 
real father.” 


The previous Circle Master who died in battle with a 
Demigod. 


When she said his name, Beniang’s expression drooped 
Slightly. 


It seemed that she really took this man Osel, who raised her, 
to be her father instead of a Green Dragon she never saw. 


“After his death, I, his foster daughter, took his place. It was 
not the custom. It’s just that, since the incident, a lot of 
people decided to leave the circle. Not only the Force Honors 
but even the Circle Rounder.” 


This meant that she had no choice but to take the position. 


Beniang looked depressed. 


“I've said everything | can. Now tell me about you. How do 
you know about dragons?” (TL: Frey: ’l...am Lucas 
Trowman.’...Beniang: “...” *head explodes*) 


Frey looked at Beniang. 


In other words, her parent was a Green Dragon like his 
teacher. 


It didn’t seem like a coincidence. 
What’s more, Beniang looked very much like his teacher. 


Her personality was different, but her eyes and aura were 
the same. 


Frey wondered for a moment if one of her parents might 
have actually been his teacher but he soon realised how 
ridiculous the probability of that was. 


“| saw it in a book.” 
“A book?” 


“A book | found in the Great Sage’s dungeon. There was a 
detailed description of dragons inside of it.” 


“Schweiser Strow’s memoirs!” 
Beniang was startled. 


“In-, indeed. That’s right. It was recorded that 4,000 years 
ago, Humans and Dragons joined forces to fight the 
Demigods.” 


There was a moment of silence. 
After thinking for a while, Beniang got up from her seat. 
“that’s all | have to say.” 


“Thank you for your honesty. | will never speak of the things 
that you have told me.” 


“Thank you.” 


Even though it was only a verbal oath, Beniang did not seem 
to have any doubts. 


She looked at Frey and spoke cautiously. 


“...well, so what do we do now? | can’t be away for too long 
so I’m thinking of heading back right away.” 


Frey didn’t need to think too long. 


After all, he wanted to know of the inner workings of the 
circle and also to see it with his own eyes. 


Although it was in the midst of a downward Spiral, the 
Trowman Rings were still suitable. 


Rather, it was because there would be no useless arrogance 
or confidence that made this the best corner. 


“If you don’t mind, may | take a look at the Trowman Rings?” 
“Of, of course!” 


Beniang’s face brightened to the point that she was almost 
shining. 


In all honesty, Frey was completely unfamiliar with her 
expressions and reactions. 


This was because Frey had never met a Dragon who 
expressed emotion so clearly. 


‘No. She’s a Half-Dragon.’ 

“I'll just pack my luggage and go down right away.” 
“Yeah. Then l'Il wait downstairs.” 

Beniang headed downstairs. 


He had no luggage to pack. Frey just wanted to take some 
time to organize his thoughts. 


He had always been thinking about creating a strong force. 
It was impossible to bring down the Demigod all alone. 


That was why he was overjoyed when he learned of the 
existence of the circle. 


There were limits to what one could do on their own. 
Especially when it came to humans dealing with Demigods. 


Therefore Frey needed a force behind his back. 
To be precise, what he needed was ‘a force he can trust’. 


Although he withheld his judgment on the circle, Frey 
couldn’t help but feel extremely disappointed with the 
things that he had seen recently. 


It was enough for him to feel anger at the Big Three who 
were playing with their power but were still unable to unite 
together. 


‘We need to unite our forces.’ 
The circle should be one. 


If the executives of the three largest circles heard that, they 
would definitely laugh, but Frey had the confidence to do it. 


To do that, they needed a central point. 


Frey was planning on going to the Trowman Rings and 
taking a look around. 


It didn’t matter how powerful they were. The important thing 
was not their external strength but their inner strength. 


He wanted to know what their standpoint was on the fight 
with the Demigods. 


If he felt that the Trowman Rings was the right circle to be 
the center, then he would revive them. 


Frey, no. 


The Great Mage, Lucas Trowman was confident in his ability 
to do that. 


x x * 
“That’s not...” 


“What are you so upset about? Did | say something wrong 
Master Beniang?” 


As Frey came down to the ground floor, he frowned as he 
heard a voice that he was sure he’d heard somewhere 
before. 


There seemed to be a quiet conflict happening not far away. 


When he turned his head to look, he found where Beniang 
was Standing. 


She was standing with her head lowered, biting her lips. 


And in front of her was a man who did not seem to be 
pleased to see Frey. 


“Oh. You're finally down. You seem to have more weight than 
a Circle Master. How impressive.” 


A middle aged wizard who was a blatantly arrogant Force 
Honor of the Phisfounder Armlets and someone who Frey 
had had a dispute with not long ago. 


It was Dugenjar. 


Chapter 55: Contact(6) 


Frey looked around. 


Standing beside Dugenjar was a bald man who appeared to 
be in his thirties who had a sword at his waist and a young 
man with a gentle expression. 


It didn’t seem like these three were in the same part as there 
was a Subtle distance between all of them. 


“Unfortunately, Honor Heinz isn’t here today.” (TL: good...kill 
him) 


Thinking that Frey was looking around for Heinz, Dugenjar 
gave a snide remark. 


However, Frey ignored him and instead turned to the men 
beside him. 


“You are?” 

“lam Jerome Berner from the Lucid Swords.” 
“lam Steve Jacks from the Strow Necklaces.” 

“Do you have any business with me?” 

“Yes. Well...l think we're a step too late.” 

Steve smiled bitterly and looked over at Beniang. 


Frey realised that these people were scouts from the big 
circles. He became speechless for a moment when he 


realised that all of the big circles were interested in him. 
As this was happening. 


a“ ” 


Dugenjar who had been completely ignored slowly became 
redder at the face. 


He was the worst possible person to send as a scout. 


No. He didn’t have any intention to recruit him in the first 
place. 


Dugenjar looked at Frey and said. 

“Are you going to join the Trowman Rings?” 
“So what if | am?” 

“Hmph. Likes attract...” 


It was just a murmur, but everyone present was still able to 
hear it. 


Beniang bit her lip. 


Frey was sure he saw something flash in her eyes for a 
moment and couldn’t help but feel a bit of relief. 


If she had become submissive here then he would have been 
very disappointed. 


Beniang was timid, but that didn’t mean that she was 
without pride. 


For those who walked the path of magic, a certain amount of 
pride was important. 


Maybe even more so than their lives. 

“Frey Blake, do you intend to join the Trowman Rings?” 
Strow Necklaces’ member Steve asked straightforwardly. 
He was nervous inside. 


Even though he had hurried as much as he could, he still 
didn’t arrive first. 


‘The internal meeting took longer than | expected.’ 


Besides the Trowman Rings’ hideout was much closer to the 
3rd Magic Tower. 


Anyway, the circle had come to a conclusion. 


And that was to attract Frey Blake even if it meant that they 
had to bleed a little. 


The fact that Frey Blake, who was only 20 years old, had 
defeated an Apostle was already becoming widespread. 


As long as it was a 7 star wizard, every circle, including the 
Big Three would covet them. Besides, look at his age. 


In all honesty, Steve still couldn’t completely believe it. 
A wizard who became an Archmage at the age of 20? 


Wasn't that something that even the legendary heroes 
hadn’t been able to achieve?” 


“I’m going to take a look around first.” 


When Frey said that, both Steve and Jerome’s eyes seemed 
to shine brightly. 


“So you haven't decided yet.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then why don’t you also take a look at our circle after?” 
“You mean the Strow Necklaces?” 

“Yes.” 

Steve nodded vigorously. 

Frey nodded without thinking about it for too long. 
“If |haven’t joined a circle by then.” 

“Haha. That’s good enough.” 

As he said this, Steve gave Frey a scroll from his bag. 
“This is?” 


“It’s a scroll engraved with warp magic. The coordinates lead 
to the entrance of our hideout. If you tell them my name, 
they will treat you politely. Mana is required to activate it, 
but at your level it shouldn’t be a problem.” 


“| see.” 

“Then I'll take my leave.” 

This seemed to be his only objective for going there. 
Before he left, Steve shot a look at Dugenjar. 

‘| hope this fool doesn’t do anything stupid.’ 


He felt like something would happen. 


Not only because of Frey, but also Beniang, the Circle Master 
of the Trowman Rings. 


Everyone in the Circle knew that the Phisfounder Armlets 
were especially hostile to the Trowman Rings. (TL: probably 
because of her unrequited love...) 


Their pressure had not reduced, even now that the Trowman 
rings were slowly spiralling downward. 


No, instead it could be said that their contempt had 
increased. 


Steve shook his head. 


He hoped that Dugenjar was able to at least judge the 
situation properly. 


Jerome came forward next. 


“l apologize but | didn’t bring anything like a scroll. If you 
ever come to Geotanbul or Silkeed in the Luanoble Kingdom, 
please be sure to visit our circle. If you talk to the nobles or 
lords in the cities, they will contact us.” 


It seemed that this was the area where the Lucid Swords was 
most active. 


Again Frey nodded and Jerome left not long after. 
Naturally, Frey’s gaze turned to Dugenjar last. 


“What did you come here for? | don’t think you came to do 
the same thing as the other two.” 


“Hmph...there are too many eyes here. Follow me. Master 
Beniang you don’t have to come with us.” 


After saying that, Dugenjar turned around and started 
walking away. 


As Frey watched him walk away, Beniang approached him. 


“l'm sorry. | think that | am the reason you are getting into 
a conflict with Honor Dugenjar.” 


It seemed that she had misunderstood something. 
Frey gave her a smile. 


“That man was already upset because he couldn’t deal with 
me before. What’s the difference?” 


“Yes?” 

“Are you going to follow that man?” 

“he said that | shouldn’t come, so l'Il wait here.” 
As she said this, Beniang bit her lip. 


It felt pitiful for a Circle Master to listen to the words of a 
circle executive of another circle. 


She felt ashamed to show something like that to Frey, who 
was an outsider. 


Frey, who was following Dugenjar, noticed the contempt that 
was on Beniang’s face. 


They didn’t stop walking until they left the city. 


Not far away from the city was a large forest. Only after 
arriving there did Dugenjar turn around. 


His face was filled with ridicule. 


“Show me your skills, | will judge you.” 
It was completely unexpected. 

Frey took a while before answering. 
“Judge?” 


“That’s right. To see if you really have the ability to take 
down an Apostle!” 


“So you don’t believe what | said?” 
If so, it was beyond absurd. 


He was probably among the group that had gone to the 
sight of the fight between Frey and Lukes to clean up. 


If he had any doubts then wouldn't they all be cleared up if 
he examined the traces that were left behind? 


“That’s why I’m telling you to prove your strength. Don’t 
make me repeat myself.” (TL:...Lava Blast...) 


“What about the Blacktooth’s testimony?” 


When Frey recalled Camille and asked, Dugenjar simply 
snorted. 


“How could I believe the words of other races? I have to see 
it with my own eyes. It’s not that difficult. You just have to 
prove it.” 


Thud. 


Dugenjar took out a long staff from his bag which knocked 
against the floor. 


Roar. 


At that moment, mana was released from his body 
explosively. 


The visible mana fluttered like a haze before gathering to 
put pressure on Frey. 


a ” 


This wasn’t the pressure that one would use to scare a 
rookie. 


Such a large amount of mana could be practically 
suffocating. If the person was weak willed, it would be 
enough to stop their heart. 


“I’m going to enlighten you on how big the world really is. 
You need to be educated, so l'Il help you.” 


As he said this, Dugenjar slowly began increasing the 
pressure on Frey. 


“Don’t get proud just because you beat Lukes. Even within 
the 7 stars level, there are different classes.” 


That was the truth. 


Although both Lukes and Dugenjar were considered 7 stars, 
Dugenjar was actually stronger than Lukes. 


Unlike Lukes, who could be considered to be in the middle 
stage of 7 stars, Dugenjar could be considered to be close to 
the peak. 


Although the difference between them might not seem that 
large on paper, in reality, it was actually enormous. 


It was almost impossible for Dugenjar to lose a fight against 
Lukes. 


And maybe Frey had entered the 7 star stage by luck. 


With his amount of skill he should not have much control 
over his mana. 


‘| can’t kill you because the Circle already has eyes on you. 
But l'Il make you crawl on the floor here.” 


At that moment, when Dugenjar had just started smiling. 
Crack Crack. 

White, cold air seemed to billow out from Frey’s body. 
Dugenjar shivered unconsciously. 

‘What is this?’ 

The mana felt cold. 

...cold? The mana was cold? 


‘He could imbue attributes? Into his mana?’ (TL: yes these 
were two separated sentences) 


His expression stiffened. This couldn’t be true. 
It was impossible. 


It was impossible for even him to imbue attributes into his 
mana so naturally. 


Frey spoke softly. 


“You're right.” 


“Wh-, what...” 


Dugenjar didn’t even realise that Frey was speaking to him 
informally. 


“Even if it’s the same level, there are still different classes.” 
Frey’s face was as cold as ice. 

He was angry. 

It wasn’t at Dugenjar who was picking a fight with him. 

To him, all he felt was mild displeasure and contempt. 


No, the reason that Frey was angry was because garbage 
like this could still confidently call themselves 7 stars. 


Crack crack. 
The cold air easily pushed Dugenjar’s mana aside. 


However, it didn’t stop there. Instead, it began to slowly 
apply pressure to Dugenjar. 


Dugenjar hurriedly cast a barrier while exclaiming. 
“Bu-, bullshit!” 
Frey looked down on Dugenjar. 


At that moment he realised that all this while he had been 
overestimating these modern 7 star wizards. 


Being able to maintain a calm mind without being frustrated 
regardless of the situation. 


That was the Archmage that Frey knew. 


An Archmage should never lose their composure. 


This didn’t only refer to pain, but anything that could cloud 
one’s judgement. 


Including emotions like anger, sadness and joy. 


This didn’t mean that they had to suppress those emotions. 
Because humans were not dolls. 


It meant being able to feel every emotion clearly, but still 
being able to maintain one’s composure and think of a way 
to get out of any adverse situations. 


But this man before him. 


When the opponent who he was trying to trample suddenly 
began to pressure him instead, he could not accept the 
reality and his mana began fluctuating. 


This was evidence that he was so agitated that he couldn’t 
even get his own mana under control. 


Frey couldn’t understand how he’d reached his current level. 
He couldn’t know. 


Maybe he had taken many elixirs like Frozen River or he 
began deteriorating after reaching 7 stars. 


Frey’s eyes were frozen on Dugenjar. 
Dugenjar felt his heart quiver. 
He suddenly felt that those eyes were incredibly scary. 


More than the Circle Rounder or even the Circle Master. 


“I... am an Archmage! A, a great wizard!” 
Dugenjar’s face was filled with rage. 
Frey simply responded in a cold voice. 


“If you subtract your level of mana, you are below the 
standard in every way. A wizard who just happens to have 7 
star mana. There’s no better expression to define you than 
that.” 


“Uh, uh...” 


Dugenjar struggled and tried to cast a spell. Frey shook his 
hand. 


Paat. 


M II” 
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Dugenjar wasn’t even able to make a sound. 


‘My, my spell...he negated it before | even began casting 
it...’ 


It was unbelievable. 

Dugenjar once again tried to use a spell. 
“F-, Flame Wave!” 

Paat. 

It was negated once again. 


“I, | don’t believe it...t-, to negate m-, my spells with such 
precision...th-, this...” 


It shouldn’t be possible without reading his mind. 


He needed to know exactly what spell he was going to use, 
know how to cast said spell, soeed and instantaneous 
computational ability to negate a spell. 


Above all, he needed to have a lot of self confidence. 
It was incredibly difficult to negate another person’s spell. 


If they failed at even one step, the person who tried to 
negate the other’s spell would have to bear a very heavy 
burden! 


At that moment, for the first time, Dugenjar came to a 
realisation. 


He had believed that it was just a weak Apostle. 


Lukes was originally a wizard so he should not have been too 
adept at using divine power. 


That was why he believed that this rookie had been lucky 
enough to defeat him. 


But that wasn’t the case. 


The man in front of him definitely had the ability to subdue 
an Apostle. 


Crack crack. 


Frey’s cold mana covered Dugenjar’s body and he slowly 
began to freeze from his toes upwards. 


Dugenjar’s face was tainted with a trace of fear. 


“You, are you going to kill me?” 


“It might happen.” 


“You are out of your mind! | am a Force Honor of the 
Phisfounder Armlets! Don’t do anything that you'll regret!” 


If he went missing then the doubt would definitely fall to 
Frey. 


There were also witnesses like Beniang, Steve and Jerome. 
However, he wasn’t certain of his safety. 


Frey was confident that he would be able to completely wipe 
away any traces, given the need. 


However, he had no intention to kill Dugenjar. (TL: although 
| expected it, it’s still very disappointing) 


There was a much better way. 
“Stop it! What do you intend to do?!” 


“Honor Dugenjar, your life might be in my hands but | have 
no intentions of killing you. | don’t think you would’ve 
shown such mercy, but...I’ll give you one chance.” 


He could still change. (TL: the author put this twice...but | 
figured one time was enough) 


Dugenjar would have to make a critical choice. 


And if he couldn’t change himself in the end then he 
wouldn't be able to melt the ice. 


“What are you talking about...” 


“It’s a trial. If you can’t melt the ice, you will die.” 


Dugenjar’s gaze turned to the ice that entombed his body. 
He immediately realised that it wasn’t ordinary ice. 
“H-, how...” 


“Don’t panic. The more you do that, the faster the ice will 
devour your body. You said it yourself. You’re an Archmage. If 
you can truly act like a 7 star Archmage, then you will be 
able to melt it.” 


“l,..are you testing me? With what qualifications?” 
“lam qualified.” 


Dugenjar didn’t know why, but he was not able to deny 
Frey’s words at that moment. (TL: maybe the part with him 
being frozen in ice...) 


Instead, he just looked at Frey with a slightly dull gaze. 
“You...” 


“You have one day. In order to melt the ice, you have to let it 
burrow into your heart. This is my sincere advice.” 


“| hope you get through this.” 

Great. He’s too Great. 

Dugenjar felt that Frey was incredibly amazing. 
There was a ripple deep in his mind. 


Great shame and regret filled his heart. 


“Kuk.” 
Dugenjar bit his lip. 


Immediately after, he closed his eyes and began activating 
his mana. At the same time, the rate that the ice covered his 
body slowed. 


He did not pay much attention to the advice. 
Right now, it didn’t matter. 
The important thing right now was the time. 


At that moment, a day did not seem that long. And Dugenjar 
could not afford to waste any time. 


Frey hoped that he would overcome the challenge and 
change himself. 


There was a chance, because regardless of how arrogant he 
was, he had, in the end, managed to reach 7 stars. 


The ice would not kill Dugenjar. 


After a day, it would cover Dugenjar’s entire body, and after 
two days, it would melt away on its own. 


Of course, Dugenjar didn’t know that. 


Even if he managed to survive this, he would be filled with 
shame and keep it a secret of his own volition. 


He was the type who would risk his life for his pride. 
Therefore, he would never willingly talk about his shame. 


Of course, that didn’t matter. 


If he revealed it, Frey would be able to determine what kind 
of circle the Phisfounder Armlets was depending on their 
response. 


Honor Dugenjar. 


If he was able to abandon his useless stubbornness and 
arrogance then he had the potential to be a good wizard. 


If he was able to abandon his conceited self, he would be 
reborn as an even better being. 


Frey knew how precious a 7 star wizard was. 


That was why he didn’t want to kill him unless he was truly 
determined to be an enemy or betrayed humankind like 
Lukes. 


There are two kinds of humans in the world. 
Humans who could change and humans who couldn’t. 


Frey hoped that Dugenjar belonged to the former. 


Chapter 56: Trowman 
Rings(1 ) 


Beniang waited anxiously in front of the tower for Frey. 
‘Should | have followed them?’ 

It didn’t seem like it would just be a simple conversation. 
Beniang, thought of Dugenjar. 


Among the executives of the Phisfounder Armlets, that man 
was the one who could be said to have the most hostility 
towards the Trowman Rings. 


Before, when the Trowman Rings was one of the four largest 
circles, Dugenjar would stare at them with a fierce gaze at 
every meeting. 


It was the same even when the previous master Osel 
Argento, was alive. 


Whenever Osel looked at him with a soft smile, Dugenjar 
would turn his head away with killing intent in his eyes. 


However, after Osel died and the circle began to deteriorate, 
the situation changed. 


Beniang had difficulty speaking after seeing his gaze. No, it 
wasn’t just Dugenjar. 


None of the people there were friendly to a fallen circle. 


“Ah...” 

From the distance, she saw Frey approaching. 
Beniang ran up to him. 

“Is, is everything okay?” 

“Yes.” 


When Frey simply nodded with a calm expression, Beniang 
felt a bit confused. 


Did nothing really happen? 


From what she could see, there didn’t seem to be anything 
abnormal. 


“And Honor Dugenjar...?” 

“He went back.” 

“Honor Dugenjar...just went back?” 

“| explained the situation and he believed me.” 
It didn’t make sense. 


Beniang found it impossible to believe Frey’s words, but she 
had a feeling that she would not get an answer even if she 
continued to ask. 


She could only put on a confused expression. 


“...S0 are you done with your business?” 


“Yeah. | think we can leave right away. Where is the 
headquarters of the Trowman Rings?” 


“In the Peinsisko Forest. About three days away from Uthiano 
by foot.” 


“By foot?” 


“I’m sorry, but the road isn’t developed enough for a wagon 
to drive on and there are no Warp Stones.” 


Beniang smiled awkwardly and Frey nodded. 


They bought food, drinking water and camping equipment 
from a nearby general store and immediately left Uthiano. 


And so their short journey began. 
As Beniang had said, the road was not very developed. 


Even though it was a short walk, because it was on a rough 
mountain road, it was rather tiring. 


It might have been difficult for him before he had trained in 
the tower, but now it was quite relaxing. 


Beniang also didn’t seem to be lagging behind either. 
No, instead she was even more relaxed than Frey. 


Just before they crossed a small mountain, Frey stopped 
walking and looked back. 


With the reddish sunset in the background, Uthiano looked 
small in the distance. 


The beautiful sight warmed his heart. 


‘Come to think of it, this is the first time I’m traveling by foot 
since my return.’ 


To get to Kausymphony, he took a ship and then to get to 
every other destination, he used Warp Stones. 


They were comfortable and efficient trips. 
No, it was more like ‘moving’ than actually travelling. 


This wasn’t to say that the current journey was bothersome 
and difficult. Instead, it had a certain beauty to it. 


Frey prefered to have leisure trips and he especially liked 
taking a slow look at the surrounding scenery. 


Beniang didn’t rush him and instead matched Frey’s relaxed 
pace. 


The first day. 


When the sun finally set completely, Frey and Beniang set 
up a campsite. 


Surprisingly, it seemed that Beniang was familiar with 
camping. 


Even on the mountain road, she managed to find suitably 
level ground for camping, made a campfire and skillfully laid 
their sleeping bags. 


She even offered to make dinner herself. 
She also had a Subspace Bag. 


From it, she removed utensils and ingredients and began to 
make soup on the spot. 


It was better than he expected, so Frey was surprised. 
Beniang smiled as she handed a bowl of soup to Frey. 
“I hope it suits your tastes.” 

He took a sip and found that it was very delicious. 


When Frey praised the great flavor, Beniang smiled so 
brightly it seemed like she would fly away. 


“Would you like another bowl?” 
“Please.” 
“Okay!” 


Looking at her act like this, one would never believe that she 
was a Circle Master or a Half-Dragon. 


She felt more like an innocent country girl. 
After the meal, Frey spoke. 


“The man who was the previous Circle Master. Did you say 
his name was Osel Argento?” 


“That’s right.” 

“Which Demigod killed him?” 

Beniang froze at that. 

Then she smiled bitterly and turned to Frey. 
“...you asked a very sensitive question.” 


‘Ah.’ 


He inwardly thought that his question might have been too 
much. 


It occurred to him that he might have to reflect on his 
straightforward way of talking. Since his return, his 
computational mindset which focused on efficiency had 
become more pronounced. 


He didn’t have a very friendly personality 4,000 years ago, 
but it wasn’t this bad. 


“I’m sorry.” 
Frey bowed his head and reflected. 
Embarrassed, Beniang shook her hand at him. 


“N-, no. I’ve already learned to accept my father’s death. If | 
had allowed myself to wallow in it then the Trowman Rings 
would’ve been destroyed.” 


“How much do you know about Demigods?” 


“I know that they are transcendent beings that surpass 
human understanding.” 


Since Frey wanted to hear about the Demigods from a Circle 
Master’s perspective, he acted like he didn’t know much. 


Beniang nodded without having any strange thoughts about 
his response. 


“| can’t tell you everything. Since you're still an outsider.” 


“Would | be able to learn it if | entered the Trowman Rings?” 


Beniang gave a bright smile. 


“Of course. With your skill, you would be able to become an 
executive immediately. But for now, l'Il only tell you what | 
can.” 


“Thank you for that.” 


Beniang looked into the campfire for a moment before 
speaking. 


“The Demigods also have a superior. An entity that was able 
to command all Demigods. We call him Lord.” 


a“ ” 


Frey’s eyes shook. 
Lord. 
How could he forget? 


He couldn’t help but think about what had happened at that 
time. 


It was a being that he had encountered after he reached 9 
stars. The being who had utilised its incredible power to seal 
him in the Abyss. 


Frey had been avoiding thinking about it as much as 
possible. 


This was because he still had not figured out a way to defeat 
this all powerful being who had crushed him even when he 
was a 9 star Great Mage. 


At that moment Frey realised that this information had been 
hidden from him deliberately. 


‘The Circle knew about Lord.’ 


In the past, Shepard had told him that they didn’t have 
much knowledge about Demigods. 


Frey now realised that that was a lie. 


Of course, he didn’t feel betrayed or disappointed in 
Shepard. 


He didn’t fully trust Frey at that time, and wouldn’t tell him 
the truth. 


In fact, it was rather strange that Beniang was even telling 
him this secret. 


“And even among the Demigods, there are individuals with 
tremendous power. We call them [Apocalypses] for easy 
Classification...” 


“Apocalypse...?” 


“While they are not as strong as Lord, they are still strong 
enough to have a certain influence among the Demigods.” 


Beniang stretched out three fingers. 


“We've figured out the power of three of the Apocalypses. 
Sword, Poison and Death.” 


At first, it would seem like these words have no connection, 
but Frey knew the identity of one of them. 


The Demigod who controlled poison. 
An ugly old man with many age spots. 


‘That old man is definitely strong among the Demigods.’ 


It seemed that as the years passed, Demigods like that old 
man, who had more power than the others, were classified 
separately from the rest. 


“My father was killed by a Demigod who has the power of 
Death. It was not that long ago. Only two years.” 


“Was that when the Trowman Rings suffered a devastating 
blow?” 


“Yas,” 
Beniang spoke bitterly. 


“Our circle utilised our full strength for the battle. As a 
result, we suffered heavy damages.” 


“And what about the Demigod?” 
She smiled bitterly and stayed silent. That was the answer. 


If they had succeeded in their subjugation then she wouldn’t 
have stayed silent. 


Frey wanted to learn more about the Demigods but, 
remembering his previous mistake, he couldn’t open his 
mouth easily. 


‘I'll stay content with this much information for now.’ 


Afterwards, they had a few small conversations in which Frey 
deliberately avoided talking about the circle. 


She wasn’t very outspoken. 


She even showed him her earrings which she usually kept 
hidden. 


“These are Typhoon earrings. It’s one of the few magic tools 
created by the Great Mage Lucas Trowman. By simply 
injecting mana into it, you can create a magic barrier. The 
strength of the barrier was also directly related to the 
strength of the user.” 


“Wow! | saw them in a book before. They’re so beautiful.” 


Frey realised that, for the first time since his return, he was 
actually leading a conversation. 


The reason wasn’t hard for him to guess. It was because he 
felt sympathy for Beniang. 


She was currently the head of an organization that was 
slowly being destroyed. This was a burden that many would 
not be able to understand. 


Frey couldn’t help but feel sorry for her when she had to 
carry such a burden on her little shoulders. 


In addition, Beniang had the blood of a Green Dragon like 
his teacher. 


In the past, Frey had always wanted to repay his teacher's 
kindness but the situation was unfavourable and he had 
been unable to do so. 


Frey felt that if he helped Beniang now, it would also give 
him a bit of self comfort. 


So he was also being selfish. 


‘This child would have been happier if she’d grown up 
normally.’ 


Frey continued the journey while trying to take care of 
Beniang as much as possible. 


Thanks to this, by the time they arrived at the Trowman 
Rings’ headquarters, she was quite close to Frey. 


“This Peinsisko Forest.” 
Frey looked at the forest in front of him. 
It was a normal forest without any special features. 


But when he realised that it was in fact a natural barrier 
spell, Frey was impressed. 


‘This took a great amount of skill.’ 


He didn’t think that he would be able to destroy it at his 
current level 


“Did you set up this barrier yourself?” 


“No. If it is damaged then I can repair it, but it was created 
by my father.” 


It was clear that the man called Osel Argento was at least an 
8 star Archmage. 


Beniang on the other hand should be around 6 stars. 


Considering the Dragons’ talent, this was a very 
disappointing figure. 


‘She shouldn’t learn the human way, because she is Half- 
Dragon.’ 


It was probably Osel Argento who taught her. 


But Frey had no intentions of finding fault with him. Perhaps 
in the current world, there was no one who could properly 
teach Beniang. 


‘If | teach her...’ 


Dragons had a ridiculous sensitivity to mana, the presence 
of their Dragon heart and their talent. 


If she made use of these things, she would naturally flourish. 
If he taught her well, she’d be able to grow incredibly strong 
in a short time. 


Just as Frey was delving deeper into his thoughts about 
Beniang. 


He felt someone approaching them at a fast pace from the 
forest. 


Just as Frey began to summon his mana since he did not 
know who it was, Beniang shook her head. 


“It will be someone from our circle.” 
Before long, a middle aged man appeared from the forest. 
He seemed to be in his 40s. 


He was wearing a brown open collared robe and had a large 
build. He looked more like a mercenary who had been 
through many hardships, pretending to be a wizard. 


The man seemed to be in a hurry. 


He ran up to Beniang and spoke with a sorrowful tone. 


“Ma-, Master Beniang!” 

“Honor Gisellan, what’s going on?” 

The man, Gisellan, hurriedly bowed his head. 

“Please forgive my rudeness! The problem is...” 

“It’s fine. Just tell me the situation.” 

Beniang spoke in a calm tone. Frey turned to look at her. 


It seemed that she performed her role as Circle Master much 
better than Frey thought. 


But at Gisellan’s words, her demeanor cracked. 

“I’m sorry! We...we lost in the relic battle again!” 

His words caused Beniang to take a deep breath. 

After biting her lip for a moment, she finally responded. 
“...who was your opponent?” 


“The Basilisk Tails...! Those jackals have come to our circle 
again!” 


Chapter 57: Trowman 
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Beniang went back to her residence, saying that she had 
something to think about, and Frey was escorted to a room 
where he would be staying, which turned out to be a small 
house on the outskirts of the village. 


After he’d washed himself and changed his clothes, he heard 
a knock on the door. 


It was Gisellan, a Force Honor of the Trowman Rings. 
“Do you have a minute?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Thanks.” 

Gisellan walked in and sat on a nearby chair. 


He appeared a bit disheveled as though he had not been 
able to clean up before arriving. 


Gisellan looked down at himself and smiled bitterly. 
“| couldn’t wash up because | was in a hurry.” 

“It’s fine.” 

“That’s a relief. I've embarrassed myself before you.” 


He was talking about what had happened before. 


Frey did not think too much about it. 

“I have a few questions that I’d like to ask.” 
“Please go ahead.” 

“What exactly is Relic Battle?” 

For a moment, their gazes met. 


Gisellan hesitated for a moment before slowly opening his 
mouth. 


“It’s exactly that. It is a duel where the winner takes one of 
the Heroes’ relics from the loser. Originally it was organized 
as a way to promote and foster friendships between the 
circles...now, the meaning has changed a great deal.” 


“Can't you refuse?” 


“We have a few tricks up our sleeves but...the way things 
are now...” 


At that moment, Frey realised that the circles weren't really 
getting along with each other. 


They called themselves the Circle, but in truth, they were 
like a group of individual forces who were forced together 
and were more preoccupied with keeping each other in 
check than actually helping. 
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His eyes sank faintly but Gisellan just gave a bitter laugh 
without realising it. 


“I understand it roughly. So, a circle called Basilisk Tails is 
fighting for the Trowman Rings’ artifacts?” 


“That...” 


Gisellan hesitated fora moment, but Beniang’s advice 
resounded in his head. 


‘She said it was better to tell him everything in an honest 
way than hide it from him.’ 


He was a man who still came personally to check out the 
Trowman Rings despite their desperate situation. 


It was better to be honest than to get caught lying and 
appear deceitful. 


Gisellan nodded. 


“You're right. It has happened many times already and it’s 
not over yet. It’s not as though the Basilisk Tails are the only 
jackals.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Relic Battles between circles can only happen once a 
month. The small and medium sized circles near to us have 
already joined forces. They are taking turns every month to 
fight for artifacts. And they will only do it when Master 
Beniang and the other executives are away from the circle.” 


Gisellan looked at Frey, who was speechless and spoke 
bitterly. 


If they fought 1 on 1 they might win, but when the groups 
joined forces then it wasn’t so easy. 


Since they had no allies to rely on, the Trowman Rings were 
completely isolated. 


“You know that the situation of the Trowman Rings is not 
very good right?” 


“Yes, ” 


“In fact, it’s a lot worse than it seems. Our scale is less than 
a tenth of when we were at our peak and our talented 
members are all on long term missions to build results. 
Otherwise, our circle might break apart and be absorbed by 
other circles.” 


Frey was also surprised. 


This was because he had so simply and honestly told him 
about the extremely precarious situation that they were in. 


He was well aware of the fact that the Trowman Rings was 
desperate for talent. 


For them, even if they had to lie, they would want to do 
everything they needed to attract them. 


Gisellan, who guessed what he was thinking from his 
expression, answered his unspoken question. 


“It was Master Beniang who told me to be completely honest 
with you.” 


“Master Beniang.” 


“A young hero who managed to become a 7 star Archmage 
and defeat an Apostle. All the major forces in the Circle are 
watching you. | heard that you were scouted by all three of 
the major circles. Is that true?” 


Dugenjar hadn’t been there for that purpose, but Frey still 
nodded because Mikel from the Phisfounder Armlets had 


made him an offer before. 

“That’s right.” 

“Hoo.” 

Gisellan’s attitude experienced a slight change. 
He really wanted to attract Frey somehow. 


But with the little bit of composure that he still had, he 
realised how pointless his thoughts were. 


Even if he managed to attract him with a lie, it wouldn’t be 
difficult for Frey to leave the circle if he was really 
determined. 


Gisellan knew this better than anyone. 


It was an incredibly painful feeling when the Circle Master 
Osel Argento left and many of the Force Honors and even 
the most trusted Circle Rounders, left the Trowman Rings. 


It was a lie to say that he wasn’t hopeful at all. 


If it was Frey, who was said to have defeated an Apostle, 
then he would not find an opponent in the Trowman Rings. 


If he did enter the circle, that fact alone would be enough to 
prevent those small and medium circles from appearing 
whenever they felt like it. 


Everyone knew how powerful a 7 star wizard was. 
But it would literally take a miracle. 


‘It’s impossible for things to go so smoothly.’ 


There was no merit for Frey to join the crumbling Trowman 
Rings. 


From this little conversation, Gisellan realised that this 
young man in front of him was truly worthy of the name 
Wizard. 


He was the type of man who did not blink even once when 
he tried to appeal to his compassionate side. 


This wasn’t to say that Frey was wrong. 
Instead, he should be considered wise. 


After all, there was no person who would decide to climb 
onto a sinking ship. 


“That’s all | have to ask.” 
“right. Then l'Il take my leave. Have a good rest.” 


“If it’s no problem, I'd like to take a look around the village. 
Would that be okay?” 


Gisellan nodded. 


“There’s no problem. But don’t snoop around Master 
Beniang’s house on the far west end. That might lead to 
unnecessary suspicion. If there’s anything you need, come 
to my house. It’s the one directly opposite.” 


“I will keep that in mind.” 
Gisellan left the room, and after a while, Frey followed him. 


Although it was supposed to be the headquarters of a circle, 
Frey couldn’t help but be reminded of a normal village. 


Frey walked slowly down the street while looking around. 
Then he stopped. 
There was a statue. 


A very big statue which didn’t seem to fit in at all in this 
little village. 


The statue was of a man, who appeared to be in his thirties, 
wore a blue robe, and seemed to be looking into the 
distance with a lonely expression. 


On his left shoulder sat a small Phoenix and in his right hand 
was a crooked, old, wooden staff. 


His name was written below the statue. 
[Lukas Trowman] (TL: this is in English) 
“Do you admire Mr. Lukas too?” 


When he heard the voice, he turned around to see a young 
man. 


He was a handsome young man with a gentle expression 
and a smile in his eyes. 


He bowed his head politely when Frey turned to look at him. 
“I’m sorry if | startled you.” 


“It’s fine. More importantly. | wonder why you think | like 
Lukas.” 


“Because you look captivated. Well. It seemed to me that 
you had many thoughts about Lukas.” 


Frey turned back to look at the statue of Lukas. 
“I don’t like him that much.” 

“Ah...1 see. I’m sorry.” 

He bowed his head again while apologizing. 


“My introduction is a bit late. My name is Fianne. It’s not 
much, but I hold the position of Force Honor in the Trowman 
Rings.” 


Force Honor. 


He didn’t expect that this young man would actually be an 
executive in the Trowman Rings. 


Was it because they lacked talented personnel? 
No. 


Frey could see that Fianne was actually quite outstanding. 
He seemed to be at a similar level to Gisellan, with whom 
Frey had just been speaking. 


‘Is it because their numbers are too small that they lose to 
the small and medium sized circles?’ 


Frey had this thought while introducing himself. 
“I'm Frey Blake.” 


“I’ve heard a lot about you. It’s said that you defeated an 
Apostle. That’s an amazing achievement. | was so thrilled 


when | learned of it...1 would like to express my sincere 
respect to Mr. Frey for your achievement.” 


“Thank you.” 
Frey politely bowed his head as well. 
And the conversation ended there. 


Fianne gave an embarrassed smile at Frey’s reaction which 
was much calmer than he’d anticipated. 


“It seems that | am in the way. | will take my leave.” 

Then Frey stopped him just as he was about to turn around. 
“One minute, can | ask you something?” 

“Ah. Of course.” 


“I apologize in advance for my rudeness. Honor Fianne, why 
are you staying in this crumbling circle?” 


“Yes?” 

Fianne’s face stiffened for a moment. 

But Frey’s eyes remained firm. 

This was the most important problem to him. 


“With your skill, wouldn’t you be able to get into another 
circle easily? Not just you. Master Beniang, Honor Gisellan 
and all the other members here. | don’t understand why you 
all are bailing(2) water out of a sinking ship.” 


If it stayed the way it was, then the Trowman Rings would 
disappear someday. 


Their actions were nothing more than delaying when it 
actually happened. 


“.,.you are a very reasonable person. Truly the model 
wizard.” 


Fianne gave a bitter smile. 


Frey knew it wasn’t a compliment but did not say anything 
about it. 


“A sinking ship. That is an appropriate analogy. It is true. 
And we all know the most realistic outcome. To be 
distributed among the other circles together with our 
remaining artifacts.” 


It was true. 


In the end the purpose of the Circle was to overthrow the 
Demigods. 


The collapse of the Trowman Rings didn’t mean that 
someone had to die or live a miserable life. 


So he didn’t understand. 
“But we can’t be so cold.” 
“Why?” 


“Because that would mean that the Trowman Rings 
disappeared.” 


“What does it matter?” 


“The Circle is an organization connected through the will of 
the heroes of old, Mr. Frey. If we break apart, then Lukas’ 
name will also be cut off.” 


“I know it sounds stupid. | have no intentions of forcing 
others to understand either. But Frey. In the first place, the 
Circle began because of our respect for those great 
legends.” 


Fianne gave a soft laugh. 


“Do you know why Lukas is the only human in history to be 
given the name Great Mage?” 


Frey didn’t answer. 


Fianne continued to speak, perhaps thinking that he didn’t 
know. 


“It’s because he is the pioneer for everyone walking along 
the path of magic. 4,000 years ago, it’s not enough to say 
that the relationship between the wizards and the magic 
warriors was the worst. 


Ignoring or despising each other, there would even be fights 
to the death happening every day. It is the same for witches. 
They were treated like heretics instead of comrades who 
followed the same path.” 
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“Lukas wasn’t like that. As long as they used mana, then 
they were the same kin. He said that they were all comrades 
who also shared the purpose of pursuing the long road 
known as magic.” 


Fianne laughed again. 


“It was a small start, but someone had to do it. It was Mr. 
Lukas who made the first step. At that time, there were 
many who were unconvinced. Many who were hostile 
towards Lukas. Even wizards just like him. But...Lukas 
overcame it.” 
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“Mr. Frey, |...no. Our circle is a simple group. We admire 
Lukas, who was able to embrace even those who wanted to 
take his life and lead them along the path of magic, more 
than anyone else in the world. 


And if possible, we all wish to be able to imitate that sublime 
spirit, even a little. We never want his traces to disappear 
from our world.” 


Frey thought of Shepard and Peran again. 


He thought of the smiles that came across their faces when 
they talked about the heroes they admired. 


‘Ah.’ 


Frey realised at that moment how they really thought of the 
heroes. 


It wasn’t simply about respect or paying homage to the 
great people who lived in the past. 


To them, Lukas was like their soul. He was a spiritual pillar 
that was more important than even their own lives. 


At that moment, Frey truly understood their hearts. 


“| understand.” 


Frey turned his head away from Fianne and scratched his 
cheek like he was embarrassed. 


“Lukas must be happy.” 
“Yes?” 


“He’d be very pleased to have successors who have 
inherited his spirit.” 


“Haha. | sincerely hope so.” 


Frey was grateful for their respect. As much as they 
respected and admired him, Frey respected and admired 
them. 


He hadn’t thought about joining the Trowman Rings, but 
Frey wanted to at least give them something in return for 
their appreciation. 


And that was not something difficult to achieve. 


Frey’s footsteps led him toward Beniang’s house. 


Chapter 58: Trowman 
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The conversation with Beniang didn’t take very long. 


Frey simply asked what he needed and within an hour he left 
the house once again. 


Just in case, Gisellan, who was outside, asked while looking 
at Frey’s retreating back. 


“Master Beniang, what did he want to talk about?” 
“He just wanted to ask a few questions.” 
“What did he ask?” 


“The location of the Basilisk Tails...and some of the rules that 
existed in the Circle.” 


Gisellan’s expression stiffened a bit. 


This was because he was worried that Frey would stand on 
the other side after learning the location of the Basilisk Tails. 


On the other hand, Beniang’s expression was complicated. 
Frey’s questions once again resounded in her mind. 


One of them was the most impressive. 


‘Can | apply for a Relic Battle with a wanderer’s status?’ 
x KO 
“It really is true that there is no bird that doesn’t fall.” 


Antoine laughed at the words of Alan, a young executive of 
the Basilisk Tails. 


“That describes the Trowman Rings perfectly.” 
“It’s just like you said. Hahaha.” 


Antoine’s group, who had just returned to their headquarters 
burst into pleasant laughter. 


They looked down happily at the gains from their trip. 


The Trowman Rings which was once one of the four largest 
circles! But look at them now. 


Their headquarters was smaller than a mouse hole and their 
power was not even a tenth of when they were at their peak. 


‘Well. Thanks to that we can drink sweet water.’ 
They had already taken three artifacts. 


If the amount taken by the other medium and small circles 
were added up then it should be around ten. 


At first, they were worried, because they did not know how 
weak they were, but after fighting a few times they had 
gained confidence. 


They only needed to be wary of two people in the Trowman 
Rings. The Circle Master Beniang and a Force Honor called 
Eizek. 


The best time to strike was when these two were away and it 
paid off. 


“Rounder Antoine, a guest is here.” 
A circle member came to report to him. 


Antoine frowned because he had yet to unpack and take a 
rest. 


“A guest so late at night? Who is it?” 
“It’s a wanderer.” 

“A wanderer?” 

This wasn’t literal. 


Wanderer was a term used by the Circle to describe persons 
who knew about the Demigods and had relics of the heroes 
but were not connected to any circle. 


“What does he want?” 

“That...he wants to have a Relic Battle with us...” 
“What?” 

Antoine’s expression became filled with disdain. 


In fact, this was something that had happened numerous 
times before. 


This was because the Basilisk Tails were the most powerful 
circle within the region. Because of this, numerous 
wanderers and runaways who escaped from their own 
circles, would come here seeking fortune. 


In any case, the artifacts they had were low level items that 
were barely qualified to be called relics so there wouldn’t be 
much damage even if they lost. 


“Throw him out. Make sure he never wants to come back.” 


The rules said that a Relic Battle couldn’t be refused, but 
there was no problem if you threw them out. 


Only those with poor skills usually chose to wander so they 
didn’t have a strong backer to stand up for them. 


Except if it was one of the rare few with enough strength to 
be an executive. 


“W-, well we tried to do that. He’s stronger than we 
expected, so it’s not possible.” 


“The guards weren’t enough?” 


“Yes. Additionally, it seems that he has some reasonably 
good artifacts.” 


As the circle member said this, he recalled the cloak that the 
gray haired wanderer was wearing. 


He wasn’t exactly sure, but the cloak looked expensive. 
That made Antoine’s expression change a little. 
If he had decent artifacts then the story would be different. 


Besides, didn’t he already say that they couldn’t kick him 
out even with the elite guards they had specially selected? 


“I'll take a look personally.” 


“Rounder Antoine will go personally?” 


“Right.” 


Usually, he would send one of the Force Honors to handle a 
situation like this, but he was in a good mood today. 


He’d realised that the Trowman Rings’ collapse was just 
around the corner and he’d managed to obtain an artifact. 


Therefore Antoine decided to grant this wanderer the 
opportunity to meet him personally. 


He followed his subordinate. 


The headquarters of the Basilisk Tails was located in a cave 
not far from the Peinsisko Forest. 


Because of their expansion work, the interior of the cave was 
Spacious and able to fit up to 200 people. They had also 
created a hold in the ceiling to allow sunlight to enter the 
cave. 


Hallucinatory Spells and barriers had been placed at the 
entrance of the cave so that they did not have to fear any 
wild animal or lost travellers wandering into their base. 


As he arrived at the entrance of the cave, he saw a young 
man standing there. 


He was a handsome, gray haired man who wore a calm 
expression that did not seem to match his age. 


Antoine didn’t recognize Frey. 


He had immediately lost his nerve when he learned of 
Beniang’s arrival and hurriedly left the Trowman Rings. 


“You are the wanderer? What is your name?” 


“Frey.” 
It was the first time he’d heard the name. 


Frey’S name was naturally something that only the 
executives of large circles like the Big Three were aware of. 


In the first place, most small sized and medium sized circles 
like the Basilisk Tails had never even seen an Apostle, let 
alone a Demigod. 


Their jobs were usually to clean up, defeat monsters and 
collect information. 


It was impossible for him to have heard the news. 
“Right. What business do you have here?” 
The man, Frey, responded, recalling Beniang’s words. 


“Your subordinate must have informed you already. Or do | 
have to say it again?” 


It didn’t matter. 


Frey muttered under his breath for a moment before clearing 
his throat and announcing in a loud voice. 


“Wanderer Frey formally declares a Relic Battle against the 
Basilisk Tails. | don’t know if this is enough.” 


“Ku hh Ra 
Antoine scoffed. 


He wasn’t alone. 


The faces of all the members around him were filled with 
ridicule. 


“| don’t know where this kid came from. So? What artifact do 
you intend to wager?” 


“This.” 
Frey took a dagger out of his bag before throwing it forward. 


The dagger spun a few times in the air before sticking into 
the ground with a soft ‘puk’. 


It was a dagger encrusted with many bright jewels. 


“Kungunil’s Dagger. It’s a premium item that is perfect to 
use aS a weapon, it is engraved with a return rune so it will 
return when thrown and a blink rune which would allow the 
user to teleport to it.” 


“if you're lyin-” 
“Check for yourself.” 


Antoine observed Frey with his sunken eyes before shooting 
a glance at Alan who was behind him. 


Alan pulled out the dagger which had been stuck in the floor 
and inspected it carefully. 


Gulp! 
‘Th-, this...!’ 
It was an amazing item. 


One could tell that just by looking at it. The blade was silver 
and was engraved with many runes. 


“l-, l'm sure this is from the Age of Light! This dagger is 
made of Mithril and there are multiple magic runes engraved 
on it!” 


Antoine’s eyes shined with amazement. 


If it was from the Age of Light, didn’t that mean that it was 
an item from the Great Mage’s era when Lukas and the other 
four heroes were active? 


The relics from that time were all engraved with powerful 
magic runes. 


Antoine’s eyes became filled with greed instantly. 
“It’s not insufficient to call it a relic. What do you think?” 
“Kuku. Good.” 


From the looks of it, he must have found it in a dungeon 
somewhere, but Antoine had dealt with many little wizards 
like this before. 


Young men who were filled with youthful vigor. He must 
have come here to pick a fight because he was confident in 
his skills. 


He should be a 5 star, maybe even a6 star wizard. But 
Antoine was not worried. 


Relic Battles could be fought up to three times a day. 


He didn’t think that it was possible for him to win all three 
battles, but it did not matter even if he did. 


Because this was their headquarters. No one would know the 
truth if he killed him here. 


That’s why he felt that the wizard in front of him was still a 
child. 


Otherwise, why would he go alone to another’s headquarters 
and request a Relic Battle? 


It was madness unless he had the power to destroy the circle 
on his own. 


Antoine smiled. 


“Come in.” 


Chapter 59: Trowman 
Rings(4) 


“Do you know the rules of the Relic Battle?” 


“Rejection is impossible, and there can be as many as three 
battles in a day. There is no penalty for killing your 
opponent, and it is possible to increase the number of 
wagered artifacts after mutual agreement. Did | get it right?” 


“Hoh...” 
It seems he’d heard the rules somewhere before. 


He didn’t seem to like speaking formally but that could all 
just be a part of his cute little act. 


Antoine smiled and said, 


“You know them well. Good. We will wager this against your 
dagger.” 


When Antoine opened his hand, there was a red ring sitting 
on his palm. 


Frey looked at the ring for a moment before nodding and 
walking toward the center of a large open space. 


“Alan Piax, you'll be first.” 


“As you wish.” 


Alan walked out with a confident look and Frey was able to 
realise at a glance that he was a Magic Warrior. 


“Hey you, what class are you?” 
“Wizard.” 


At that, the members of the Basilisk Tails circle burst into 
laughter. 


“Puhahaha!” 
“There are indeed many ways to commit suicide.” 
“He has the nerves of a Circle Master!” 


Even a runny nosed child knew that Wizards were weaker in 
head-on confrontations. 


He wore a robe, so they had an inkling, but they never truly 
believed that he was actually a Wizard. 


Alan laughed and increased the distance between them. 
“Is that so? Then l'Il start from ten steps away.” 

“Are you one of this circle’s executives?” 

“That’s right.” 


Since he was selected to be the starter, he should be quite 
Skilled among the executives. 


Frey didn’t know it, but it was this very same Alan before 
him who had defeated Fianne, the Force Honor of the 
Trowman Rings. 


Alan could be considered almost as strong as a First Class 
Magic Warrior. 


In fact, he was one of the three strongest fighters among the 
Force Honors of the Basilisk Tails circle. 


‘It would be great if it ended in an instant.’ 
Alan prepared himself. 


His martial art, like a two headed snake, aimed at 
persistently penetrating the enemy’s defenses by utilizing 
his anomalous movements. 


A wizard without enough fighting experience would never 
be able to avoid his swift and graceful movements. 


A single blow. 
Alan intended on finishing the fight with a single blow. 
‘It would be better to kill him.’ 


Then there would be no need for them to have any more 
fights. 


It was not against the rules and most of all, since he was 
only a wanderer, there would be no backlash. 


It was possible that he had more artifacts hidden away, so it 
would be better to kill him and search his corpse. 


Alan narrowed his eyes. 
“Begin!” 


Paak! 


Alan. 

Collapsed. 

“Huh?” 

Someone finally reacted after a moment of silence. 


In the silence, his voice was especially loud and it managed 
to awaken those around him, who then had similar reactions. 


“Wh-, what just...” 

“Something just flashed past...” 
“D-, did Alan lose?” 

Frey lowered his hand. 

Antoine watched with a frozen face. 
“That’s one.” 


Frey’s low voice sounded exceptionally loud in the quiet 
cave. 


Antoine, who had finally come to his senses, blinked his eyes 
rapidly. 


‘Wh-, what did...he just do?’ 


Even he, a6 star Battlemage, could not understand exactly 
what had happened. 


No, it was more accurate to say that he refused to accept 
what happened. 


‘l-, if | didn’t see incorrectly...then that should have been an 
Ice Arrow.’ 


He couldn’t believe it. 
It was impossible. 
Antoine vehemently denied the thoughts in his head. 


Alan Piax, one of the strongest Magic Warriors in the area 
and a Force Honor of the Basilisk Tails had been defeated 
with just a two star Ice Arrow spell? 


Impossible. 
Even he himself, no. 


Even Pelix, the Circle Master of the Basilisk Tails, would be 
unable to accomplish such a task! 


‘Arcane Magic! Right, it must have been Arcane Magic. He is 
only pretending to be calm, he must have almost no mana at 
this moment!’ 


Otherwise, there was no way to explain the destructive 
power, casting speed and projectile speed of the spell. 


Antoine hid his thoughts and let out a forced laugh. 


“Y-, you are quite skilled. Where did you learn such magic?” 


“There is no reason for me to answer. Bring the artifact. Or 
do you not intend to accept defeat.” 


Damn it. 
Antoine’s expression became filled with rage. 


This little bastard, who was still filled with youthful 
exuberance, truly dared to speak in such a way, even in 
such a situation. 


Before, when he didn’t see him as a threat, Antoine felt that 
this attitude was amusing and cute, but now it was different. 


Antoine gritted his teeth angrily. 
Ever since the Basilisk Tails grew, no. 


Even before the circle had reached the level they were at 
now, there was never anyone who dared speak to him in this 
way. 


As he looked at his subordinates with a fierce gaze, one of 
them brought out the red ring and handed it over. 


Frey put the ring on his thumb finger without really thinking 
about it. 


Back when he was still Lukas, it was always his habit to puta 
ring on his thumb. 


‘Is he provoking us?’ 
A spark seemed to light up in Antoine’s eyes. 


Frey briefly observed the red ring on his finger before 
putting Kungunli’s Dagger back into his bag. 


“Then I'll take my leave.” 
“W-, wait!” 
Antoine hurriedly stopped him, his eyes shining. 


‘As | expected. He is only pretending to be calm but instead, 
he wants to go back and get some rest.’ 


Looking at him closely, he could see that Frey was panting a 
bit. This was proof that he was actually tired. 


“| propose we have another duel.” 
“That’s good.” 
“Huh?” 


Frey’s attitude seemed to change in a flash as he 
immediately continued. 


“I'll bet two artifacts this time. The red ring and the dagger. 
What do you think?” 


What? 
Why was he suddenly acting confident? 


Antoine began to feel a bit anxious, but he still nodded his 
head in the end, expressing his assent. 


“G-, good. We'll wager the [Kelvin Stone] and [Winged 
Boots].” 


He agreed because if he took a step back here it would 
appear as though he was afraid of this young man. 


However, Frey’s current attitude worried him. 


‘He’s just pretending to be confident. That must be it.’ 


Since a Relic Battle cannot be refused, he must be trying to 
hide his weakness. 


Antoine shook his head. 


‘The maximum number of Relic Battles in a day is three. It 
doesn’t matter if we don’t follow the rules, but...’ 


Firstly he had to be vigilant as the situation progressed. 


‘| will observe this guy’s magic once more. If we fail again, 
then l'Il just go up and kill him myself.’ 


After making his decision, Antoine spoke to the man beside 
him. 


“Killa, you’re up.” 
“Yas,” 


“you saw the Arcane Magic he used, right? Its 
characteristics should be its short casting time, high speed 
and destructive power. At first glance, it might appear that it 
has no weaknesses but look at his complexion. It seems that 
the mana consumption is actually quite high. 


It should be impossible for him to use it continuously. Do you 
understand what I’m saying? If you block the first attack, 
then victory will be yours.” 


“I will keep that in mind.” 
Killa nodded once with a stiff face. 


Antoine had faith in him. 


Killa was a Wizard, not a Magic Warrior, which meant that his 
mana sensitivity was relatively high. 


More importantly, he had seen what had happened in the 
previous fight. 


It would not be the same situation where he failed to defend 
against an unexpected blow and was thus defeated. 


‘This guy’s Arcane Magic! If | can withstand it, then | will 
win!’ 


Killa analyzed all the information he had so far. 


With a nervous expression on his face, he gripped the 
handle of his staff tightly. 


It was not an artifact but a staff that was able to store one 
spell. The spell he’d chosen to store was a barrier spell. 


He intended to activate it the moment the fight began, 
defend against the attack and then defeat his opponent. 


‘Bring it on!’ 

“Begin!” 

Crack! 

“Urk...” 

As soon as the voice cried out, something broke. 

Antoine realised that it was the barrier spell Killa had stored. 


Ice Arrow. 


The spell didn’t stop after destroying the barrier, instead 
continuing till it met Killa’s stomach. 


Killa then fell to the ground with his eyes closed. 


There was no fuss. 
Instead, a heavy silence seemed to fill the area once again. 
The Basilisk Tails members could no longer laugh. 


The only things they felt at that moment were fear, awe and 
doubt. 


Or they just stared at Frey blankly without knowing what to 
think. 


Frey’s voice rang out in the cave once again. 


“That’s two.” 


Chapter 60: Trowman 
Rings(5) 


Antoine’s face trembled as he shouted. 

“Th-, this...! What kind of trick did you use?” 
“Trick?” 

Frey laughed at the ridiculous statement. 
“You aren’t serious.” 


“l-, if that’s not the case, then there’s no way that one of the 
best Wizards in our circle would just collapse without being 
able to do anything.” 


“You can check for yourself. Isn’t it possible to have a Relic 
Battle three times in one day? You guys still have one 
chance left.” 


“akuh!” 


Antoine realised that he had no choice but to step out 
himself. 


He raised his staff and glared at Frey. 


“|I don’t know what tricks you’re using, but you won’t be able 
to fool this staff!” 


Antoine aimed his staff, which had an eye-shaped gem at 
the top, at Frey. 


The [Eyes of Truth] was a staff that could perfectly pierce 
through the veil of all kinds of illusory magic. So of course 
the usefulness of this staff went without saying. 


Antonie glanced at the referee. 


This glance made the referee swallow some saliva to help his 
dry throat, before shouting. 


“B-, begin!” 


Antoine felt something shooting towards him the moment he 
heard the referee’s voice. 


‘| can’t block it!’ 
He couldn’t stop it. 


Antoine realised that even with his skills, he could not block 
Frey’s attack, so he immediately cast the Blink spell. 


Chantless Magic! (TL: this one kicked my butt) 


This was a Skill that only wizards at 5 stars and higher could 
do. 


Antoine remained vigilant. 


The strength that Frey had shown was far above his 
expectations. 


“Fire Arro-...w?” 
Antoine’s mouth widened involuntarily. 
In front of his now slightly teary eyes, he saw a large number 


of Ice Arrows. The number of which easily surpassed a 
hundred. 


“Th-, this doesn’t make sense. Was it not...Arcane Magic?” 
“Arcane Magic? This?” 


Frey smiled and touched one of the Ice Arrows beside him 
with his index finger. 


“AS you can see, they’re Ice Arrows.” 
“That’s impossible! l-, Ice Arrows can’t do that much dama-” 
“It can do enough.” 


“Besides, the Ch-, Chantless Magic...to make all of this 
without preparation...” 


Antoine realised just how ridiculous the sight before him 
was. 


His blank face quickly became red. 
“K-, kill...! Kill him!” 


When the circle members all looked at him with blank 
expressions, Antoine furiously shouted at them. 


“What are you doing!? Are you going to let him take all of 
our artifacts?!” 


“B-, but...” 


“Follow my orders! No matter how strong he is, he can’t 
overcome our numbers!” 


“Ye-, yes!” 


“Fi-, Fireball!” 


“Magma Wall!” 
“Wind Cutter!” 


The circle members hurriedly chanted their spells and began 
to attack Frey. 


Dozens of spells flew towards Frey, creating a very 
magnificent sight. 


Boom! 
Boom! 


For a moment, continuous deafening explosions sounded in 
the cave. 


If it weren’t for the defensive arrays, the entire cave would 
have collapsed from the commotion. 


It was incredibly devastating, yet Antoine did not feel 
relaxed. 


Anxiety began to creep in. 


Common sense dictated that it would have been impossible 
for anyone to survive the sheer destructive force of that 
magical bombardment. 


And because there was a wide range of spells, it could not 
have been avoided or negated because several different 
elements had exploded at the same time. 


So why was he still feeling uneasy? 


Crackle. 


The flames subsided, and standing there, without even a 
scratch, was Frey. 


The only thing that had changed was the cold smile that 
now graced his lips. 


Antoine’s heart shook. 
“Can it be considered self defense from now on?” 
“Th-, this doesn’t make sense. How could you Survive...” 


“I have no intentions of killing all of you. Go call your Circle 
Master. Your judgement will be decided after my 
conversation with him.” 


That was impossible. 
Antoine bit his lip. 


If Circle Master Pelik found out about this, then his position 
would be in jeopardy. 


Now was the time when he had started flying after crawling 
on the floor all his life. Even if he were to die, he would not 
let it be taken away. 


“That’s ridiculous! Do you think you've already defeated us? 
Nonsense!” 


Frey pointed at Antoine. 


“You’re good at inciting a group. In an emergency, you push 
your men forward to act as shields and only think about 
yourself.” 


He could only be described as scum worse than Dugenjar. 


In truth, Frey didn’t think too badly of Dugenjar. 


His only problems were his arrogance and not understanding 
just how high the sky was. 


But this man was different. 


He was such an ugly human that Frey hated the fact that he 
was considered a Wizard just like him. 


“| want to kill you right now.” 

Frey shook his head. 

He had to think twice before he took another Wizard’s life. 
This was a request that Schweiser had made to him. 


“but l'Il reconsider it after remembering the words of my 
old friend. But if you open your mouth again...” 


“S-, shut up! You're the-” 
Pit. 
A thin red line appeared on Antoine’s neck. 


He reached up to his neck as the focus in his eyes 
disappeared. 


And like a fruit that had been cleanly cut from a tree, his 
head fell to the ground. 


“Ro-, Rounder Antoine!” 


“This doesn’t make sense!” 


A Wind Cutter had appeared from Frey’s hand and cut 
Antoine’s neck before anyone could realise. 


Even Antoine, whose neck had been cut, did not realise how 
he died. 


“The Circle Master...” 
Call them. 
Frey didn’t finish the rest of his sentence. 


This was because he saw someone walking over from the far 
end of the cave. 


It was a middle aged woman. 


She was wearing a witch’s hat and her face was heavily 
covered in makeup. 


Frey looked at her and said. 

“Are you the Circle Master of the Basilisk Tails?” 

The woman nodded with a stiff face. 

“that’s right. Who are you?” 

Frey ignored her question and continued. 

“| just had a Relic Battle with your circle.” 

Pelik, the Circle Master of the Basilisk Tails, bit her lip as she 
og that she could not have a full conversation with 


Frey turned his gaze back to the decapitated body of 
Antoine. 


The blood from his neck had already formed a puddle. 
‘Rounder Antoine so easily...’ 


She didn’t know who this young wizard was, but she was 
sure of one thing. 


He was at least 7 stars. 
An Archmage! 


An Archmage, which was rare even in the Three Great 
Circles, had come to this place. 


“continue.” 
“I fought a total of three times and won every time.” 


The final battle could be considered his win since Antoine 
had incited his men to attack before the fight had ended. 


“But that man. Rounder Antoine was it? He incited his men 
and tried to kill me.” 


“So he...” 


“I killed him. | gave him one chance. Antoine didn’t heed my 
advice, and there are no second chances. | hope you aren’t 
the same.” 


Pelik involuntarily swallowed a mouthful of saliva at those 
words. 


She heard sincerity in Frey’s calm voice. 
“What is your name?” 


“Pelik Oviet.” 


“Master Pelik, tell me, what is the purpose of the Circle?” 
“Yes?” 

Frey looked at Pelik silently. 

Stricken with fear, Pelik quickly recalled his words. 

“T-, to break free of the Demigods’ clutches.” 

“Do you know what they are?” 


“O-, of course. They are transcendent beings who surpass 
human understanding and are capable of destroying an 
entire city with a single finger.” 


“You know it well. Right...you know it well.” 
Frey took a step forward. 


“But it seems that you lost control of yourself after becoming 
powerful.” 


Crack crack! 
The earth beneath his feet began to freeze. 


The circle members tried to move their feet to evade the ice, 
but it soread and froze their feet in an instant. 


“Ugh!” 
“I can’t move!” 
Even the Circle Master Pelik was unable to escape its range. 


‘Th-, this...it’s not something that we can handle.’ 


After judging the situation, Pelik urgently informed her 
members. 


“Everyone, don’t try to forcefully escape! If you make a 
wrong move, you might lose your flesh!” 


“I don’t think you have the time to worry about other 
people.” 


The anger Frey held toward the Circle seemed to be 
exploding all at once. 


When faced with a powerful enemy like the Demigods, 
pathetic guys like these were not only not united, but they 
even kept each other in check! 


Their purpose wasn’t to overthrow the Demigods. 


They were focused on snatching artifacts and keeping the 
Trowman Rings in check to boost their own power. 


Their goal was obvious. 

To gain power and wealth. 

Boom. 

Frey’s eyes were filled with anger. 


His anger turned into momentum, and this momentum 
became pressure aimed at Pelik. 


“Ugh...” 
Pelik felt pressured as if someone was squeezing her heart. 


Breathing became difficult, and sweat began pouring down 
her body. 


With clattering teeth, she stared at Frey, realizing that she 
was the only one who hadn't been frozen. 


Making a quick judgement, she fell to her knees. 
“P-, please spare us.” 


l ” 


“T-, tell me what you want. | will follow your orders. So 
please...please don’t destroy our circle.” 


“Even if | asked you to take your own life?” 
of 1” 
Frey’s heartless eyes stared at Pelik. 


She was shocked for a moment before she nodded with 
determination. 


“If you can promise that you will not destroy our circle after 
that. Gladly.” 


“M-, Master Pelik!” 

“Don’t!” 

The circle members all began venting their anger loudly. 
Frey slowly lifted his hand. 


There, red mana began to flow and an incredibly hot flame 
soon appeared on his palm. 


Mt ” 


Pelik closed her eyes and waited for her end. 


Instead, she heard Frey’s voice, filled with admiration. 
“Excellent.” 
Pat. 


At the same time, the ice that had frozen the bodies of the 
members quickly disappeared. 


Pelik looked around, confused. 
“Bring all the artifacts you took from the Trowman Rings.” 
“U-, understood.” 


After that, Pelik hurried to her home from which she brought 
back the artifacts and handed them to Frey. 


Frey looked at them with a complex gaze. 
One of them was a purple ring. 
A ring that he had made. 


The other was a pair of blue gloves, but this was the first 
time that Frey had seen them. 


It was likely a relic of a hero who came after him. 


“Tell me the locations of all the small and medium circles 
around here. Without exception.” 


“Th-, that...” 


“Can’t you say it?” 


l ” 


It was basically stabbing the members of their alliance in the 
back, but Pelik shook her head. 


This was not the time to hold back. 

“No.” 

It couldn’t be helped. 

Pelik couldn’t resist the man in front of her. 


And the alliance had only been formed in pursuit of 
practicality. 


They didn’t have much of a bond between them. 


So Pelik clamped down on her weak guilt and started 
talking. 


“Apart from us, there are a total of five medium and small 
circles nearby. The closest one to us is...” 


Frey only asked for their locations, but Pelik told him 
everything she knew, their features, numbers, and points to 
take note of in detail. 


It was a clear betrayal, but the more she explained, the more 
she realised. 


There was no circle in this area that could resist this man. 
In general, that was the status of a 7 star Wizard. 
Pelik sighed. 


Antoine’s death had been a major loss, but it could not be 
compared to what was going to happen that night. 


‘| hope our circle doesn’t get any collateral damage.’ 
Pelik sincerely hoped. 


And as she expected, before dawn had come, the six small 
and medium circles, including the Basilisk Tails, had been 
defeated by one man. 


Chapter 61: Trowman 
Rings(6) 


“Did Frey leave the village last night?” 


“Yes. | think he left right after soeaking with Master Beniang. 
| thought you knew...” 


“1 see.” 
Beniang sighed with a gloomy expression on her face. 
Did he really leave without saying anything? 


He didn’t seem to be that type of person, but she couldn’t 
deny what had happened. 


There was a magic array in the forest, but for a Wizard at 
Frey’s level, it would not be difficult for him to leave it. 


“The timing was not good.” 
Beniang agreed with Gisellan. 


As soon as he’d arrived, he’d witnessed their artifacts being 
taken by the Basilisk Tails. 


They had shown the worst possible appearance to a guest 
who was prepared to see the best they had to offer. 


Beniang forced a smile to negate the sour atmosphere. 


After experiencing so many troubles, it became second 
nature for her to make such an expression. 


“Hey. Don’t give up! We’ve been doing great so far on our 
own.” 


“You're right.” 
Gisellan and Fianne bowed their heads. 


They both noticed Beniang’s forced smile, but they did not 
comment on it. 


It was then. 

“Master Beniang.” 

“ny” 

A sudden voice made Beniang turn around. 

Frey was standing there. 

Gisellan, who was a Magic Warrior, was especially surprised. 


This was because even with his superior senses, he did not 
notice Frey’s presence before he spoke. 


“F-, Frey? Didn’t you leave already?” 
Frey tilted his head as if he’d heard something strange. 


“| wouldn’t just leave without saying anything. | just had 
some business to take care of.” 


“business?” 


Gisellan was puzzled. 


Business? 
Could he have business in this area? 


The only things of note in this region were the headquarters 
of a few circles. 


“Now that I think about it, | didn’t inform you before | left. 
Sorry. | was in a rush.” 


“N-, no. It’s fine!” 
Frey looked at Beniang before speaking in a quiet tone. 


“ld like to speak with Master Beniang for a moment. Is 
that okay?” 


“Yes. That’s fine. Then shall we go to my house?” 


“Yes. And | hope that Honor Fianne and Honor Gisellan can 
join us.” (TL: Frey can’t take a hint...) 


They nodded at the same time. 
“That’s alright with us.” 


When they arrived at Beniang’s house, Frey sat at one end 
of a large table, facing them, and he looked at them with 
calm eyes. 


Gisellan swallowed his saliva. 


He didn’t know why, but whenever he looked into Frey’s 
eyes, it felt like he was looking at the previous Circle Master 
Osel Argento. 


No, it wasn’t just Osel. 


The faces of the Circle Masters of the Three Great Circles 
flashed in his mind. 


“Honor Fianne, your story was truly impressive.” 
“Yes? Ah. Yes.” 


Recalling the conversation they had in front of the statue, 
Fianne nodded his head dazedly. 


uj” 
Frey started, looking at the three before him. 
“Intend to erase Demigods from this world.” 
“W-, what...” 

It was an unexpected statement. 


Beniang started in surprise, but when she caught Frey’s eye, 
she subconsciously closed her mouth again. 


Frey slowly continued. 


“It’s impossible to do it alone. So | need allies. But | can’t 
rely on the Circle.” 


“What do you mean you can’t rely on it?” 


“With the way it is divided and the fact that the circles 
always try to keep each other in check, there is no way that 
it will triumph.” 


To become one. 


The first steps to defeating the Demigods could only happen 
after that was achieved. 


However, the expressions of Beniang and the other 
executives were stiff. 


This was because they knew just how impossible Frey’s 
words were. 


It was impossible to tell just how many years had passed 
since the Circle had become the way it was. 


At least, in the records left behind by their ancestors, there 
was no mention of the Circle ever having been a singular 
entity. 


“It will be difficult.” 
Beniang also spoke in a serious tone. 


It was hard to say if it was possible, and it was too much to 
call it truly impossible. 


In fact, had it been anyone else from the Circle instead of 
Beniang, they would have already called Frey crazy. 


Frey took note of that. 


Even though he was saying such absurd things, Beniang was 
still taking him seriously. 


This was very important as it could become an advantage in 
the future. 


“I know.” 
“Won’t you bend in the end?” 


“My aim will never change.” 


l l ” 
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A strange emotion seemed to swirl within Beniang, Gisellan 
and Fianne when they heard those words. 


No matter how they looked at it, those words were not 
something they expected to hear from a young man just 
over twenty years old. 


Nevertheless, instead of feeling awkward, it felt natural. 


“The Trowman Rings. I’m considering using this circle as the 
center.” 


“The center...?” 


“That’s right. The center of the Circle. To stand above not 
only the small and medium circles, but even the Three Great 
Circles.” 


“Th-, that...” 
Gisellan was in a state of disbelief. 


What he was saying was impossible even when the Trowman 
Rings were at their peak. 


Even when Circle Master Osel was still alive, they had only 
managed to match the Three Great Circles. 


Step over them and stand at the top of the Circle? 


That was nothing more than a fanciful dream at the 
moment! 


“It will be difficult enough to describe it as hell. We will need 
to work till we are worn down to our bones. It will truly be a 
miserable task. But you need to be prepared for it.” 


Frey took out his bag and poured its contents on the table. 
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“Th-, this...!” 
“| don’t believe it...” 
They couldn’t hide their amazement. 


The items that he had just poured out of his bag were all the 
artifacts that they had lost to the other circles. 


No, it wasn’t just their artifacts. 

There were also things that they had never seen before. 
“I'll take care of that part.” 

“So the reason you left last night...” 

Frey nodded. 


“I’ve subdued the six small and medium circles in the area. 
They will no longer pressure or even be hostile toward the 
Trowman Rings.” 


Then he turned to the artifacts. 

“I'll return these artifacts to you.” 

“...are there any conditions for your help?” 

Frey shook his head. 

“No. This is just a small repayment.” 

“A small repayment...we haven’t done much for you.” 


“Then take it as a favor.” 


“Huh?” 


“I’m making it clear. | don’t want you to feel pressured. It 
wasn't difficult for me to do this, and | don’t have much use 
for these artifacts.” 


It was an arrogant statement. 


How many people in the Circle could say such words without 
hesitation? 


Yet Frey remained calm since he was only telling the truth. 


It wasn’t that he was bragging after completing a hard task 
or lying even though he coveted these items. 


These were his actual thoughts. 
Frey calmly spoke again. 


“I will give you a day to think about it. | don’t have a lot of 
time to waste.” 


“W-, wait.” 


Beniang stopped Frey as he was about to get up from his 
seat and asked with a serious expression. 


“Frey, you understand that what you just said is hard to 
believe, right?” 


“Of course. That is why I’m giving you time to organize your 
thoughts.” 


“l don’t need time. Please answer one question.” 


Beniang took a deep breath before looking at Frey with 
determination in her eyes. 


“Can it really be done?” 
That question seemed to contain all her emotions. 


Of all the people in the Circle, how many of them truly 
believed that they could defeat the Demigods? 


Beniang recalled that even her father, Osel, had a slightly 
apprehensive expression whenever he talked about them. 


It wasn’t just Osel. 


The circle executes had an even worse expression whenever 
a Demigod was mentioned, including the Circle Masters. 


This was the first time that she’d ever encountered someone 
who could speak about the Demigods with such 
determination. 


A 7 star Wizard who had yet to meet the peak no less. 


While they might appear to be monsters to the other small 
and medium sized circles, they were only executives in the 
large ones. 


However, it did not feel like Frey was a frog in the well who 
had overestimated his own power. 


Yes, Beniang might consider him crazy, but she was truly 
fascinated by what Frey had said. 


She wanted to walk that path with him. 


This was the same for Gisellan and Fianne as well. 


If it was a trick then they would have been able to notice it 
immediately. 


But how could it be a trick when his eyes and tone were 
clearly filled with unyielding determination. 


“I will bet everything to achieve it.” 
Beniang made up her mind then. 


It was the day that the Trowman Rings’ struggle for freedom 
truly began. 


Chapter 62: Trowman 
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The next day. 


Early in the morning, all the circle members who were in the 
town gathered in front of Beniang’s house. 


This was something that Gisellan had ordered the night 
before. 


“What’s going on? It’s so early.” 

“There is an important announcement.” 

“I hope it’s not a declaration of dissolution...” 
“That wouldn’t happen.” 


Although they said so, the gathered members were all 
feeling uneasy. 


When Master Osel Argento died and the Circle Rounder left, 
it triggered the downfall of the Trowman Rings. 


Following that, even the members who had a strong sense of 
belonging to the circle also left. 


Now, the only ones who still remained in the circle were 
those who valued the continuation of the circle more than 
their very lives. 


That was why they were anxious. 


No matter how much they wanted to keep the circle from 
falling apart, it was useless if Beniang declared that it was 
being dissolved. 


At this point, she was the only one who was talented enough 
to handle the duties of the Circle Master. 


“The burden might have been too heavy for Master 
Beniang.” 


“Damn those Basilisk Tails, we should’ve destroyed those 
bastards.” 


“Who could have known that they would be able to form an 
alliance so quickly?” 


“Master Pelik is a crafty woman. By the time we noticed what 
was happening, everything was almost finalised.” 


While the members chatted amongst themselves, the front 
door of the house opened and Beniang walked out. 


She stood in front of the door and slowly observed the 
crowd. 


“Good morning, dear members of the Trowman Ring Circle.” 
Her voice reverberated in the morning air. 
The members liked her voice. 


Especially in this place that was surrounded by dense forest, 
it was not enough to say that Beniang’s voice was as 
beautiful as the morning sun. 


“I have an important announcement to make today, which is 
why I’ve called all of you here so early in the morning.” 


When they heard the word announcement, the circle 
members once again began discussing loudly among 
themselves. 


They also looked at Beniang’s face to see if they would find 
any hints about the nature of said announcement. 


Beniang smiled in a bid to ease their anxiety. 


“| would like to happily introduce a new Circle Rounder to 
our circle.” 


“Huh?” 

“A Circle Rounder?” 
“Th...this is too sudden.” 
It was totally unexpected. 


The Circle Rounder was the second in command in a circle, 
but at the same time, they shared a closer relationship with 
the circle executives and members than the Circle Master. 


In addition, they were more likely to take part in external 
events than the Circle Master so in a sense they could be 
considered the face of the circle. 


That was why the Circle Rounder was usually the most 
talented member of the circle. 


It was to show a strong face to the other circles. 
“Is she promoting Honor Eizek?” 


“He hasn't returned yet. He is still completing his long term 
mission in Geotanbul.” 


“Then it must be Honor Gisellan.” 
“Indeed...he deserves it.” 


Gisellan was the member who had stayed the longest in the 
circle and was like a father to the other circle members. 


So the members would understand if it was him. 


But they were skeptical about whether he was talented 
enough for the role. 


His character and experience were flawless, but it was his 
lack of talent that held him back. 


‘Master Beniang knows that, that’s why she’d been keeping 
the Circle Rounder position vacant...’ 


‘What exactly is she thinking?’ 


They all paid attention to Beniang’s words while they were 
filled with their own doubts and expectations. 


Once more, the door to the house opened, and another 
person stepped out. 


This caused the faces of the members who had thought it 
would be Gisellan to be filled with surprise. 


“This man...” 
“Isn’t he our guest, Frein Blake?” 
“Isn’t it Frey Blake?” 


“Anyway. Why is he coming out of Master Beniang’s house?” 


Frey stood near to Beniang without paying much attention 
to the gazes of the dozens of people before him. 


Gisellan and Fianne, who followed him out of the house, 
settled on both sides of him. 


The expressions of the circle members became stranger. 


The scene reminded them of executives escorting their 
superior. 


Then Beniang’s voice rang out again. 


“Let me formally introduce you. This is Frey Blake. Starting 
from today, he will be the new Circle Rounder of the 
Trowman Rings.” 


“Wh-, what was that...” 
“From outsider to Circle Rounder...?” 


This was something that most of the circle members 
gathered immediately began to protest against. 


Frey looked at Beniang who nodded slightly. 


“My name is Frey Blake, and from today onward, l'Il be your 
Circle Rounder. I’m sure that many of you have complaints 

about me becoming the Circle Rounder. After all, this is not 
something that you can easily accept.” 


Most of the circle members were staring at Frey with 
dissatisfaction. 


Even if they pretended, there was no way they could accept 
this informally speaking youngster as their superior. 


Beniang saw this and silently clenched her fist. 


She recalled the words that Frey had told her the night 
before. 


‘The circle members won't be easily convinced. | have an 
idea, so leave it to me.’ 


Beniang, Gisellan and Fianne all looked at him nervously. 
‘You have to speak well, Frey.’ 

“But you don’t have the qualifications to question me.” 
“huh?” 


Beniang subconsciously made a sound of surprise while 
Gisellan also stared at Frey in shock. 


“It is only because there is no talent in this circle that a 
rookie like me, who only joined yesterday, was allowed to 
become the Circle Rounder.” 


“What did he just say?” 
“He just said...” 
The faces of the circle members became grim. 


However, while receiving their fierce glares, Frey only 
smiled. 


“If you have any complaints, | will accept them. I just need 
to prove my ability. If there are any of you who can manage 


to even touch my collar, then | will resign from the position 
of Circle Rounder and even give you a gift.” 


He pointed at his earrings. 


“These are Typhoon Earrings. A relic created directly by 
Lukas Trowman whom you respect dearly.” 


Frey looked at the glaring eyes of the circle members. 
“Now then, shall we begin?” 

x KO 

“...do you have any idea what Frey is up to?” 

Gisellan tentatively nodded his head at Fianne’s question. 


“This decision had a very high chance of being resisted by 
the circle members. And yet, Frey...no, Rounder Frey, 
insisted on doing it. | think there are two reasons for this.” 


“Two?” 


“One is to concentrate the circle members’ dissatisfaction 
onto himself. This was probably out of consideration for 
Master Beniang. And the other...! think he wants to test the 
circle members himself.” 


Gisellan shrugged. 


“However, this is only my guess. So let’s just wait and see. 
Haven't we already decided to bet on him anyway?” 


Fianne nodded and turned his complex gaze back to Frey. 
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Frey stood in a wide open space. 


The angry circle members surrounded him, their eyes filled 
with pride and indignation. 


Even if they were members of a crumbling circle, they still 
had their pride. 


“I'll go first please.” 

“Name.” 

“Fio Guntar.” 

“Class.” 

“I’m a Wizard.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“are you not going to prepare?” 


Frey, who had his hands hanging at his sides, looked very 
defenseless at that moment. 


It was natural for Fio to ask such a question, but Frey’s 
expression remained unchanged. 


“If I think your attack is threatening, | will.” 
“Fireball!” 


It was a basic 2 star spell. However, Fio’s specialty was Fire 
Magic. 


Frey didn’t move. 


To be precise, he did not even move his eyebrow. 


But that didn’t mean that he did not do anything. 

Crackle. 

Just before the Fireball reached him, Frey also cast a fireball. 
Same size, Same power. 


The two Fireballs collided midair, forming a large explosion 
that quickly dissipated. 


Fio silently shuddered. 
“Ch-, Chantless Magic!” 
“H-, he’s at least 5 stars! No, he’s probably a6 star Wizard!” 


If that was the case then he was an excellent candidate to 
be the Rounder in a crumbling circle. 


Rather, from the perspective of the Trowman Rings, he was a 
talent that they would want to acquire, even if they had to 
beg. 


The circle members now understood Beniang’s 
unconventional move. 


“Fio Guntar, is Fire Magic your specialty?” 
“Th-, that’s right.” 


Fio’s became subconsciously filled with nervousness. A 
sense of awe had replaced the indignation he had felt 
before. 


This was a6 star Wizard after all. 


“Tell me the characteristics of Fire Magic.” 


“Yes? Ah. l-, it’s destructive power.” 


“Right. The most common characteristic is that it is much 
more destructive than other magic attributes. Of course, 
that also means it is more difficult to control, but it’s 
obviously attractive enough despite that risk.” 


Fio nodded. 


Frey’s words were something that every Wizard who walked 
the path of Fire Magic knew. 


“That Fireball you just showed me had a pretty good degree 
of perfection. You must have practiced day and night.” 


“Th-, thank you.” 
Fio’s heart was instantly filled with pride. 


After all, it was a 6 star Wizard-he thought- who was praising 
him directly. 


Fio felt as though his hard work had been validated. 


“Of course, there are still some things you need to work on. 
It felt like you were putting more effort into maintaining its 
shape than was necessary. You should pay more attention to 
increasing the power. After all, making a perfectly shaped 
Fireball doesn’t increase its power.” 


It was extremely practical advice. At least it wasn’t the type 
of advice that you would be able to learn even from the best 
teachers at an academy. 


Frey knew that what they needed was not a stereotypical 
education. 


“| don’t know how to increase the power...” 


“Image training comes first. The imagination is the most 
important thing for a wizard. In the past...” 


Frey shook his head while looking at Fio with a somewhat 
distant expression. 


“.,.one of my friends had suffered terrible burns all over his 
body. The burns were so severe, that they could not be 
completely healed, even with magic. After that incident, he 
became afraid of fire, but eventually, he overcame it, and 
after working hard, he became the most powerful authority 
in Fire Magic.” 


Fio listened to Frey attentively. 


Frey’s voice, which seemed to sound indifferent at first, 
rested gently on his ears like a soft breeze in the forest. 


Come to think of it, when last had he been personally taught 
by someone? 


“This was possible because he’d felt the fierceness of fire 
with his entire body. Of course, that was an extreme case, 
but it’s important to think about the image to that extent. 
From today, you should try to create a concrete image of fire 
while also keeping the risks in mind.” 


“Th-, thank you for your teaching.” 
“Go back now.” 


Fio respectfully bowed his head at the gesture from the 20 
odd year old man in front of him and stepped back. 


Then one of the members at the side approached him and 
poked his side. 


“What was that? Didn’t you shout out that you would put 
him in his place.” 


“N-, no. That’s what I planned to do...” 
“How strong is he?” 
Fio sighed deeply before whispering. 


“| don’t know. No, he should be a6 star Wizard. He’s the 
talent our circle needed badly.” 


“Did you lose your pride and start bowing your head?” 


The circle member was being sarcastic but Fio still shook his 
head. 


“That’s not it. But | can’t explain it. You should also ask for 
his teaching. Rounder Frey will help you.” 


“Oh boy.” 
He was already calling him Rounder? 
The circle member frowned slightly. 


“Worthless guy. I’m different. No matter how amazing a 
Wizard that guy is, | will never bow my head to him. You stay 
here and watch the way | mess up that Circle Rounder’s 
face.” 


Laughing, he turned and walked toward Frey. 
Fio simply watched with his arms folded. 
After a while. 


“,.Rounder Frey is the treasure of our circle.” 


Fio stared at him with a dumbstruck expression, but the 
member didn’t notice since he was staring at Frey with a 
clenched fist and expression filled with admiration. 
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“That’s all for today. For those circle members who still need 
advice, | will be here tomorrow as well.” 


Some people were disappointed at Frey’s words. 


Not even a day had passed, but their expressions were 
distinctly different. 


Most of them were looking at Frey with respect. 
‘A wizard with tremendous skill.’ 


‘He accurately recognized my flaws and told me how to 
solve them.’ 


‘His words are very easy to understand. Strange. A 6 star 
Wizard at that age must be a terrifying genius...’ 


It wasn’t true for all geniuses, but most of them have trouble 
teaching others. 


This was because they usually could not understand the 
perspective of ordinary people. 


But Frey was different. 


He adjusted his perspective to that of the circle members, 
made easy to understand analogies and descriptions, and 
taught them straightforward ways to train. 


Timely advice for a Wizard was a treasure that could not be 
measured even in gold. 


Only a day had passed, but because they were Wizards who 
walked the path of magic, the way they looked at Frey 
changed greatly. 


“Is Rounder Frey an Elf?” 

“His ears are round.” 

“You can hide that with magic.” 

“Or he could’ve signed a contract with a Devil.” 


“Now that you say that, the Circle Master of the Phisfounder 
Armlets looks like a young man without any wrinkles.” 


Frey returned to Beniang’s house under the warm gazes of 
the circle members. 


Then he spoke to Beniang who was staring at him with a 
dumbfounded expression. 


“I’m going to invest three months to teach them. Not just 
the circle members, but Master Beniang, Gisellan, and 
Fianne.” 


“Is there a reason for the three month deadline?” 


“At that time I’d like to have a friendly battle with the 
medium and small sized circles around us.” 


“A friendly match...” 


Beniang looked worried. 


If it was the small and medium sized circles near them, then 
the Basilisk Tails would have the most power. 


“Not a Relic Battle. They’re already been subjugated by the 
Trowman Rings. In short, they are now our subordinate 
circles. The idea is that a friendly match will be held for 
mutual exchange, but...” 


To be precise, it was an individual called Frey Blake and not 
the Trowman Ring who had subjugated the surrounding 
circles, but there was no need to point that out. 


“Master Beniang can’t participate, so Gisellan and Fianne’s 
Skills will need to improve. We can’t afford to lose this 
friendly match.” 


“Isn’t it just a friendly match?” 


It was Fianne who asked this question with a confused 
expression on his face. 


Since they didn’t have any experience with such a task they 
weren't able to predict the consequences of defeat easily. 


“Even if they don’t show it on the surface, they will be 
dissatisfied. They will want to know why those who are 
weaker than them are above them. It’s not easy to get rid of 
such thoughts when they appear. It’s better to stop them 
from budding in the first place.” 


Of course, they wouldn’t make it obvious in front of Frey. 
But Frey couldn’t always stay in the circle. 


He would have to leave the Trowman Rings at some point to 
strengthen himself, and these were not problems that could 
be solved right away. 


From then on, the Trowman Rings would be the leader of the 
Small and Medium Circle Alliance. 


And in order to do so, it was necessary for them to clarify the 
relationship between the top and bottom. 


“It is not possible to do it by force. We need a perfect 
victory, to the point that it is overwhelming.” 


The room became silent following those firm words. 
Gisellan and Fianne looked worried. 
“l don’t think that will be easy with my current skills.” 


“To be exact, it’s impossible. But don’t worry about that right 
now. You will win as long as you follow my advice. Of 
course-” 


Frey smiled. 


“It will be very painful. Even the word hell might be enough 
to describe it. Especially you, Honor Fianne, you better be 
prepared. You seem to be wasting your talent, which | can’t 
allow.” 


The moment he saw Frey’s smile, Fianne unconsciously had 
goosebumps. 


The next person he turned to was Beniang. 
“Master Beniang, can you follow me for a moment?” 
“Ah, yes.” 


Frey led Beniang out of the house and soon arrived in the 
center of the forest. 


Then he turned around and looked at Beniang who was 
staring at him with a curious look at her face. 


“Cast a spell.” 


At that moment, Beniang realised that Frey was going to 
teach her magic. 


‘Even my father couldn’t teach me properly...’ 


Beniang looked like a human, but inside, she was more like a 
Dragon on the inside. 


And the magic that Dragons used was very different from 
that of humans. 


Even Osel, a Circle Master, hadn’t been able to teach her 
properly. 


Frey knew that she was half Dragon. 
Did he think that he could teach her magic? 


Though Beniang was skeptical, she had never met anyone 
who knew as much about Dragons as he did. 


She decided to listen to Frey’s words first. 

“Energy Ball.” 

Woowoong. 

The most basic spell. 

A bluish round mass of energy floated above her hand. 


Frey squinted at the Energy Ball. 
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‘Hm... 
It was like forcibly wearing clothes that didn’t fit. 


Frey realised that Beniang was already used to using magic 
like. 


“Master seems to have made a Mana Room by force.” 
“Yeah. Without this, | can’t use magic at all...” 
She had made it forcibly to use magic. 


She had no other means at that time, but considering how 
the Dragon’s bodies were made, it was too inefficient. 


Originally, Dragons knew how to handle mana from birth... 
Well, she was half Dragon. 


“Dragons don’t need to store mana in their bodies. You can 
take control of the mana around. Unless it’s not a special 
location, you can fight more efficiently than humans.” 


“Special location?” 


“Where the mana distribution is extremely low. Like land 
that is already dead.” 


“Ah...!” 
“Has Master Beniang ever experienced mana exhaustion?” 
“N-, no. Never...’ 


“You'll have to experience it today. Use all the mana in your 
mana room right now. You can release the mana through.” 


Beniang looked embarrassed. 

“Is there a problem?” 

“1...1 don’t know how to release my mana through my skin.” 
Frey was speechless for a moment. 


Beniang had just declared that she did not know how to do 
one of the first things that one needed to learn before 
becoming a Wizard. 


“then we will need to use a slightly idiotic method. Start to 
chant spells, but don’t finish them. The mana will escape but 
the spell won’t be cast.” 


“Okay. | will try.” 


Beniang closed her eyes and began to chant spells while 
Frey watched silently from the side. 


About thirty minutes later, when her mana had been 
expended, Beniang gasped for breath and said 


“D-, done.” 


Her face was flushed and she was panting, but it wasn’t 
because she was tired. 


To be precise, Beniang’s body was under the illusion that it 
was difficult. This was also a side effect of her Mana Room. 


Frey looked on in interest. 


He wondered just how strong Beniang would become after 
she fully digested the Dragon’s strengths. 


“Turn around and sit down.” 
“Yes...” 


Beniang sat down and Frey placed his palm on her back to 
look inside her. 


There, he found something similar to a Mana Room. 


However, it was weaker and smaller than Mana Rooms found 
in humans. 


‘Beniang is 6 stars. Perhaps she was able to reach this level 
faster than anyone else. But it’s impossible to become an 
Archmage this way.’ 


Frey spoke to Beniang. 


“Don’t talk, just listen. Master Beniang, from now on, | am 
going to destroy the incomplete Mana Room that you built in 
your body. You have to stop the small amount of mana in 
your body which will try to prevent the destruction.” 


Beniang nodded. 
Frey then immediately injected his mana into her. 
It carried the cold of the Frozen River. 
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Beniang shivered involuntarily. 


This was a natural reaction. 


For her, it felt like freezing cold water was being poured into 
her body. 


Still, she followed Frey’s instructions. 


Despite the cold, she did not loosen her control of the mana 
that wanted to prevent what he was doing. 


Thanks to her efforts, the cold mana reached her Mana Room 
without a hitch, and the Mana Room became frozen in an 
instant. 


“It will hurt a little from here on, but you need to endure it.” 
Clang! 

“mm!” 

Beniang grunted and Frey frowned. 


‘It’s more deep-rooted than | expected. This...I’m going to 
have to shave it away slowly.’ 


If he tried to do it hurriedly, then it could damage Beniang’s 
body. 


If that happened, it would be the end of the story. 


Therefore, Frey slowly and carefully wore down the Mana 
Room. 


Every time a piece was removed, Beniang would flinch, but 
she was taking it much better than most could. 


Although the process was extremely painful, she did not 
make a single sound after that grunt at the start. 


Another thirty minutes passed. 


Finally, Frey moved back and wiped his sweat while Beniang 
collapsed, exhausted. 


“l-, is it over?” 

“For today.” 

“F-, for today?” 

There was a little fear in Beniang’s eyes. 


However, in order to maintain the dignity of a Circle Master, 
there were some things that she had to endure. 


Frey spoke in a calm voice, unaware of her thoughts. 


“At the very least, we’ll have to continue this for a month. 
Once a day, every day. Master Beniang, please take care of 
me.” 


“U-, uhh...” 


Beniang collapsed in despair, feeling that Frey’s face looked 
very much like a Devil’s at that moment. 
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The next one that Frey instructed after Beniang was Fianne. 


He stared at Frey with apprehension as he recalled the dull 
and lifeless look in Beniangs eyes when she returned home. 


Without noticing Fianne’s anxiety, Frey asked. 
“What is the name of your martial art?” 

“It is called Baekwanggwon(White King Boxing).” 
It was a tacky name. 


He couldn’t understand why the practitioners of martial arts 
liked to use ‘king’ in their technique names. 


If they deviated from the stereotype, he was sure that they 
would be able to come up with some better sounding names. 


Frey shook his head, remembering Kasajin. 
“First let’s spar. So that | can know your skills.” 
Fianne nodded with a stiff expression. 


He had seen Frey teaching back at the village. 


Of course, among those who had been dissatisfied, there 
were a few Magic Warriors. 


They had attacked Frey with extreme determination but they 
had not even managed to touch his collar. 


It was then that Fianne had realised. 


This young man before him was not just a talent Wizard, but 
he was also a First Class Magic Warrior. 


At the very least, he was an opponent that Fianne had no 
guarantee he could beat. 


“Come.” 
Tat. 


Fianne quickly narrowed the distance, his fist outstretched 
towards Frey’s face. 


Huk. 

Frey avoided the attack simply by moving his head. 
‘Fast.’ 

It was a fierce attack. 


If it had landed, his face would definitely have been 
deformed. 


Fianne wasn’t disappointed when his attack failed to 
connect, instead, he quickly retracted his arm and attacked 
Frey’s abdomen with his left hand. 


Fianne knew that because he was so close, such an attack 
would be in his opponent’s blind spot. 


However, Frey caught his fist as though he was expecting 
the attack. 


“Kuk...” 

How did he know? 

No, there was no time to think about that. 

Fianne twisted his body and roughly shook his hand free. 
And using the rotational force, he turned and fired a kick. 


Although it was called Baekwanggwon, that didn’t mean 
that it only consisted of fist techniques. 


There were times when one would use their feet, knees, 
elbows, hands and even their forehead to attack. 


Kwak. 

ate 1” 

It was blocked again. 

Frey had managed to stop Fianne’s attack with just one arm. 


If it had landed, he might have been able to end the fight at 
once. 


He clenched his teeth and pulled his foot back. 


Frey didn’t pursue him and remained standing in the same 
spot. 


‘| need to understand your skills.’ 


This was what Frey had told him and that’s what he was 
demonstrating right now. 


It was not time for him to make a move yet. 


Instead, it was time for Fianne to show Frey just what type of 
martial art his Baekwanggwon was. 


Taat. 


Once again, Fianne rushed forward and delivered a flurry of 
blows. 


Frey avoided all of these attacks with only minimal 
movements and blocked the ones that he couldn’t avoid. 


‘This is frustrating.’ 
That was truly how he felt. 


Obviously, it was his first time fighting Frey, but it felt like 
he was fighting against someone who had carefully 
examined all of his strengths and weaknesses. 


No matter how he attacked, it didn’t seem like he would be 
able to do any damage. 


‘It’s like punching a rock.’ 

Fianne continued his attacks for nearly a full minute. 

His body was covered in sweat and he was panting slightly. 
“That’s enough.” 
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Fianne stopped his attacks. 


He didn’t expect that he wouldn’t even be able to land one 
hit. 


Frey looked at Fianne’s expression of indignation and shame 
before speaking. 


“Honor Fianne, you have the skill of a Second Class Magic 
Warrior or below.” 


Fianne was much weaker than Liamson who could be 
considered to be a peak Second Class Magic Warrior. 


Although this level was quite impressive, it was not enough 
for an executive of a circle. 


He should at least be able to be him(Frey) who only learned 
martial arts in passing. 
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Fianne bit his lip fiercely to the point where it became white. 
Frey approached him and patted him on the shoulder. 


“This wounded your pride.” 


l ” 
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“That’s a good thing. Fianne, never forget the resentment 
you are feeling right now. Pride is very important for those 
who walk the path of magic. Others might not understand, 
but sometimes you will even have to risk your life to defend 
that pride.” 


“There are situations where you would have to put your 
pride before your life?” 


“That’s right. It’s not that hard to imagine. You are prepared 
to risk your life to defend the honor of the Trowman Rings. 
The details might be different, but the determination is the 
same in this context.” 


“..1 see,” 


Fianne nodded as he felt that he understood what Frey was 
saying. 


Then he looked at Frey with a strange gaze. 
“Are you a Dragon, Round Frey?” 
“Why do you say that?” 


“It’s because it doesn’t feel like you are younger than me. 
They didn’t say it, but I’m sure the circle members and 
Master Beniang think the same.” 


Frey laughed. 
“Is it because | helped Master Beniang who is half Dragon?” 
“Yas,” 


“Your reasoning is amusing, but | am human. | just know a 
bit more than other people.” 


Fianne recalled their previous engagement before asking. 
“Is martial arts one of those things?” 


“That’s right. Of course, my martial art skills are lackluster. | 
can barely be considered a Second Class Magic Warrior.” 


“Huh? Is that true? | could’ve sworn you were a First Class 
Magic Warrior...” 


It was not unreasonable for Fianne to be mistaken. 


However, it was true that Frey’s skills could only pass as a 
Second Class Magic Warrior. 


Nevertheless, it was his eyes and his experience which 
allowed him to beat Fianne in such an overwhelming 
manner. 


“Anyway. Did you say the name was Baekwanggwon? It 
seems to be a standard martial art. There are no anomalous 
attacks and few tricks.” 


Fianne smiled bitterly. 


“That’s correct. This makes it easy to read, which means that 
after a few exchanges, someone can recognize the 
patterns.” 


“That’s because of your lackluster skills. A standard isn’t 
called a standard for nothing. The Baekwanggwon will grow 
stronger as your level increases. Even a First Class Warrior 
might not be able to find a flaw in your movement. On the 
other hand, your attacks will crush your opponent’s guard.” 


“Really?” 
There was a flash of joy on Fianne’s face. 


This was because he was happy that the martial art he 
practiced was recognized. 


“Your martial art would be able to show results regardless of 
whether your opponent is weaker, stronger, or the same 
strength as you. This can be both an advantage and a 
disadvantage. Well...it’s a bit of a headache.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Because of the nature of Magic Warriors, there are no 
shortcuts on your path. You have no choice but to climb the 
stairs one step at a time.” 


It was very different from Beniang who would be able to 
achieve explosive growth after simply destroying her mana 
room and correcting a few mistakes. 


Fianne nodded to show that he understood. 

“Ah...| see.” 

“Of course.” 

Frey let out a laugh. 

“There are ways to help you climb the stairs quickly.” 
“yes?” 


“One of my close friends had a method of training for Magic 
Warriors, if you are able to digest it, you can become a First 
Class Magic Warrior in three months.” 


If you can digest it. 
Frey said this again in his head and let out a short laugh. 
Unfortunately for Fianne, he failed to notice this. 


The image of Beniang’s staggering figure had already 
disappeared from his mind. 


Instead, he looked at Frey with a burning gaze. 


“Can you teach it to me?!” 
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Basic Physical Strength Enhancement. 


Although the name sounded simple, Fianne felt that the 
name should be changed to ‘Torture of the Twisted 
Executioner instead.’ 


Fianne was laying face down on the hard ground. 
No, that was wrong. 


The truth was that he had collapsed and no longer had the 
energy to move even one finger. 


‘I'll just pretend to be unconscious...’ 
Splash- 
Cold water landed on his face and Fianne hurriedly got up. 


“You’re not even halfway done. How can you be this tired 
already?” 


“Kill...” 

“Kill?” 

“You might as well kill me...” 
Frey smiled and said. 


“Stop being a crybaby. Don’t worry. l'Il relieve your muscle 
pain with my mana. I also picked some nutritious herbs on 
the way, So you can eat those to recover faster.” 


‘I’m not a crybaby!’ 


Fianne wanted to shout with all his might, but at that 
moment, he did not dare. 


Chapter 65: Trowman 
Rings(10) 


The last executive to be taught by Frey was Gisellan. 
Frey looked at him and spoke. 

“Honor Gisellan, you are a 5 star Wizard.” 

“That’s right.” 

5 stars wasn’t bad. 

However, it wasn’t good either. 


There were many scattered problems, but above all, there 
were a few major flaws. 


“Did you know that that’s your limit?” 

“l'm fully aware of that.” 

Frey looked at Gisellan who nodded calmly. 
There was no way for Frey to avoid that. 


The reason for this was more attributed to missing the best 
timing instead of a lack of talent. 


Frey noticed that Gisellan had begun studying magic ata 
fairly late age. 


While this might not seem like a big deal at first glance, this 
was, in fact, very detrimental. 


‘| don’t know if | should give him an elixir.’ 


If he was given a suitable elixir, then the impurities in his 
body could be cleared away, and his mana sensitivity would 
increase explosively. 


However, this was a problem that needed thorough 
consideration. 


It was not very efficient for Gisellan to take an elixir. 


To maximize effects, it would be better if it was given to 
Fianne or Beniang instead. 


After thinking about it fora moment, Frey handed something 
to Gisellan. 


“Take this.” 
It was Kungunil’s Dagger. 


When he saw the dagger, Gisellan’s expression became 
filled with surprise. 


“This...looks like an amazing dagger...” 


“It is a relic from the Age of Light. It has two runes, Blink and 
Return, engraved on it and the dagger itself is quite sharp. If 
you use it well, then it would prove to be quite helpful.” 


“But why would you give such an item to a Wizard like 
me...” 


“How many years have you been using daggers?” 
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A look of surprise flashed through Gisellan’s eyes. 
“how did you know?” 


“Your physique is not innate. Your muscles are still taut... | 
don’t think you’ve missed even one day of training.” 


Gisellan smiled bitterly. 


“| practice every morning. If | miss even a single day, | begin 
to feel uneasy. As Rounder Frey knows, | was once a 
mercenary. | probably did that for more than ten years.” 


“Ten years. With that much experience in the mercenary 
world, you can be considered a veteran...did you start 
learning magic during that time?” 


“Little by little as time went by. | only truly focused on 
learning after | turned thirty.” 


There was no need for him to lie about that. 
It was a shame. 


If Gisellan had begun learning in earnest at a younger age, 
then he would have reached a higher level by now. 


Of course, it was still quite amazing that he had been able to 
reach 5 stars. 


This was something that was impossible without 
backbreaking hard work and determination. 


“I think you'd be better off as a Magic Swordsman.” 


“A Magic Swordsman...” 


“At only 5 stars, it would be impossible for you to win in an 
overwhelming manner during the friendly competition. But 
if we make use of your physical ability, it would be an 
entirely different story.” 


Frey looked at the dagger in Gisellan’s hand. 


“That dagger requires a tremendous amount of skill to use, 
but if you are able to make it your own, it would be 
incredibly helpful.” 


“l'm not confident | can do that.” 
Frey smiled. 


It was the same smile that Frey had given to Beniang and 
Fianne, and it gave Gisellan goosebumps. 


“You will be.” 
x OK OK 
Two months. 


That was how long it took for Frey to be completely accepted 
into the Trowman Rings. 


It wasn’t just acceptance. 


There was no longer any circle member who dared to 
complain about Frey’s position as Circle Rounder. 


Instead, most of them were even proud to have Frey as the 
Rounder of the Trowman Rings. 


“A total of five people will be participating in this friendly 
competition. With the exception of Honors Gisellan and 
Fianne, | will need to pick the other three members.” 


Frey looked around at the gathered circle members as he 
said these words. 


“Of course, | will thoroughly select the participants by order 
of skill, and they will be given a reward.” 


After saying this, he pulled out a few items from his bag 
which greatly shocked the circle members. 


“Heroes’ Relics!” 
“Surely these benefits...” 


“That’s right. I’m going to award these artifacts to the 
participants.” 


The circle members were in an uproar. 
At the same time, their faces were filled with enthusiasm. 
This was natural. 


Artifacts were so precious that few medium and small sized 
circles had any of them, and the few artifacts they had were 
in the hands of their circle executives. 


That was why these ordinary circle members were shocked 
to learn that just by becoming a participant, they would be 
given these items that they couldn’t get even if they were 

willing to risk their lives. 


This was an opportunity that they might never get again! 


Becoming an executive would no longer be just a dream if 
they were able to grasp this chance and make steady 
progress. 


Frey smiled as he watched the circled members become 
filled with excitement. 


Fianne, who was standing at the side, could only watch with 
a tired expression on his face. 


“He’s very good at dealing with people. It was almost at the 
point where the circle members were becoming complacent, 
but now, he has lit a fire in them at the best time.” 


“What’s more, we might be able to fill the empty executive 
positions. In fact, there were a few talented members who 
stood out after receiving Rounder Frey’s advice. If they are 
refined a bit more, they would be good candidates for Force 
Honor.” 


“He’s the perfect Rounder for the circle members.” 
Fianne looked at Frey with fearful eyes. 

“But he is merciless.” 

“Fianne’s right.” 

Beniang had the same expression on her face. 


They had managed to successfully remove her mana room, 
but it was impossible to get rid of a habit developed over so 
many years in such a short time. 


Of course, Frey noticed this immediately, which meant that 
she had to experience a new type of hell. 


Gisellan let out a dry laugh. 
“Rounder Frey is a great teacher.” 


“Huh?” 


“The way he teaches depends on the personality of the 
person he’s teaching. Strict to some, gentle to others. He 
knows what approach to use to help every person the most.” 


“Huh...so you think the strict teaching he gives to Master 
Beniang and | is the most effective method?” 


“Don’t delude yourself when you know the truth.” 
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Fianne, who was about to say more, closed his mouth 
immediately. 


This was because he could not deny the fact that his skills 
were rapidly improving because of Frey’s teachings. 


“By the way, isn’t today the day that Honor Eizek returns?” 
“Now that you mention it, it should be around this time.” 
“Do you think he will accept Rounder Frey?” 

“It’s hard to say, but we will Know soon enough.” 


At that moment, Beniang, who had been quietly listening at 
the side, smiled. 


“It’s scary that you just brought it up. | think Honor Eizek is 
here. Hmm. He even brought someone who is usually hard to 
meet.” 


After a while, two people appeared in the distance. 


One was aman in his thirties, and the other was a woman 
with a stern expression on her face. 


When they came near, the man bowed toward Beniang. 


“Master Beniang, I’m back from my mission.” 
“Good work, Honor Eizek. Was everything all right?” 


“Of course. More importantly, how is the situation with the 
circle?” 


“There was acrisis, but it has been resolved now.” 
“What crisis?” 


Then Eizek’s gaze turned to Frey, who was standing in the 
empty lot, surrounded by circle members. 


Frey was in the middle of teaching the circle members. 
Eizek became confused. 

It didn’t seem like this person was a guest. 

“who is that man?” 

“He Is...” 

“Huh? Isn’t that Frey?” 

The woman behind Eizek finally spoke. 

Gisellan nodded. 

“It seems Adelia knows Rounder Frey already.” 


“Of course | do. | was the one who told the Master about him. 
No, wait a minute. Rounder...Rounder?” 


Adelia, who was tilting her head in confusion, suddenly 
shouted in surprise. 


“Frey is the Rounder?!” 


Chapter 66: Trowman 
Rings(11) 


Now that all the Force Honors of the Trowman Rings, 
Gisellan, Fianne and Eizek were gathered, Beniang held a 
meeting. 


It was mainly to introduce Frey and Eizek to one another and 
to address the circle’s situation. 


Eizek was the one who opened his mouth first. 


“| never imagined that you would find a Circle Rounder while 
| was away.” 


“The situation was urgent. I’m sorry if | offended you.” 
Eizek shook his head at Beniang’s words. 

“It’s not that. I’m just worried about the circle’s future.” 
Eizek looked at Frey with calm eyes. 


“Rounder Frey, if Master Beniang and the other two Force 
Honors acknowledge you, then | have nothing to say.” 


Frey did not believe that Eizek truly accepted him, but that 
he would simply watch the situation for the time being. 


In fact, Eizek never had any intentions of opposing 
Beniang’s decision. 


Apart from that, it would be strange if he was not wary of 
this strange man named Frey. 


From the start, Eizek had been looking at Frey with a 
searching gaze. 


And Frey was the same. 
‘So this is Honor Eizek.’ 
Frey inspected him quietly. 


He then realised that the man in front of him was neither a 
Wizard nor a Magic Warrior. 


Eizek was a Contractor. 


If one was to be blunt, he was more suited for the 
Phisfounder Armlets than this circle. 


‘Everyone said that he is unrivaled among the Trowman 
Rings’ executives.” 


He was the man who played the role of ace before Frey’s 
arrival. 


Frey felt that this reputation was most likely not an 
exaggeration. 


Then Adelia crept up to his side and poked him in the ribs. 


“Hey. What the hell happened in two months that allowed 
you to become the Rounder?” 


Before Frey could even respond, Gisellan spoke up with a 
stiff face. 


“Adelia, be more polite to the Circle Rounder.” 


“it’s driving me insane. He became successful in a flash.” 
Adelia grumbled. 
But her reaction was understandable. 


A cute(?) student who used to address her politely had 
suddenly become her superior. 


For Adelia, who had been agonizing over a way to trick Frey 
into becoming her disciple, this was really too shocking. 
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Gisellan’s eyes became filled with anger when he saw her 
grumbling. 


Then Adelia sighed and pouted. 


‘Alright, alright. Rounder Frey. Do | need to address him like 
that?” 


“Use honorifics.” 
“am I doing it right now?” 
Frey found her reaction to be quite amusing. 


This was because Adelia, who could even address the 3rd 
Magic Tower’s Master as ‘old man’, behaved like a mouse 
before a cat in front of Gisellan. 


Adelia sighed again at the unfairness before changing her 
way of thinking. 


‘...wait a second. Doesn’t this mean he’s not a student 
anymore?” (TL: oooh | like where her mind went) 


While Adelia seemed to be staring at Frey with a different 
look in her eyes, Eizek began to speak. 


“Master Beniang, if it’s okay with you, I’d like to give my 
mission report before learning about the circle’s situation.” 


“Go ahead,” 
“Thank you.” 
Eizek nodded before continuing. 


“As you know, my mission was to find any traces left behind 
by the Successor of the Magic Warrior King. And | found a 
clue near the Great Reynols Forest, the territory of the Elves. 
| immediately gave chase...and | made contact with him.” 


“A-, are you serious?” 
Those words make Gisellan and everyone else’s eyes widen. 
The Successor of Magic Warrior King Kasajin! 


His whereabouts were something that was of great interest 
to the Circle. 


Many had been able to find traces of his movements, and 
there were even a few circles who had successfully made 
contact with him. 


Nevertheless, he had yet to join a circle and was still acting 
alone. 


Eizek knew why. 


Even though he had not been careless, he’d still managed to 
receive considerable injuries. 


“He’s not the kind of person you can talk to.” 

Sik. 

Eizek took off his coat and revealed a horrible wound. 
“H-, hup...!” 

“A-, are you Okay?” 


His chest was sunken as though he had been crushed by 
something heavy. 


The severe bruising and red, swollen veins caused even the 
former mercenary, Gisellan, to frown. 


That was because it was much worse than it appeared. 
Several of his ribs must be broken, but it seemed that Eizek 
had done some preliminary treatment. 


Eizek put on back his clothes before continuing. 


“I’m fine now. | was near death for four days, but it was luck 
that saved my life...just as it is said within the Circle, he has 
an unpredictable personality. He said that he had no 
intention of talking to anyone unless he acknowledged 
them.” 


This caused the expressions of those who knew of Eizek’s 
prowess to stiffen. 


If it had been any other circle executive who had been sent 
to complete the task, they would have already become a 
corpse. 


“He already knows about the Demigods. However, he didn’t 
seem interested in the subjugation of the Demigods or the 


Circle. He said that seeing the end of the martial arts path is 
his top priority.” 


Even though he knew about the Demigods, he refused to 
cooperate. 


Frey frowned at that. 


He didn’t like the idea that such a person was using the title 
‘Successor of the Martial Warrior King’. 


However, his personal opinion aside, it was very clear from 
Eizek’s wounds that he was proficient in the Warrior King’s 
Fist. (TL: translation it is) 


‘Now that I think about it, Kasajin wasn’t that interested in 
the Demigods at first either.’ 


When he had first created his group, it was Kasajin who had 
been the hardest to persuade. 


But when he joined their side, he was more determined than 
anyone else. 


Frey felt like he needed to meet with this Successor of the 
Magic Warrior King. 


No, he didn’t think. 
He had to meet him. 


‘He doesn’t need to be on the same level as Kasajin. If we 
could get the help of a First Class Magic Warrior proficient in 
the Warrior King’s Fist...’ 


They would be a great help when he tried to defeat 
Demigods in the future after reaching 9 stars. 


“Is he staying in the Great Reynols Forest?” 


“I don’t think so...it doesn’t seem like he stays in the same 
location for more than a month.” 


One month. 


He didn’t know how long he had been staying in the Great 
Reynols Forest, but he figured that there was not much time 
left. 


After pondering for a while, Frey opened his mouth. 
“How far is the Great Reynols Forest from here?” 
“Do you intend to meet him?” 


“That’s right. It would be very good if we could get him to 
join our circle.” 


Eizek fell silent. 
It wasn’t wrong. 
Well, the words weren’t wrong. 


In fact, there was nothing that Eizek could say about it 
because he had also been confident that he would be able 
to persuade that man. 


But when he met him in person, it was more like meeting a 
wild beast instead of another human being. 


And that was when he realised why the man was more 
comfortable being alone instead of in a circle. 


From the Circle’s perspective, it did not look good when the 
Successor of the Magic Warrior King ran around doing 


whatever he wanted. 


There were many extremists who thought of capturing him 
and then getting rid of him after they pried the secrets of 
the Warrior King’s Fist from him. 


Nevertheless, this man was still able to frolic all across the 
continent. 


This was because both their main plans and their 
contingencies failed. 


It wasn’t just the Three Great Circles. 


Many small and medium sized circles, some of whom were 
even stronger than the Trowman Rings, also sent many 
scouts. 


And all of them failed. 
Not a single one of them had been successful. 


Although he had these thoughts, Eizek still took out a map 
from his bag. 


The Circle Rounder’s question could not be ignored. 
Chuk. 
Eizek pointed to the map while speaking. 


“I'll show you the shortest route. This is the location of our 
circle. First, follow this road south to ‘Grode’. It’s a bit closer 
to us than Uthiano, and it has a Warp Stone. Then, using the 
Warp Stone there, head to ‘Pillat’. Pillat is one of the closest 
cities to the Great Reynols Forest. From here to there, it 
takes about three days.” 


Pillat. 


The moment he heard that, Frey’s expression slightly 
changed. 


This city, on the eastern end of the empire, was none other 
than the home of the Blake Family. 


“From there, you can only go by foot. Of course, the 
mountain path leading to the forest is quite long and 
rough...if you use a Carriage, you'd be able to save time and 
energy.” 


“I can hire a carriage?” 
Eizek nodded. 


“There is a caravan of peddlers who trade with the elves. It 
seems like there are transactions every month. Of course, we 
can’t use them to enter the forest.” 


“So the fastest way would be to join their group.” 


“That’s right. The peddlers are always looking for 
mercenaries to accompany them. Someone with Rounder 
Frey’s skills would be very welcomed.” 


Eizek did not know exactly how strong Frey was, but he did 
know that in order for him to become the Rounder, he had to 
be at least 6 stars. 


There was no reason for Frey to not join the caravan since 
the mercenary world treated anyone who had reached 5 
stars like nobility. 
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Frey pondered for a moment before turning to Beniang. 


“Master Beniang, | think | will go meet the Successor of the 
Magic Warrior King.” 


“Yes. | thought you would.” 
Beniang nodded as she agreed. 


“For now, the circle is fine. The foundation has been 
solidified, and even those who were wandering have found a 
path to follow. And Honor Eizek should be healed in time for 
the friendly competition in a month.” 


“Friendly competition?” 
Fianne was the one who responded to the confused Eizek. 


“| will tell you later. Anyway, Rounder Frey, you don’t have to 
worry.” 


Frey looked at their faces before nodding. 


“Alright. Honor Gisellan, when is the Circle’s next biennial 
meeting?” 


“In one year and six months.” 

One year and six months. 

It was enough time. 

The Trowman Rings were still not ready for such a meeting. 


Of course, it might not be enough time for him to achieve 
his goal. 


‘9 stars.’ 


Frey was thinking about reaching 9 stars before the next 
meeting. 


Or at least have enough power to unite the scattered circles. 
Of course, that alone wasn’t enough. 


Frey recalled the Golem core he had retrieved from 
Schweiser’s dungeon. 


‘The faster | create Anastasia, the better.’ 
To reach 9 stars and to create Anastasia. 
Neither one was easy. 


If he stayed in the circle, then it would be quite difficult, but 
if he moved around on his own, it might be a different story. 


Frey looked at Beniang and said. 
“I will return before the meeting.” 


“are you saying that the Circle Rounder will be away for 
that long?” 


Eizek was the one who spoke up with a stiff expression. 
His reaction was natural. 
The Circle Rounder was very different from the Force Honor. 


Except for special cases, they rarely left their posts for such 
a long time. 


It was Gisellan, not Frey, who answered him. 


“He told us that it might happen from the beginning.” 


“| don’t understand. | know that the Trowman Rings situation 
is dire. And that Rounder Frey’s abilities are excellent. But...” 


“I Know what you want to say. You’re worried that Rounder 
Frey might have requested a lot from us on the condition 
that he joined our circle. However, | can swear on my name 
that something like that never happened. In fact, we owe 
him a debt that we could never pay back.” 
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“You will understand soon enough. For now, trust me and let 
it go.” 


Eizek sighed. 


Since it was Gisellan who was talking, he was forced to 
believe him. 


He was not as gullible as Beniang or Fianne. 


He was a thick-skinned old man who had spent more than a 
decade in the ruthless mercenary world. 


Gisellan’s presence was the only reason he could take long 
term missions without worry. 


“Alright. Rounder Frey, please forgive my rudeness.” 
Frey, who was looking at the map, simply nodded. 


“It’s fine. Rather than that, would it be possible for me to 
take this map with me?” 


“Sure. It’s not that expensive.” 


“Thank you.” 


Frey put the map away as he said this. 
“Master Beniang, l'Il take my leave now.” 
“Huh?! A-, already?” 


“I think | need to leave as quickly as possible. | think it 
would be better than missing him by a small margin.” 


“I, | see.” 
Frey observed Beniang for a moment before saying. 


“Please take good care of the circle, Master Beniang. I’m 
sorry that | won’t get to see the results of the friendly. Ah. 
But | don’t think | need to worry...” 


When Frey’s eyes fell on them, Beniang, Gisellan and Fianne 
all flinched. 


“It shouldn’t be a problem, but if you don’t win by a 
landslide or at least by a large margin...” 


“That won’t happen!” 

“O-, of course! Isn’t that right, Honor Gisellan?!” 
“Naturally!” 

“PIH take your word for it.” 

Frey smiled. 

“Then | look forward to when we meet again.” 


x KO 


[I look forward to when we meet again. ] 


She blinked. 
It felt like she was in a dream for a long time. 
She slowly woke up. 


It was the middle of the night. The pale moon was high in 
the sky. 


She felt like something was missing. 


Looking down at her body, she immediately realised what it 
was. 


“Ah...” 

Feathers. 

No feathers. 

She couldn’t understand. 

Why the hell did she have skin without feathers? 

The shape of her body had also changed drastically. 
She had no beak, no wings. 

Did that matter? 

It wasn’t like her power had weakened. 

She could still soew out the flames that she was so proud of. 
No, it felt like she had gotten even stronger than before. 
She got up from her seat. 


Flame-like hair cascaded like a wave down her back. 


[Follow the footsteps of Torkunta and become the ruler of 
these mountains. Protect my friend’s dungeon. ] 


A warm voice filled her head. 
It was that person’s voice. 


She immediately understood that she should listen to what 
it said. 


First of all. 


To become the ruler of the mountains, she just had to put 
this area under her control. 


She was reluctant to follow the footsteps of that unlucky 
Drake King, but there was no helping it. 


And it wouldn’t be difficult. The strength she had now was 
more than enough. 


Second. 
Protect that person’s friend’s dungeon. 


He was probably talking about that space inside the 
mountain. 


That was easy too. 


Naturally, as long as the area was under her control, it would 
ensure the safety of that space. 


So, when she had achieved both of those things...could she 
go find that person? 


[You will reign.] 


She closed her eyes as she quietly remembered those words. 


Chapter 67: Mercenary(l1 ) 


Frey called Gisellan aside and asked him for a favor. 
When Gisellan heard what he wanted, he rubbed his chin. 
“Hm. You want to disguise yourself?” 


“Right. Pillat is the home of the Blake Family. Have you 
heard about Isaka Blake?” 


“Yes. It’s highly likely that he is connected to the 
Demigods... that’s what you meant isn’t it?” 


“That’s right. And he’s after me right now. The Blake Family 
is a place that | must visit someday, but it is too soon. So I'd 
prefer to avoid meeting them.” 


“a l see,” 


It was an unquestionable fact that Frey stood out because 
his grey hair color was rare on the continent. 


If he was to walk around Pillat as he was now, it was 
guaranteed that Isaka would find out about it in less than a 
day, which would definitely lead to a confrontation. 


“I can change my appearance with magic. The problem is 
that | do not have any proof of identity.” 


In order to travel around the continent, one needed to have 
proof of identity. 


All Frey had now was his student ID from the Westroad 
Academy. 


However, that wasn’t enough. 


For the time being, he wanted to hide ‘Frey Blake’, so he 
needed a disguise. 


After pondering for a moment, Gisellan finally spoke. 


“Honor Eizek should have the means. He often takes 
missions in foreign countries, so he has a few fake identities. 


After a while, Gisellan came back with Eizek. 


Gisellan must have informed him of the situation beforehand 
as he immediately brought up the main point. 


“I have something that can help you.” 
As he said that, he stretched out his hand. 


In it, there was an old card which appeared to be made of 
bronze. 


“It’s a C-rank Mercenary. The name is Kain Rixton. 26 years 
old and lives in a city in the far south called ‘Temigo’. It’s 
okay to update the rank in the Mercenary Guild whenever 
you like.” 


“Can you tell me more about his background.” 


“Of course. It would be better if you memorize everything 
I’m about to say.” 


Eizek started talking about Kain Rixton’s personal story. 


Frey paid the most attention to the appearance as he would 
need to make the illusion as accurate as possible. 


After listening to all of the information, Frey received the 
Mercenary Card. 


Then, after giving Eizek his sincere gratitude, he 
immediately began packing his luggage. 


It was time to leave. 


Frey opened his door and stepped out, but he was forced to 
stop. 


The circle members had gathered in front of his house. 


At the front was Fio, who was the first person to receive 
Frey’s teaching. 


Compared to the rest, the gaze that he was staring at Frey 
with was particularly emotional. 


He was one of Frey’s most adamant followers within the 
circle, and he had decided to disregard the age difference 
and consider him as his mentor. 


This was why he was especially disappointed by the 
approaching separation. 


“Rounder Frey, we heard that you were leaving on a long 
term mission...” 


“That’s right, | don’t think | can come back until the next 
Biennial meeting.” 


“The next meeting is a year and a half from now...” 


“Well, if it wasn’t that long, could it still be considered a long 
term mission?” 


“What can we do without Rounder Frey, what can we do...” 
The circle members all looked at Frey with sad faces. 
There were even a few members who were crying. 

Frey smiled gently at their goodwill. 


“You can do well without me. Honor Eizek said that he would 
not be taking any missions for the time being.” 


“Still...” 
Frey’s expression became serious. 


“The Trowman Rings have completed all the preparations we 
need to soar. It’s up to all of you whether we can spread our 
wings and completely shock the world or if we become a 
shabby figure with no feathers. And | believe in you all.” 


The circle members bowed their heads with enlightened 
expressions on their faces. 


“We will wait.” 

“Rounder Frey, | wish you good luck.” 
“Please come back safely.” 

“Come back soon.” 

After that, Frey immediately left the village. 


And for a moment, he seriously wondered if he had 
developed a habit of wandering. 


Since he had returned, Frey had not stayed in a location for 
more than one year. 


‘I’m sure it'll be the same in the future.’ 


He would probably continue to move around unless 
something special happened. 


After leaving the village, he found the southbound road 
Eizek had told him about. 


Its condition made it a bit of a stretch to call it a road, but he 
was still able to find it. 


‘He said it was a two day walk.’ 


He had no problem with that as there was camping 
equipment along with a large amount of food and water in 
his bag. 


Frey walked at a leisure pace. 
Occasionally, monsters would appear on the mountain road. 


Usually, Frey would threaten them or kick them away, but 
for those who could not understand his warnings, he killed 
them. 


After a while, he just used flight magic. 


There were no threatening flying monsters nor people 
around him, so he didn’t have to worry about anyone seeing 
him. 


Frey’s current mana capacity was so outrageous that it 
would not be emptied even if he used the flight magic, 
which had poor cost-effectiveness, all night. 


Thanks to that, he was able to reach Grode within a day. 
Grode wasn’t a very big city. 


In fact, it was a bit strange that such a small place could 
have a Warp Stone. Perhaps it was its geographical location 
which made it necessary to give it a Warp Stone. 


Although Frey had arrived at the city much faster than he 
expected, he still couldn’t go to Pillat right away. 


The number of places available for the Warp Stone was just 
as small as the size of the city. 


Frey found an Inn. 


Then after entering the room, he stood before the mirror and 
began practicing changing his appearance. 


He didn’t do a very good job at first. 


It was just an illusion spell. However, it was so complex, that 
even if someone was at 8 stars, a level higher than him, they 
would not be able to notice. 


First, he changed his hair to dull blonde. 


This was the color that was most common within the Kastkau 
Empire. 


He made his eyes dark brown and then he slightly altered 
the structure of his face. 


The entire process took about ten minutes. 
Frey looked at his face in the mirror. 


Standing there was a young man with a gentle expression. 


He matched the description of ‘Kain Rixton’ as provided by 
Eizek. 


‘This is enough.’ 


Frey went to bed right after that and the next morning, he 
left the inn while the waitress stared at him with a confused 
gaze. 


Then he headed straight to the Warp Stone to go to Pilllat. 


When he arrived and was asked to provide identification, he 
handed out Kain’s Mercenary ID. 


The guard confirmed his identity before returning the card 
without feeling any suspicion. 


With this, there would be no way for anyone to trace his 
travel using a Warp Stone like the last time. 


Frey’s whereabouts would have been cut off at Uthiano. 
Woowoong. 
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Immediately after suppressing the special feeling that came 
with Warp Stone travel, Frey began observing his 
surroundings. 


He had a sense of familiarity and unfamiliarity to everything 
around him. 


‘So this is Pillat.’ 


It was the largest city in the east, and home to the Blake 
Family. 


At the same time, it was the closest city to the Great Reynols 
Forest, east of the empire. 


Frey ignored the strange nostalgia he felt and headed to the 
Mercenary Guild. 


As it was near to the forest, there would naturally be a large 
number of monsters. 


Although it wasn’t as high as Ispaniola, Pillat was also one of 
the cities with a large floating population(1) of mercenaries. 


However, Frey did not feel the same tense atmosphere like 
the one in Ispaniola. 


Pillat had incredibly strong walls, and they were not 
something ordinary monsters could easily destroy. 


This led to the citizens having absolute confidence in their 
safety, so their expressions were much more relaxed. 


The Mercenaries were all gathered to collect materials from 
the nearby forest or to hunt rare monsters to obtain precious 
materials rather than to subjugate the monster population. 


Pillat had dozens of Mercenary Guilds. 


Frey was heading to one of them with the name ‘Vulcano’. 
(TL: yes, ‘u’ not ‘o’) 
Click. 


When he opened the door, he was greeted by an 
obnoxiously loud noise. 


This building served as a Mercenary Guild, and at the same 
time, it functioned as a bar, a restaurant, an inn, and even 
worse, a brothel. 


It smelled like bad alcohol and cheap tobacco. 


Although it was the middle of the day, the Mercenaries held 
bottles of alcohol in their hands with many more on their 
tables. 


Several of them glanced at Frey as he entered. 
“I’ve never seen this face before. Is he a rookie?” 


“He’s wearing a very pretty robe. Hihihi. Maybe he’s 
pretending to be a Wizard.” 


“No! Isn’t this proof that the status of our Vulcano has risen 
to such a height that even a noble Wizard would come here 
in person?!” 


“Puhahaha!” 


There weren’t many of them who actually believed that Frey 
could be a Wizard. 


There was a higher probability that he was just an admirer 
who liked to follow their style. 


Their reaction wasn’t surprising. 


It was extremely rare for Wizards to enter the Mercenary 
world. 


They didn’t do so unless they needed a lot of money badly. 


The more prestigious the family, the less likely they would 
resort to doing this. 


This was because even the shortest tenure as a Mercenary 
could become a shame that would last a lifetime. 


Frey ignored them and headed to the counter. 


Standing there was a young woman who did not seem to fit 
in with the tough atmosphere in the Mercenary Guild. 


She seemed to be one of the employees. 


She had a pretty face, but she was wearing a dress that 
showed her deep cleavage and bare thighs. 


It seemed she served as eye candy for the Mercenaries. 
“Hello, how may | help you?” 

“I’m here to receive a mission.” 

“Are you a Mercenary?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Show me your identification please.” 


Frey handed her the Mercenary Card, however, she only read 
the information at the back. 


“This is a card issued from Temigo in the south. Your name is 
Kain Rixton. Are you a C-rank Mercenary?” 


“yes.” 
“I’ve confirmed your information. Please wait a moment.” 


Then she rummaged through something below the counter 
before showing him a few flyers. 


“These are the currently available missions. The more 
difficult ones are to the left...” 


Frey shook his head. 
“ld like to escort the peddlers to the Great Reynols Forest.” 


“That mission can only be taken by B-rank Mercenaries and 
higher.” 


“Then | would like to apply for an advancement.” 
“Right now?” 

“Yes.” 

“okay.” 


The employee looked at Frey with a strange gaze, but she 
could not interfere with his wishes. 


On the back of every Mercenary Card was the date of issue, 
and it showed that this man had become a C-rank Mercenary 
three years ago. 


It was possible to become a B-rank in three years. 


“You can go to the counter in the basement and apply for an 
advancement. Please note that you need to pay 10 silvers as 
an application fee.” 


Frey nodded and immediately headed to the basement. 
The basement was actually quite deep. 


As he walked down the staircase illuminated only by 
candles, the sounds from the first floor slowly began to fade 
away. 


And once he reached the bottom, even his footsteps began 
to sound loud. 


Tap tap. 


The underground space was quite large, or it might have 
looked that way because there were only a few people there. 


The corridor was long, and there were doors on both sides. 
Frey walked down the hall. 


At the end of it, there was a chair and a desk, behind which 
a one-eyed man sat. 


The man wore an eyepatch which reminded Frey of the 
pirates he’d encountered back on the Cortez, but the aura 
that the man exuded was completely incomparable to those 
weak pirates. 


“Did you come to take an advancement test?” 
“That’s right.” 

“What’s your current class and rank?” 
“Wizard, C-rank.” 


“I see. You know there are two ways to advance, right? 
Mission or demonstration. What would you like to choose?” 


Eizek had already explained this to him. 


Choosing Mission literally meant that he had to prove his 
capabilities by completing an assigned quest. 


It had the advantage of allowing you to get help from others, 
but it could take a lot of time depending on the type and 
difficulty of the quest. 


Demonstration meant to show your skills to the examiner 
assigned by the guild. 


It didn’t take a lot of time, but most Mercenaries chose the 
first method even if it took a long time because the 
examiners were known for their strictness. 


Frey didn’t hesitate as he didn’t need to think about it. 
“Demonstration.” 


“Hmm. It’s been a while since someone chose 
demonstration.” 


“Good. Follow me.” 
Frey followed the man without a word. 


The one eyed man walked down the hall that Frey came from 
and opened one of the doors. 


A fairly large space was revealed. 
That wasn’t all. 


Frey also recognized the presence of several large, 
overlapping protective spells in this room. 


In this room was another door. 


The man walked through the door, and after a while, he 
came back, followed by another person. 


This time, it was a young woman. 


Like Frey, no. 


Like Kain, she had dull blonde hair and wore a robe. 

Frey realised immediately that she was a Wizard. 

“|I never thought we’d have guests so early in the morning.” 
“It’s work time. Irene, act a little more respectably.” 

“Yes yes, boss.” 

As she said this, Irene yawned loudly. 


“You said you want to advance to B-rank, right? Then shoot a 
spell at this wall.” 


She tapped the wall beside her. 


“Ah. Of course, you don’t have to worry about breaking it. 
These protective spells were cast by the only 5 star Wizard 
in our guild, so I’m sure even this muscle head beside me 
would have to swing a sword at full force a few times to 
break it.” 


Frey turned to look at the one-eyed man. 
“Are you an A-rank Mercenary?” 
“That’s right.” 


“Then if | break this wall, would | become an A-rank 
Mercenary?” 


“Puhahaha!” 
Irene let out a loud laugh. 


“Right. | like your confidence. But this wall is even more 
resistant to magic than physical attacks. If you can break it, 


then | will use my name to have you recognized as an A-rank 
Mercenary.” 


“Then | think it would be better if you stepped back a little.” 
“Ahhh. Whatever you like.” 
Irene shrugged and stepped back a few times. 


Then she looked at Frey with her arms crossed over her 
chest. 


“Flameball.” 

“huh?” 

Wait, wasn’t that a 5 star spell? 
Before Irene could open her mouth. 
Boom! 
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The Flameball hit the wall, and the tremendous force of the 
explosion forced her to close her eyes. 


On the other side, the one-eyed man watched this scene 
with wide eyes. (TL:...do | feel bad for the pun?...a little bit... 
do | feel like it was worth it?...ohhhh yeah..) 


The dust cloud soon subsided. 
Patter. 
There was a large hole in the wall. 


The one-eyed man muttered in a disbelieving tone. 


“congratulations on becoming an A-rank Mercenary.” 


1. Floating population is a terminology used to describe a 
group of people who reside in a given population for a 
certain amount of time and for various reasons, but are not 
generally considered part of the official census count.) 


Chapter 68: Mercenary(2) 


Frey immediately received a new Mercenary Card. 


Unlike the C-rank card which appeared to be made of 
bronze, the A-rank Mercenary Card seemed to be made of 
Sparkling gold. 


The one-eyed man, Domki, gave him a warning. (TL: you 
guys can’t understand the forbearance it took to not give 
him a dumber name) 


“AS you can see, this Mercenary Card is made of gold, so it’s 
worth a lot. They can be sold for dozens of gold coins ata 
general store, so they also cost a lot to reissue. Pay attention 
not to lose it.” 


“I understand.” 

“are you a 5 star Wizard?” 

“Yes.” 

Domki’s eyes flashed with amazement. 

Looking at his reaction, Frey thought back to Eizek’s advice. 


Eizek told him that it would be the most convenient to act 
like a 5 star Wizard whenever working externally. 


This was because it made it easier for him to have people 
recognize his strength without raising any suspicions. 


If it was a wizard who was above 5 stars then it would be 
strange for them to be a mercenary who wasn’t already a 
part of a group or well-known. 


Especially if it was a young Wizard like Kain. 


Therefore, while Frey donned the face of Kain, he did not 
intend to use any spells above 5 stars. 


He didn’t expect to encounter anything that would force him 
to. 


“You’re amazing even without a staff.” 
Staff. 


Now that he thought about it, Frey realised that he had 
forgotten to find a staff. 


This was because he already had the Staff of the Great Sage. 
‘A Wizard without a staff would raise some doubts.’ 


Because of this, he would need to carry a staff, just for 
appearances. 


Frey decided to get one that very day. 
Fortunately, Domki didn’t say anything else about the staff. 
“Are you part of a Mercenary Group?” 


“I’m not, and | don’t intend to join any groups at the 
moment.” 


“| see,” 


Domki smacked his lips with a slightly regretful expression. 


As the leader of a Mercenary Group, he desperately wanted 
this young man standing before him. 


No matter which Mercenary Group they wished to join, a 5 
star Wizard would be welcomed with open arms and treated 
like royalty. 


This was because there was always a lack of Wizards in their 
line of business. 


That was why even 3 star and 4 star wizards were paid more 
than ten times other Mercenaries of the same rank. 


Domki’s Mercenary Group already had a 5 star Wizard, which 
was already impressive. However, no matter how he looked 
at it, Frey was much stronger. 


Of course, he couldn’t force him since Frey had already told 
him his thoughts. 


“A-rank Mercenaries are given free accommodation within 
the Mercenary Guild, and you can request free equipment 
repair once a month at any affiliated blacksmith. In addition, 
there are no restrictions when entering or leaving the 
borders of the empire and its allies, and you can create a 
Mercenary Group of your own. There...” 


Domki began explaining the benefits of being an A-rank 
Mercenary. 


Frey listened to Domki. 
A-rank Mercenaries made up less than 1% of the Mercenary 


population, and it was the goal that most Mercenaries aimed 
for. 


This was because they knew that the S-rank and SS-ranks 
which were filled with monsters were dreams that could 
never be achieved. 


After listening to the benefits, Frey understood why so many 
Mercenaries would risk their lives to reach the A-rank. 


“that’s it. Do you have any questions?” 


Domki’s voice was gentle and it was nothing compared to 
the cold and harsh tone that he’d used before. 


Frey felt like the man in front of him was trying to obtain his 
favor. 


“| have a request I’d like to make.” 
“What is it?” 


“There is a mission to escort a group of peddlers to the Great 
Reynols Forest.” 


“Great Reynols Forest...at this time...” 

“Huh?” 

Domki shook his head. 

“There are much better missions for you to choose.” 
“Is it difficult?” 


“It’s pretty standard, but something terrible happened 
recently.” 


“Something terrible?” 


“I’m sorry, but | can’t talk freely about it. It’s confidential for 
now. If you really want to take the mission, you can directly 
talk to the person who made the request.” 


“| understand.” 


“If it’s money you want, then it’s not a bad mission. I’ve 
heard that that mission pays quite well.” 


The pay. 


Although he still had one platinum coin left, Frey intended 
to wander the continent, so the more money he had, the 
better. 


Frey decided to tell Domki his plans and seek a second 
opinion. 


“I'm afraid | won’t be able to return with them after taking 
them to the forest...would that be okay?” 


“One way escort...hmm. It’s a tricky condition, but...” 


For an A-rank Mercenary and a Wizard at that, the requestor 
would be willing to accept a few conditions. 


After doing some calculations, Domki nodded his head. 


“I'll tell you in advance. The pay will drop to less than half. 
Are you fine with that?” 


“Yes, ” 


“Stay in the guild today. l'Il inform you as soon as the date of 
departure is coordinated with the peddlers.” 


“Thank you.” 


It didn’t matter because Frey could use Warp whenever he 
wanted to anyway. 


What’s more, he had memorized the coordinates of the 
places that he’d visited before. 


He knew the coordinates for Uthiano, as well as Grode, Pillat, 
the 3rd Magic Tower, and even Drake Mountain. 


Frey returned to the first floor where he showed his new 
Mercenary Card to the girl at the counter. 


“You became an A-rank Mercenary...” 
Not even an hour had passed. 


The man in front of her turned out to be much more amazing 
than she’d expected. 


“| heard that | can rent a room for free.” 
“O-, of course. Here’s the key.” 


Frey took the key from the employee and put it in his pocket. 
He didn’t have any intention of going upstairs just yet. 


Instead, he looked around. 
Mercenaries. 


In a sense, there would be no one who was as sensitive to 
the surrounding situation than this group of people. 


The more skilled a Mercenary was, the better their 
understanding of the happenings in the world. 


“A few days ago, | saw the S-rank Mercenary Elsie, and her 
face really is amazing. If | didn’t know it was her, | might’ve 


tried something.” 
“Your fingers would’ve gotten cut off. Hehe.” 


“They said there’s going to be another civil war in Silkid. It’s 
dangerous, but it’s also a really good place to make a killing. 
Wanna come with me?” 


“Geotanbul is also a great place to earn nowadays. | heard 
there are pirates there that are working with undead, so they 
are trying to draw in as many escorts as possible.” 


“Undead again? Damn skeleton bastards. We’ve been seeing 
them a lot lately.” 


There were many interesting stories, but they weren’t what 
Frey was looking for. 


It was then. 


“Did you hear that Count Isaka might step down from his 
post as the 5th Magic Tower’s Master?” 


“Huh? Really? What for?” 


“Well, I’m not sure. | just heard about it from my friend who 
does chores at the 5th Magic Tower.” 


“Come to think of it, he has been staying at their family 
home for a long time. Hasn’t it been about two months?” 


“It doesn’t make sense for the Tower Master to be away for 
such a long time. | feel like he will be fired.” 


Frey got up from his seat and headed over to those 
Mercenaries. 


There was a gentle smile on his face. 


“Hello, seniors.” 

“Huh?” 

“Who the hell are you?” 

The Mercenaries looked at him with suspicious gazes. 


“I’m just an ugly junior who knows nothing about the world. 
I'd like to ask you some questions.” 


“Well...” 


“Of course, | can’t hear your experiences if your mouth is 
dry. l'Il bring plenty of beer and snacks.” 


Frey made an order to a waitress who was passing by, and 
the Mercenaries’ faces brightened immediately. 


“Junior really has good eyes.” 


“There is probably no one else in all of Pillat who has as 
much experience as our party.” 


“Right. What do you want to know?” 
It was much easier than Frey expected. 
There were two reasons for this. 


One was that Kain Rixton’s appearance gave people a good 
impression. 


Kain’s face allowed him to easily gain people’s favor simply 
by giving them a gentle smile. 


The other was the simplicity that came with people who 
were called Mercenaries. 


Most of them lived in the present and enjoyed the simple 
pleasures in life. 


The Mercenaries in front of him were either C-rank of D-rank, 
but they would not find his actions strange. 


Instead, they would only think that he was in a good mood 
that day. 


“Are there any rumors about the Blake Family recently?” 
“Rumors?” 

“Even small things are fine.” 

“Why do you want to know about that?” 


Frey thought about it for a moment and made a slightly 
hesitant expression. 


“I want to become one of the Blake Family’s guards.” 


Taking a hint from Frey’s memories, he knew that there were 
always many people who desired to become the Blake 
Family’s guards 


The Mercenaries laughed and nodded at his words. 
“Well. The salary is high and it’s a stable job.” 


“Sometimes those guys can even eat what the nobles eat 
and enjoy other luxuries.” 


“Except for the intense competition, it is a great job.” 


Most of their words were useless, but Frey still smiled and 
waited for them to finish their chatter. 


When the beer was finally brought out to them, a large man 
sitting on the right began speaking. 


“Well, come to think of it, Hans did say that he saw several 
wagons entering the Blake Family property at dawn.” 


“Why was that? Were they supplies from the capital?” 


“There were too many for that. And | heard someone's voice 
from inside. Sounded like they were screaming or 
something.” 


Frey’s gaze became sharp. 


He immediately thought about human sacrifice, but the 
other mercenaries simply laughed. 


“Puhahaha. Screaming? That’s a pretty good ghost story.” 


“That sort of thing is common for those aristocratic families. 
It’s probably a servant from another province or country.” 


“Well. | don’t think we need to take it seriously.” 


After that, they told Frey a lot of information about the Blake 
Family, but most of it was unimportant. 


They mainly praised the amazing talents of the eldest and 
second sons Mischael and Heinz, as well as the head of the 
family Isaka’s tremendous magic skill. 


‘Frey Blake’ was not even mentioned once. 


Was he simply forgotten, or was he simply not important 
enough to discuss? 


He didn’t think too deeply about it because he wasn’t that 
interested. 


After asking the Mercenaries for forgiveness, Frey stood up 
from his seat. 


Then he went to a nearby store and purchased a Suitable 
Staff. 


“That will be 10 gold.” 


The price of a staff had been ridiculously expensive 4,000 
years ago, and it remained the same now. It was the same 
for all magical items. 


Frey paid the bill without complaint. 


Then he decided to explore the city of Pillat since he had 
nothing to do until it was time to sleep. 


He also had the slight expectation that he’d be able to 
receive a clue about Isaka’s actions. 


But, of course, he found nothing. 
The next day. 


A waiter approached Frey once he came down to the first 
floor after washing his face. 


“Mr. Kain Rixton, Mr. Domki asked me to pass this to you.” 
It was a flyer. 


On it, was the information about the escort mission to the 
Great Reynols Forest. 


‘It’s a union of peddlers. So they handle many kinds of 
goods.’ 


It ranged from simple clothing and local specialties to 
precious metals, magic items, and scrolls. 


If there was such a large collection of precious goods, then it 
was understandable why thieves would target it. 


“There will be a total of twenty-five Mercenaries.” 
This was a mission with a fairly large number of people. 


The specific numbers were 1 S-rank, 7 A-rank, 12 B-rank and 
5 C-rank Mercenaries. 


Frey tilted his head slightly when he saw the 5 C-rank 
Mercenaries, but then he realised that they all had specific 
professions such as Scout, Priest and Herbalist. 


Such professions did not need to have a high combat ability. 
‘But 7 A-rank Mercenaries?’ 

Turk. 

Then someone sat beside him. 


Turning his head to look, he found that a bearded man who 
appeared to be in his thirties was looking at him. 


“Are you Kain Rixton?” 
“And you are?” 
The man smiled cheerfully and stretched out his hand. 


“I’m Alkon, leader of the Great Reynols Forest escort 
mission.” 


The leader. 


If that was the case, then there was a high chance that this 
man was the sole S-rank Mercenary on the mission. 


Frey grabbed his hand. 
“lam Kain Rixton. Nice to meet you.” 


“Haha. We weren't able to leave because we lacked a 
Wizard, but you arrived just in time. Domki is famous for 
being incredibly strict, but he couldn’t stop praising you.” 


Alkon laughed as he shook his hand. 


His grip was so tight that not even a needle would be able to 
fit between their hands. 


He carried a large axe on his back, so it was almost certainly 
his weapon. 


‘If he’s an S-rank Mercenary then he should be at least a 
First class Magic Warrior.’ 


This meant that this person was stronger than the Dark Elf 
Liamson or Honor Fianne from the Trowman Rings. 


Of course, there were not many people who had reached 
such a level of strength. 


From what Frey had heard, the number of people on the 
continent who had done so didn’t surpass 100. 


“Is this mission so dangerous that it requires an S-rank 
Mercenary?” 


At Frey’s question, Alkon’s face became a bit solemn. 


“Something terrible happened recently. Have you heard 
about it?” 


“I only know that something bad happened.” 
This was because Domki did not tell him what happened. 
Alkon nodded. 


“I see. Well, you will need to know now that you are part of 
the group. A group of peddlers was annihilated while 
heading to the forest to deliver their goods.” 


“Including the Mercenaries?” 
“That’s right.” 
“Who did it?” 


Then he heard something that he would never have 
expected. 


“Undead.” 
ree ail 
Frey’s expression became a bit strange. 


At most he thought that it would be a monster or a bandit 
who was after the goods. 


Alkon sighed. 


“These days, undead are being spotted all over the 
continent. They say that sometimes they join hands with 
other races. Either way, it’s not good.” 


‘Come to think of it...’ 


Frey recalled the Lich who had attacked the Cortez. 


The 6 star Undead who had joined hands with the pirates to 
attack the ship was a creature that had an unreasonable 
hatred toward living beings. 


The stronger an undead was, the more intelligent, but they 
could never get rid of the hatred they felt. 


Frey frowned. 
It wasn’t about the problem with the undead. 
The problem was that they might slow him down. 


‘| don’t think l'Il have to worry too much about this mission 
because the guild is paying a lot of attention to it.’ 


He spent the rest of the day conversing with Alkon. 


Alkon seemed to like Frey. No, he simply pretended to feel 
that way so that they could be closer. 


Perhaps it was because he was a Wizard. 


It was almost as though he was afraid to show any 
dissatisfaction. 


Frey simply conversed with him while maintaining a certain 
distance. 


And the very next day, Frey got onto a carriage and headed 
toward the Great Reynols Forest. 


Chapter 69: Mercenary(3) 


There were five carriages in total, and they carried a group 
of 40 which consisted of Mercenaries, merchants and 
coachmen. 


The number of carriages was small, but that was because 
they were able to maximize space through the use of 
subspace bags. 


Frey was seated in the fourth carriage. 


This was the carriage he’d stay in for the entirety of the 
journey. 


As he found a comfortable seat and watched the passing 
scenery, Frey felt someone staring at him. 


It was an old woman with an ugly appearance. 


She had an aged face that was stained black, a hawk-like 
nose, wrinkled skin and crooked, yellow teeth. 


From the staff in her hand, he guessed that she was one of 
the two Wizards on the trip, including himself. 


‘Illusion Magic.’ 
She was hiding herself the same way he was. 


Her spell was at a pretty good level, but he could still see 
through it. 


Shik. 


When he concentrated his mana into his eye, the real 
appearance of the old woman was revealed to him. 


She turned out to be a dazzlingly beautiful blonde woman 
with blue eyes. However, Frey was not paying attention to 
her face. 


Long ears, an Elf. 


Her blonde hair and fair skin were also tell-tale signs that 
she was a High Elf, the most noble among the Elves. 


Frey got a complicated look in his eyes. 
‘What is a High Elf doing here?’ 
He also wondered why she was looking at him. 


She shouldn’t have been able to notice his illusion. Her level 
wasn’t high enough. 


Was she interested simply because he was another Wizard? 
When he thought this, his expression became a bit strange. 


While he was trying to understand the reason for her staring, 
Alkon spoke. 


“Kain, how are you feeling?” 
He was still acting friendly. 
“Fine.” 


“That’s good. You can relax for a few days while we cross the 
grasslands. Nothing will really happen until we enter the 


forests.” 


To get to the Great Forest, they had to go through a long 
stretch of grasslands before arriving at the forest. 


The grasslands were flat and open on all sides, so it was easy 
to spot if there was someone approaching, but the forests 
would cause their field of view to narrow. 


It could be said that most of the encounters with monsters 
and bandits intending to steal their goods happened within 
forested areas. 


“Alkon, who is that old woman over there?” 


By then, she had stopped looking at him and had begun 
fiddling with her staff. 


Alkon stroked his chin as he responded. 


“She’s a 5 star Wizard, just like you are, and she’s also an A- 
rank Mercenary. Her name is Syax. | don’t know her last 
name.” 


“Hmm...” 


“If you ask someone else, you'll get the same answer. She’s 
a bit unapproachable because she is always in a quiet and 
gloomy mood. How should | say...it’s like talking to a wall.” 


Alkon shrugged. 


“Among the Mercenaries, there are many who are like that. 
The kind of people who have strong personalities.” 


“Has she been a Mercenary for a long time?” 


“As far as | know, she’s been one for at least 5 years. You can 
say she’s a veteran. It’s been a while since I’ve been around 
Pillat, but she’s quite famous around here, she’s called 
‘Green Wind Syax.’ 


He wasn’t surprised that she decided to hide herself. 


In the past, Elves’ appearances were always conspicuous, so 
they always wore a robe. 


‘Elves have learned magic now. There may be more worlds 
hiding in the world like she is.’ 


Frey didn’t look at her. 
Perhaps because he expected her to approach him first. 


And that evening, while dinner was being served, Syax 
approached him. 


Frey had deliberately chosen to sit a bit further away from 
the others while eating his soup. 


Fortunately, Alkon had gathered the other mercenaries. 
“Do you have a second, young man?” 

Fey glanced up at her and nodded calmly. 

“I do.” 


“Thank you. I’m just an old lady called Syax. You must be... 
Kain Rixton, was it?” 


Frey felt a bit weird seeing Syax call herself an old woman. 


This was because, in his eyes, Syax was just a young, 
beautiful woman pretending to talk like an old lady. 


For him, it was very strange. 


From her appearance, Syax should be a High Elf younger 
than 100 years old. 


“lam Kain Rixton. I’ve heard rumors of your name, Green 
Wind Syax.” 


“well. It’s nothing much.” 


She scratched her cheek in embarrassment at the blatant 
compliment. 


She certainly didn’t have the character of a Mercenary. 
“So what business do you have with me?” 


When Frey asked that question so bluntly, Syax, who 
hesitated for a moment, finally opened her mouth. 


“Are you a Spiritualist?” 

“Huh?” 

“| felt your spirit energy. That...is a very rare type of energy.” 
‘Mh 

Only then did Frey realise why Syax was interested in him. 


She had noticed that he’d signed a contract with the Dark 
Spirit ‘Dark Ming’. 


High Elves had great affinities to spirits. The especially 
talented members among them were even able to contract 
Spirit Kings who could be considered transcendent beings. 


Perhaps she herself had a level of spirit power. 


Because of this, she could easily see that he had signed a 
contract with a spirit. 


It was not something he could hide. 

“Is Ms. Syax a Spiritualist?” 

“well, you could say that.” 

“I have a contracted Spirit, but | am not a Spiritualist.” 


Syax waved her staff slightly and her expression became 
strange. 


“Which Spirit did you contract?” 


“| can’t tell you that. Rather, how did Ms. Syax know that | 
had a contracted Spirit?” 


l ” 


This question caused Syax’s expression to become a bit 
strange. 


It seemed that she had asked impulsively before thinking of 
an excuse. 


Frey sighed inwardly. 


He knew that she was an Elf anyway, so there was no need 
for him to question her further. 


“If you can’t say the reason, it’s fine.” 
“Thank you.” 


“Is it okay if | ask another question?” 


“Sure. l'Il answer if I’m able.” 
“| would like to know why Ms. Syax took this mission.” 
Syax hesitated for a moment. 


It was a question that was so easy to answer, she wondered 
if there was a special meaning behind it. 


“I’m worried about the undead that appeared in the forest.” 
“The undead?” 


“Yes. It is unusual for undead to appear near the Great 
Forest. It has not happened in the last thousand years or so.’ 


Frey let out a low laugh. 
“A thousand years.” 
Syax flinched. 


She realised that such a long time frame was not one that 
humans often used. 


Frey could see why Syax chose to avoid interacting with 
others and stayed alone. 


She was very bad at lying, and she knew it well. 


She chose not to interact at all rather than to say strange 
things by accident. 


This was why she chose the appearance of an ugly old 
woman. 


‘This was probably the reason why Elves don’t like lying in 
the first place.’ 


Still, this was an improvement. 


She was much more flexible than the Elves from 4,000 years 
ago. 


“Your soup will get cold.” 

“right.” 

Syax let out a sigh of relief and began to eat her soup. 

Frey looked at her for a moment before he continued eating. 


As Alkon boasted, the journey through the grasslands 
continued without incident. 


The Mercenaries became relaxed, and Alkon did not 
reprimand them. 


However, three days later, the atmosphere changed 
completely as they entered the forest. 


Alkon’s previously relaxed expression became so serious 
that it was almost as though he had become another person. 


“From today, keep an eye on our surroundings. We'll break 
up into three groups with two reconnaissance teams.” 


Alkon decided the team leaders and members after 
considering the characteristics of every Mercenary on the 
trip. 


But this did not include Frey or Syax. 


Not only that, but they did not have to help with setting up 
camp, preparing meals or anything else of that manner. 


As Domki had said, Wizards were treated like nobles by the 
Mercenary world. 


The Mercenaries around them looked at them with envious 
gazes, but none of them found this strange. 


Of course, apart from that, Frey also paid a lot of attention to 
his surroundings. 


His facial expression behind the illusion was stiff. 
It wasn’t because of the undead. 
He didn’t particularly care about the undead. 


Instead, it was something else that made his expression so 
serious. 


It was because he could feel traces of Divine Power in the 
vicinity. 


‘Is there an Apostle here?’ 
Eizek hadn’t mentioned that. 


Come to think of it, he had not mentioned anything about 
undead either. 


Did the Demigod’s servant enter the forest after Eizek left? 
Undead and Demigods. 


At first glance, they appeared to be unrelated, but at that 
moment, Frey recalled Beniang’s words. 


[There are five of them that the Lord trusts the most. They’re 
the ones with outstanding abilities even among the 
Demigods. We call them ‘Apocalypses.’]] 


[They’re not as strong as theLord, but they are strong 
enough to have some influence among Demigods. ] 


[We have identified the power of three of the Apocalypses. 
They are Sword, Poison and Death.] 


‘,..A Demigod with the power of Death.’ 


He knew to some extent that the Demigod’s power had been 
enough to easily destroy a large subjugation team. 


He’d learned this information after joining the Troowman 
Rings. 


‘He is said to have released a fog that could immediately kill 
those with weak resistance with just a touch. Not just that, 
he could also use corpses of the people he killed as tools.’ 


Is that Demigod the origin of the undead? 
He’d never thought about that. 


Frey had only ever seen them as destroyers. At least, he had 
never seen them exercise the power of creation. 


‘If there really is a Demigod here... 
He would have to run without looking back. 


At his current level, he would be completely helpless if he 
were to face a Demigod. 


But Frey knew that the odds of that were low. 


‘If it was really a Demigod, then the traces of Divine Power 
wouldn't be so faint.’ 


It was highly likely that it was either an Apostle or other 
subordinates of the Demigod here rather than a Demigod 
themself. 


If so, then it would be a great opportunity for Frey. 


If he managed to kill another Apostle and create an elixir 
from their crystal, then it would be a major step on his path 
to 8 stars. 


Frey was more concerned about the fact that the Successor 
of the Magic Warrior King was in the vicinity of the Great 
Forest. 


He didn’t think too deeply about it, but he couldn’t think of 
a reason for why the Successor would be in the forest. 


It might be related to the Demigod. 
‘Or he could be the Demigod’s subordinate.’ 
Frey felt that that was the worst case scenario. 


The successor of the Magic Warrior King, Kasajin, becoming 
the subordinate of a Demigod? 


It was absolutely unacceptable. 
If that were the case, Frey would kill him without hesitation. 


Kasajin had always claimed that the Warrior King’s Fist was 
the only martial art that could slay a Demigod. 


Frey respected those words. 


He would not allow his dead friend’s martial art to be 
tainted. 


Chapter 70: Ilvan(1) 


On the second day after entering the forest, one of the 
ranger leaders reported to Alkon. 


“Captain Alkon! We have a group of undead at 7 o’clock!” 
Alkon’s expression stiffened. 
“Tell me more details.” 


“I didn’t take a close look as | was afraid that they’d notice if 
| got closer, but there are at least dozens of them. It’s not 
only low level undead like Ghouls and Skeletons, but there 
also seems to be Dullahans and Death Knights there as 
well.” 


“At 7 o’clock...damn. There’s no way to avoid them.” 
Alkon grumbled and drew his sword. 


“Rexler, you keep watch of the carriages here. l'Il give you 
ten Mercenaries.” 


“Understood.” 


“The Wizards and everyone else will follow me. Kain, can you 
enchant weapons?” 


“Yes, ” 


“Good. Ms. Syax, please help out as well. We will leave as 
soon as you are finished, so please hurry.” 


Except for light, the elemental attribute that worked best 
against undead was fire. 


Therefore, Frey applied fire enchantments to the 
Mercenaries’ weapons. With this, the low level undead would 
be unable to regenerate and could be easily defeated. 


The problem was the Dullahan and Death Knight. 


It was basically impossible to do much damage to them 
unless it was a 5 star spell. 


Frey decided to watch the situation first. 


This was because Alkon had a confident expression on his 
face. 


‘I'll get to see how strong an S-rank Mercenary is.’ 
After a while, the subjugation team set off. 


Frey and Syax were placed at the back of the group, 
together with the priest, and the rangers led from the front. 


The expressions of the Mercenaries became more and more 
tense as they drew closer. 


Some of them even began to sweat. 


Even veteran Mercenaries who had gone through many 
bloody battles would want to avoid undead. 


This was because their characteristic persistence, grotesque 
appearance and powerful odor covered everyone fighting 
them with the uncomfortable and dirty feeling of death. 


In addition, high ranking undead such as the Dullahan or 
Death Knight were powerful enough to threaten the lives of 


A-rank Mercenaries. 


However, when the Mercenaries arrived at their destination, 
they were shocked by the scene before their eyes. 


“W-, what? This...” 
“What happened here...” 
The place where the undead was supposed to be. 


No, the only things in this location were pieces of debris that 
appeared to have once been undead. 


Broken bones, rotten flesh and shattered, pitch black armor 
were haphazardly strewn around the area. 


The undead had been annihilated. 

“W-, we only took thirty minutes to get here.” 
“It hasn’t even been thirty minutes yet.” 

And they did not disappear naturally. 
Someone had eliminated them. 


Frey only paid attention to the Death Knight’s corpse, 
although it was strange to say that about an undead. 


There was a large fist print on its chest plate. 


And the back of the armor was torn as though something 
had exploded from within. 


The Death Knight’s armor was made from a material stronger 
than steel, but it had still been torn like a piece of paper. 


‘Mana was used to smash it from the inside.’ 


Frey was sure that the scene inside the armor was much 
worse than what could be seen from the outside. 


He knew who had gotten rid of the undead. 

It was the Successor of the Magic Warrior King. 
It couldn’t be anyone else. 

x KO 

Frey immediately examined the scene. 


And he realised that it should have taken no more than ten 
minutes for this group of undead to be annihilated. 


‘It seems he is even better than | thought.’ 


From the traces of the fight that he saw, his strength should 
be around the top ranks among First class Magic Warriors. 


He might not yet be a Warrior King, but his strength was 
close to that level. 


The more he looked at the bodies of the undead, the more 
he felt that his judgment was correct. 


‘I’m starting to become more curious as to what type of 
person he is.’ 


At least he could be sure that this person was truly Kasajin’s 
heir. 


Frey felt strange. 


The Warrior King’s Fist was created solely by Kasajin and was 
a martial art tailored for his own body. 


Of course, this didn’t mean that you couldn't use it simply 
because you had a different physique from Kasajin. 


In fact, Frey also trained his body using the Warrior King’s 
First. The problem lied in the efficiency. 


No matter how hard he tried, Frey would never be able to 
draw out the true essence of the Warrior King’s Fist because 
he was not suited for martial arts. 


It would be a good thing if he was able to even bring out 
20% of its true might. 


But this guy was different. 


‘He has a good understanding of the Warrior King’s Fist. He 
must have trained his body the same way Kasajin did.’ 


The whole body would be composed of muscles harder than 
rocks. It was probably possible for him to smash a boulder 
apart without using any mana. 


At the same time, Frey was relieved. 


Seeing that he’d annihilated this group of undead with such 
prejudice, it seemed that he was not one of the Demigod’s 
subordinates. 


“Did you notice something?” 
Alkon asked. 
Frey stood up and replied. 


“| found traces of martial arts.” 


When he pointed out the fist mark indented on the Death 
Knight’s armor, Alkon’s face became colored with 
amazement. 


“You are a Wizard of great knowledge and skill. No, wait a 
second.” 


Alkon’s expression became serious again as he looked 
around. 


“Hm...this appears to have been done by one person.” 
He had a good eye. His S-rank wasn’t merely a title. 
“I think so too.” 


“Hoh. | don’t Know what to say. To defeat this number of 
undead, it would have to be at least an SS-rank Mercenary.” 


Frey looked into the forest. 


That guy’s trail continued inward, but Frey didn’t think he 
needed to pursue him right now. 


‘Eizek said that he was near the Great Reynols Forest.’ 


However, this forest was nowhere close to the Great Reynols 
Forest, even if one was to exaggerate. 


This meant that the Successor had come all the way here for 
some reason. 


‘Is it to get rid of the undead?’ 


Perhaps that was the case, but it was too soon for Frey to 
draw a conclusion. 


First, he went back to the carriages with Alkon and the rest, 
and after making preparations, they started moving 
immediately. 


The Mercenaries did not relax. 


Although they did not personally fight the undead, they had 
still felt the sinister aura that exuded from their bodies. 


It made the Mercenaries’ expressions stiffen considerably. 


However, the deeper they went into the forest, the more 
unsettled they became. 


“Again?” 
Someone muttered. 


No one else said a word, but they were all thinking the same 
thing. 


The broken bodies of undead lay scattered before them 
It was a scene that they had seen numerous times so far. 


One of the Mercenaries kicked a skeleton’s skull while 
Saying. 


“Maybe we'll meet this person soon.” 
His words soon became a reality. 


Shortly after they began moving again, they could hear 
sounds coming from the distance. 


Boom...b0om... 


There was also a slightly muffled explosion. 


The Mercenaries all turned to look at Alkon, who thought for 
a moment before giving his orders. 


“Subjugation team, follow me.” 


Since he had divided the group beforehand, the team 
moved without hesitation and followed him. 


The sounds grew louder as they approached, and aftera 
while, they came to a clearing. 


And in it, a man was beating up undead. 
The expression ‘beating up’ was not a mistake. 
In a way, it was a very unrealistic sight. 


At first glance, the image of a topless man standing among a 
group of undead would make the viewer feel that he was in 
danger, but the ones in danger were the undead, not him. 


Boom! 


Whenever his fist struck, there was the sound of something 
exploding. 


The Death Knight that was hit by this blow flew away as if it 
had been struck by a cannon, and it did not stop until it had 
shot through quite a few trees. 


“Hoh...” 


“It’s hard to believe even when watching it with my own two 
eyes.” 


The Mercenaries muttered with blank expressions on their 
faces. 


What the hell was his fist made of? It had made the Death 
Knight’s armor crumple like a piece of paper. 


However, it could be said that the high ranking undead were 
fortunate since the Skeletons and Ghouls struck by his fists 
simply popped like firecrackers. 


The man smashed through the group of undead while his 
lion-like mane flew in the wind. 


It was insufficient to call his entire body a weapon. 


Every time he punched, kicked or headbutted an undead, 
they would shatter like a sand castle against boisterous 
children. 


The fight, no. 
The one-sided massacre soon ended. 
Crack! 


The man crushed the last remaining Dullahan’s skull with his 
bare hand. 


Even though it was wearing a helmet, its head was smashed 
like a rotten apple. 


“Ptooey!” 


He spit on the body before turning his head to look at 
Alkon’s group as though he’d known of their existence the 
entire time. 


As soon as he caught the man’s gaze, Alkon shivered. 


There seemed to be a light within his eyes that threatened 
to explode at any moment. 


“Who are you guys?” 
“W-, we're Mercenaries.” 
“Is that so? Okay then.” 


The man immediately turned around as though he had lost 
interest. However, Alkon stopped him. 


“W-, wait.” 
“What is it?” 
“Who are you?” 
“Ivan.” 


“I, I didn’t mean your name. Why are you removing undead 
here...” 


The man, Ivan, frowned. 


That alone seemed to change his expression to one similar 
to a beast. 


“Why do I have to tell you that?” 
“H-, huh?” 
“Don’t annoy me or get in my way. Or l'Il kill you.” 


a“ ” 


Alkon, who was an S-rank Mercenary, could not even mutter 
a word at Ivan’s threat. In the meantime, Ivan turned around 
and continued on his way. 


Frey realised that now was a pretty good time. 


“This man is suspicious.” 
“I think so too. Still, it doesn’t seem like he’s an enemy...” 


“We can’t jump to conclusions. And it would be dangerous to 
leave it unverified.” 


Alkon tilted his head slightly. 
“Hm. Is it? He didn’t seem to care much about us just now.” 


“That may be true for now. But I’m worried by the aggression 
he showed.” 


Alkon scratched his cheek while remembering Ivan’s threat. 
But he soon shook his head with an embarrassed expression. 
“I think so too, but we can’t track him or fight him.” 


He wasn’t confident that he could defeat that man even if he 
gathered all of the Mercenaries. 


It was an accurate judgement. 


lvan’s strength was not something that they could overcome 
simply with a numerical advantage. 


Frey pretended to think for a while before speaking with a 
stiff face. 


“Wouldn’t it be better to find out this man’s identity? We still 
need to continue along this route, but it is too dangerous to 
let an unidentified man wander around.” 


“That’s...right.” 


“So l'Il go find out.” 


“A Wizard alone? That’s too dangerous. Wouldn'’t it be better 
for a ranger to go?” 


It was normal for him to think so. 
Frey slowly persuaded Alkon in a low voice. 


“It’s better for a Wizard to hide from a Magic Warrior than a 
ranger.” 


“You would be risking your life. | could tell just by looking at 
his eyes. That guy is a beast. If you get on his bad side...” 


“I know. But | can’t think of a better way. Besides, I'll only be 
in the group till you arrive at the Great Reynols Forest.” 


Alkon probably knew that already. 
Frey kept speaking in a low tone. 


“So you probably intended to make use of my power as 
much as possible before we arrived.” 


“right. You’re smarter than you look.” 
Alkon nodded since his intentions were already exposed. 


“Then I'll leave it to you. Since you are willing to do this 
dangerous task, l'Il give you double, no, triple the reward. 
And if you feel it’s too dangerous, then you should leave 
right away.” 


“Yes, ” 


Frey nodded and immediately chased after Ivan. It was easy 
to find him. 


All he had to do was head to the huge commotion that was 
shaking the entire forest. 


Boom! 

Ivan was slaughtering undead again. 

Frey watched on with a curious expression. 

‘Why is he hunting the undead?’ 

Because undead were a threat to humans? 

No, he didn’t seem to have such a noble purpose. 
Was it for training? 

It couldn’t be that either. 


Although these groups of undead had high ranking undead 
like the Dullahans and Death Knights in them, they were no 
more difficult than some after meal exercise for Ivan. 


He could see it now. 


lvan’s face while he faced the undead was filled with 
nothing but irritation and annoyance. 


“Damn bug like bastards...” 


He corrected his posture and seemed to draw power from the 
earth. 


Boom! 


At that moment, a violent storm broke out and swept the 
swarm of undead away at once. 


‘Knife Fist. Not bad.’ 


It was one of the few long range attacks in the Warrior King’s 
First style. The tacky name was also given to it by Kasajin 
himself. 


Then a Ghoul that was behind Ivan bit his shoulder. 
“kuk?” 


The expression on the half rotted face of the Ghoul became 
strange. 


No matter how hard it bit down, its teeth could not 
penetrate. 


“Hmph.” 


Ivan snorted and smashed the Ghoul’s head. That was the 
last one. 


Ivan then spit on its body. 


It was the same thing he had done before. Was it one of his 
habits? 


“What the hell do you want?” 
lvan’s eyes turned to look at Frey. 


Frey didn’t bother to hide his presence. Instead, he was 
openly watching Ivan’s performance with his hands folded 
over his chest. 


Frey didn’t answer and instead inspected the bodies of the 
undead. 


It was a deliberate act. 


He didn’t know much about this man, and this was his first 
time meeting him, but he already had an idea of what his 
personality was like. 


He was his own man. 


He lived in his own world, and he felt no loneliness or regret 
in that fact. 


To deal with a man like this, you must first make him 
interested in you. (TL: you hear ladies?) 


Ivan raised an eyebrow when Frey ignored his question. 
This meant that he was already slightly interested. 
Frey spoke just as Ivan opened his mouth. 


“How long has it been since you started learning the Warrior 
King’s Fist?” 


Then Ivan gave a fierce smile. 


“| was wondering what kind of guy you were, but you’re just 
another Circle dog. Get lost. | have no intention of joining 
your little group.” 


“You’re using the Warrior King’s Fist, but you won't fight 
against Demigods? How shameless.” 


“That’s not something an outsider would understand.” 


Frey glanced at him for a moment before touching one of the 
undead body parts at his feet. 


“These undead. They seem to have sprung up recently. Does 
it have something to do with you?” 


Ivan stayed silent. 
He didn’t deny that it was related to him in some way. 
After staring at Frey for a while, he finally spoke. 


“You cursed me for not doing anything about the Demigods. 
That’s where you’re wrong. | Know about the background of 
the Warrior King’s Fist. This martial art was specifically 
designed to kill Demigods.” 


“It seems you are well aware. Then why did you refuse the 
Circle’s offer?” 


“You're talking about those guys? Ha. That’s ridiculous. Then 
l'Il ask the opposite. If | join the Circle, will we be able to kill 
Demigods?” 


lvan’s question was sharp. 
He glared at Frey. 


“I’ve met guys like you many times before. No matter how 
well | cover my tracks, you always seem to find me. But do 
you know what they say as soon as they see me?” 


Grk. 
He grit his teeth. 


“They clamor at me to join their circle without even 
mentioning two words about the Demigods. The current 
Circle is rotten. It’s a place filled with pigs who only know 


how to fill their own stomachs while Demigods pull strings 
from behind the scenes. I’m not going to join such a filthy 


pigsty.” 


Ivan stared at Frey with a gaze that seemed to say ‘if you 
dare to say nonsense, | won't let you go’. 


But his expression became a bit strange when he heard 
Frey’s words. 


“Everything you said is true. | agree with you.” 


For those who might not remember, the ranks for Magic 
Warriors are:- Apprentice, Third class, Second Class, First 
Class and Warrior King.) 


Chapter 71: Ilvan(2) 


“You're a strange guy. What circle are you in?” 
“Trowman Rings.” 

“Trowman Rings?” 

Ivan’s face became a bit strange when he heard that. 


“| heard rumors of your imminent collapse, but it seems to 
be direr than | thought. | didn’t expect you to come again so 
soon after | beat that Egjay guy or whatever.” 


He didn’t even remember Eizek’s name properly. He wasn’t 
important enough to remember, so he hadn't paid much 
attention to his name. 


“I heard you guys suffered greatly in a fight against an 
Apocalypse. There were rumors that the Three Great Circles 
might've played some tricks at that time...” 


“What?” 
It was the first time he’d heard something like that. 


All Frey knew was that they simply persecuted or ignored 
the fallen Trowman Rings. 


But was it possible that they had a hand in the Trowman 
Rings’ downfall from the start? 


Ivan shrugged at Frey’s reaction. 


“I’m not sure. But | heard it from my teacher too.” 
“Teacher?” 


“Stop asking questions. That’s enough from me. Now it’s my 
turn to ask. You said you agreed with me. Did you really 
mean that?” 


Frey nodded. 


“Of course. The Demigods seem to be working pulling the 
strings of the current Circle, and all each circle is focused on 
is empowering themselves and suppressing other circles.” 


“If you know that...” 
“That’s why I’m thinking about changing the circle.” 
“Change?” 


“Although it is currently in a pathetic state, the amount of 
power the Circle has is not negligible. If we could unite this 
scattered group into one true form, we could become a 
group that could threaten the Demigods.” 


Ivan was dumbfounded. 
What this man before him was saying was the truth. 


He was sure that the power the Circle had easily surpassed 
that of a country. 


This was to be expected as the Circle was a group of 
different nations, races, ideologies and religions, all 
gathered together with the goal of defeating the Demigods. 


But it was different now. 


It is said that stagnant water is bound to rot, and after so 
many years, the circles had all become focused on amassing 
their own power while under the halo of the Circle. 


And at the center of this cesspool was none other than the 
Three Great Circles. 


Bringing those people together? 


That would be difficult even if the great heroes from 4,000 
years ago were to return. 


“This is not something | expected the collapsing Trowman 
Rings would say. Or did you get a resurgence without my 
knowledge?” 


“No. At this stage, we are simply preparing to rebound.” 
Such a strange fellow. 


As he looked at his face, Ivan couldn’t help but have this 
thought. 


It was a confident remark that seemed easy to dismiss as 
utter bullshit, but strangely enough, he did not feel like 
mocking him. 


This was because Frey’s eyes were filled with calm 
confidence. 


This guy did not doubt himself at all. 


Regardless of whether he could actually achieve his goal or 
not, at least his faith in himself was unshakeable. 


Like...like himself. 


‘I’m sure that he’s not just spouting nonsense, but at least 
he is an interesting guy.’ 


The little interest he had increased. 
Ilvan’s mouth curled upward. 


“It seems that an interesting guy has finally appeared in the 
Circle. And you seem to be pretty high up. The highest 
ranking member that ever came to me was that yellow 
haired chick...” 


“Chick?” (TL: this is actually a pretty bad insult similar to 
bint or broad) 


“Sheryl Roland. The Circle Rounder of the Phisfounder 
Armlets.” 


“ .. hat brat is the Circle Rounder for one of the Three Great 
Circles?” 


“Brat? Haha. It seems you don’t know as much about the 
Circle as | do.” 


Ivan laughed and said. 


“Sheryl Roland is a monster who has been alive for hundreds 
of years. She should be what the world calls a Vampire.” 


“Vamp...” 
“Vamp? Ah. Vampire. Right. That chick’s a Vampire.” 


Ml ” 


Frey was confused for a second, but he soon shook his head. 


He had already heard that there was a Half-Demon in the 
Circle, so there was nothing surprising about the presence of 
a Vampire. 


The problem was that such a dark race had the position of 
Circle Rounder. 


‘There probably isn’t a single human among the Circle 
Masters.’ 


He couldn’t help but worry a little. 


Even Beniang, the Circle Master of Trowman Rings, was a 
Half-Dragon. 


“The fight with her took a really long time. She summoned 
some pretty strong Demons, but they weren’t that 
interesting to fight.” 


If it was the second in command of the Phisfounder Armlets, 
then it was highly likely that she had contracts with high 
ranking Demons. 


Ivan was Saying that a fight with several high ranking 
Demons was not that interesting. 


“| don’t care about the Circle, but I’m pretty interested in 
you. Do you have the power to unify the scattered circles? 
I'd like to see if you’re capable of what you’re talking about.” 


Thud! 
Ivan slammed his fists together as he stared at Frey. 
It wasn’t a particularly unexpected outcome. 


Rather, it was intended to some extent. Frey was also 
curious about Ivan’s skills. 


“This introduction is too long. Let’s get started right away.” 
“Kuhh. You don’t talk like a Wizard.” 

Taht. 

lvan’s figure disappeared following that sound. 

Even Frey couldn’t catch his movement. 

This was natural. 


It was normal for a Wizard to be unable to follow the 
movements of a First class Magic Warrior who honed their 
martial arts to an extremely high level. 


However, being unable to see his movements and being 
unable to react to them were completely different. 


Frey used Blink to move back into the dense forest. 
Crack. 
He could hear Ivan approaching. 


He wondered if it was because he trained in the Warrior 
King’s Fist, but he was a very violent person. 


He smashed through everything in his path as if to show 
that he had no intentions of hiding himself even when he 
could easily avoid the trees in his way. 


Naturally, this was so noisy that it seemed like the entire 
forest was shaking, which allowed Frey to identify Ilvan’s 
location. 


“Ice Spear, Wind Storm.” 


Frey cast two spells at the same time. 


It was a combination of ice and wind magic that he had used 
before. 


Dozens of Ice Spears appeared in front of him and shot 
toward Ivan together with the heavy storm winds. 


“Hmph!” 
Ivan snorted. 


His body, which he had trained to the extreme, gained an 
unimaginable defense when covered in mana. 


Most spells couldn’t even scratch his skin. 


And this fact alone was enough for Ivan’s entire body to be 
considered a deadly weapon. 


Ivan clenched his fist and pulled his hand back with a fierce 
smile. 


Crack. 
Then he smashed the Ice Spear in front of him. 


This Ice Spear, which had even been able to pierce the skin 
of the Drake King, had been broken like an icicle by a 
human’s fist. 


The moment that Ice Spear was destroyed, Ivan fixed his 
gaze on his next target. 


Crack crack crack. 


As the destruction continued, his speed began to increase. 


Second, third. 


The rough looking fist technique had a natural and 
unstoppable aura. 


Dozens of Ice Spears were shattered by Ivan’s fists. 
The Wind Storm couldn’t even scratch his sturdy body. 
A smile stretched across Frey’s face as he saw this. 

It reminded him of the old days. 


If he was to fight with Kasajin, ten times out of ten he would 
be defeated. 


In the first place, it was crazy for a Wizard to try to facea 
Magic Warrior in a head-on confrontation. 


But that didn’t matter. 
Because the man before him was not Kasajin. 
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From the time that he’d used those two spells, Frey had 
already begun chanting his next spell. 


The spell he had cast this time was one that Ivan would not 
be able to handle easily. 


He finished his chant. 


Frey began to emanate a cold white air. His eyes seemed to 
exude a bright blue light. 


“Frost Breath.” 


Saaah. 


A Magic Circle appeared in the air, and Ivan’s expression 
finally changed. 


He instinctively knew that this spell would not be so easy to 
handle. 


He didn’t know it, but Frost Breath was actually a 7 star 
spell. 


The Magic Circle began releasing a freezing cold air, and the 
moment Ivan tried to avoid it, he felt something restricting 
his ankle. 


“What?” 
A hand of ice was holding his leg. 


Even the usually confident Ivan couldn’t help but feel 
slightly shocked at that moment. 


Magic Warriors were usually much more sensitive to mana 
than Wizards. 


This was because although Wizards had larger amounts and 
greater control of their mana due to their mana rooms, Magic 
Warriors directly used their mana through their skin and 
veins throughout their bodies. 


This was one of the reasons why Magic Warriors had an edge 
in confrontations with Wizards. 


At first glance, they could tell whether their opponent’s spell 
was strong enough to pose a threat to them or if they could 
handle it. 


In addition, it was incredibly difficult for a Wizard to 
successfully launch a sneak attack against them because 
they would quickly detect the movement of the mana. 


‘How did he cast this spell so stealthily?’ 


He didn’t even notice the spell on his leg until he tried to 
move. 


Ivan shook his leg and shattered the hand of ice, but it was 
already too late to avoid the Frost Breath. 


Clicking his tongue, Ivan crossed his arms in front of his face 
and began concentrating his mana. 


Kugugu. 

Red energy began flowing from his body. 
Frey narrowed his eyes. 

‘Rock Shield.’ 


It was a technique that focused the user’s mana in front of 
them like a shield, enhancing their defense for a short 
period. 


The name was Rock Shield, but his body was now at least 
ten times as hard as a rock or a Shield. 


“Hm...” 
The Frost Breath struck Ivan head on. 


Even the Rock Shield was not able to completely block out 
the cold. His spine ached and his teeth chattered. 


White frost also began to spread over his body. However, the 
fighting spirit in his eyes did not diminish at all. 


Rather, it seemed to become more ferocious as time passed. 


In fact, the look in his eyes was so fierce that if a weak willed 
person were to see the look in his eyes, they would probably 
faint immediately. 


And when the magic circle disappeared. 

Creak. (TL: This is the best | could do...00) 

Ivan opened his eyes. 

At the same time, steam began rising from his entire body. 
Chiik. 


The frost on Ivan’s body melted in an instant, causing water 
to flow down like a waterfall. 


Boom! 


After gathering strength to his toe, he tapped it against the 
ground and just like that, the earth exploded. 


In the blink of an eye, Ivan’s figure approached Frey. 
“You're pretty good, but I win.” 
Crunch. 


Ivan clenched his fist. As long as he could get close enough, 
it would be his win. 


Just as his fist was about to touch Frey, Ivan’s vision 
suddenly flipped around. 


Thud! 
ieee ol os 
Ivan stared blankly at the sky for a moment. 


Before he realised what was happening, he was already 
laying on the ground. 


Although he had not received any injuries, Ivan could not 
get over his shock and muttered with a dazed expression. 


“That technique...Bull Rush...you also learned the Warrior 
King’s Fist?” 


Frey reached out a hand to him. 

“I see you have some questions. Let’s start talking.” 

x OK OK 

Ivan got up on his own without accepting Frey’s hand. 
Frey dropped his hand, a bit embarrassed. 


Ml ” 


Ivan was not injured, but the current situation was quite 
confusing for him. 


He shook his head after agonizing for a moment. 


“No matter how I think about it, | can’t come up with an 
answer. How does a Wizard know to use Bull Rush?” 


“Let me ask something first. Do the groups of undead that 
have appeared here have anything to do with the 
Demigods?” 


“Well...” 

He opened his eyes wide and scratched his head. 
“That’s right.” 

“How are they related?” 

Ivan gave a simple answer with his arms folded. 
“| don’t know either.” 

Frey shot him a strange look. 

“If you're lying...” 


“I’m not lying. | really don’t know anything. In the first place, 
I’m only getting rid of these undead because of that guy’s 
request.” 


“That guy?” 
“Right. Hmm...” 


Ivan rubbed his chin and inspected Frey for a moment before 
nodding his head. 


“You're not like those other circle guys, so | Suppose you can 
meet him. Besides, I’m curious about what your reaction will 
be.” 


“Who? ” 


“A Demigod.” 


M ” 


Frey’s expression cracked. 


At those words, he could not help the shocked expression 
that came across his face. 


“To be precise, he’s someone who betrayed the Demigods.” 


Chapter 72: Ilvan(3) 


What did he just say? 
Frey could not hide his astonishment. 
He could not remember the last time he’d been so surprised. 


No, this was definitely the first time since he had entered 
Frey’s body. That was how shocking Ivan’s words were. 


“Did I...hear that incorrectly?” 

A traitor? 

A Demigod traitor? 

That was ridiculous. 

Those prideful beings were loyal only to themselves. 
Frey knew this better than anyone. 

Demigod infighting! 

How would he not have thought about it before? 


No matter how much the mortals struggled, it would take an 
unprecedented number of casualties just to kill one 
Demigod. 


It would be accompanied by thousands or even tens of 
thousands of mortal lives... 


Then what would happen if they fought amongst 
themselves? If they turn their swords against each other and 
destroy themselves. 


.. Just one. 
Even if only one of them decided to betray the others... 
It was a useless delusion. 


The Demigods valued their own kind just as much as they 
valued themselves. 


Frey could still remember Lord’s face as he vented his anger 
with a burning gaze. 


‘Lukas’, who had killed many of his people, was an 
insignificant being that Lord could tear to pieces in an 
instant. 


However, he didn’t even allow him to die. 


Instead, he trapped his soul in the Abyss so that he would 
suffer for all of eternity. 


This was why Frey despised the Demigods. 
The only thing the Demigods had was power. 


The fact that they had such immature personalities and 
displayed such emotional behavior despite living thousands 
and even tens of thousands of years, proved that fact. 


This was why he could not believe there was a traitor among 
the Demigods. 


“The Demigod himself told you that he betrayed them?” 


“Right.” 
“You didn’t actually believe his words, did you?” 
Ivan looked at Frey for a moment before nodding. 


“I Know what you’re trying to say. You’re afraid that | was 
tricked by the Demigod’s lies.” 


Mt ” 


“I’m not boasting, but | have a keen eye. Especially with 
slimy bastards with slippery tongues. If he was that kind of 
person, I’d never associate with him. No. All of these 
assumptions are meaningless.” 


He looked down at his fist. 

“If that guy was trying to trick me, I’d be dead already.” 
“Just meet him. | think meeting him will be helpful for you.” 
Frey gave a stiff nod. 


This caused Ivan to smile which relaxed his serious 
expression. 


“Great. Follow me.” 
Ivan soon began heading deeper into the forest. 


It seemed he no longer had any antagonistic thoughts 
towards Frey. 


“By the way, what’s your name?” 


Now that he thought about it, he had not even introduced 
himself. 


“Frey.” 

“Hmm. | see. I’m Ivan.” 

“I know.” 

“Huh? How? Did you hear it in the Circle?” 


“No. | was there when you were threatening those 
Mercenaries.” 


“Hmm. So you were there.” 


Ivan scratched his head, and Frey asked something that he 
had been curious about since the beginning. 


“If the Mercenaries hadn’t backed down, were you really 
going to kill them all?” 


“Of course not. | would have only broken their arms and 
legs. In the first place, | never even killed those annoying 
bugs from the Circle.” 


It seemed that Eizek hadn’t survived because of luck. 
Ivan had probably let him go. 
This was natural. 


Ivan was so powerful that even Frey could not guarantee his 
own victory. 


Additionally, he was one of the most difficult types of 
enemies. 


The funny thing was that Ivan, who was shooting glances at 
Frey, was thinking the exact same thing. 


Ivan recalled the brief fight that they had. 


Just as he hadn’t used his full power, he was sure that this 
guy hadn’t either. 


The two of them continued on their way while hiding their 
thoughts about the other. 


Frey then spoke up. 

“Why don’t we increase the pace a little?” 

“Hmm. It would be hard for a weak Wizard to follow.” 
“It’s fine. l'Il just use magic if | start falling behind.” 
“If you insist...” 

Tadat. 


Ivan nodded and started running immediately. Once again 
surprising Frey with his explosive speed. 


Ivan, who had shot forward, turned to see if Frey was still 
keeping up with him. 


“Hmm. You’re keeping up pretty well.” 


al ” 


Although he was not a Magic Warrior, his pride was still hurt 
from being looked down on in such a way. 


Frey clenched his teeth and continued chasing after Ivan. 


The surrounding landscape rapidly changed, and before 
long, Frey was gasping for breath. 


Even though he had been training his body in the magic 
tower, he hadn’t been able to do a lot. 


Ivan had a comfortable expression on his face as though he 
was taking a leisure stroll. 


On the other hand, Frey panted while his entire body was 
drenched in sweat. 


After about an hour, Frey began to use flight magic because 
he felt like he would collapse if he ran any longer. 


Ivan shot a glance at Frey before speaking. 
“You learned some of the Warrior King’s Fist.” 


Frey, who had not yet recovered his breath, replied while 
panting. 


“Why do you think that?” 


“Your excellent Bull Rush was a hint, but it was your gait 
while we were running that convinced me. You showed the 
peculiar grace that could only be the Clown Steps(1) of the 
Warrior King’s Fist.” 


“You really do have keen eyes.” 
Ivan shot him a curious glance. 


“I’m really curious about you, but l'II save it. Until you meet 
‘Riki’.” 


x KO 


Ivan continued to head northeast, and on the way, he fought 
against many undead and other monsters. 


Even the greatest A-class Mercenaries would have become 
cold corpses after fighting so many powerful monsters. 
However, for Ivan, it was not even a challenge. 


Crack. 
Crack. 


Against Ilvan’s Warrior King’s Fist and Frey’s spells, even the 
strongest high ranking undead could not survive more than 
a moment. 


They were annihilated without a chance to fight back. 


This put Frey in a strange mood as it reminded him of 
fighting alongside Kasajin. 


‘This guy is truly a genius when it comes to fighting.’ 
He was the same as Kasajin. 


Because of this, he was able to fight in the most efficient 
way possible. 


Frey made use of Ivan’s explosive power and easily 
supported him from the back. 


Thanks to Frey’s experience, the coordination between the 
two of them was as perfect as a small stream joining a river. 


Recognising this fact, lvan couldn’t help but look at Frey 
with admiration. 


“This is amazing. | can’t really put it in words, but this is 
much more comfortable than fighting alone.” 


“That’s great.” 
“Hm...you really are a mysterious guy.” 


He looked at Frey with complicated eyes for a moment 
before shaking his head. 


Ivan was comfortable being alone with nature. 


Humans were said to be social animals, but not everyone 
was the same. 


He was the type who enjoyed solitude. He didn’t hate 
spending time with others but he preferred being alone. 


This was especially true when it came to fighting. 


However, for the first time in his life, lvan felt that it wasn’t 
so bad to fight with another person supporting him. 


And from then on, Ivan’s attitude changed a little. 


He still spoke in the same casual manner, but Frey felt that 
he had secretly begun respecting him more. 


It was at that moment that Frey felt like he had finally 
understood this complex human known as Ivan. 


At least he was not the type who would do things that he 
knew he shouldn't do. 


Of course, because of how prideful he was, being 
acknowledged by this man was not a simple endeavour. 


After four days, they reached their destination. 


“This is it.” 


It was a hut built deep within the forest. 


For a moment, Frey completely forgot that this was a forest 
where monsters and terrifying undead roamed freely. 


Ivan took a deep breath before shouting. 
“Ugh.” 
Frey covered his ears. 


The roar was so loud that it even caused birds in the 
distance to fly away, startled. 


A weaker person’s eardrums would’ve already burst. 


Ivan shot an embarrassed smile at Frey, who was staring at 
him angrily. 


“I have to do this to wake him up.” 

“He’s sleeping in the middle of the day?” 
“Right. He can’t help it.” 

Creak. 

Then the door opened, and a man walked out. 


The man had waist-length silver hair that contrasted nicely 
with his plain black robe. 


What truly stood out was the giant sword that was slanted 
across his back. 


The man spoke with a sleepy look in his eyes. 
“Ivan, did you do everything | asked?” 
“Hmph, of course.” 
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The two of them began speaking, but Frey could not pay 
attention to their conversation. 


Babump. 
His heart was pounding. 
In fact, Frey did not completely believe Ivan’s words. 


Maybe he had been tricked by someone pretending to bea 
Demigod. 


Or maybe Ivan was just mistaken. 
But now he could see it for himself. 


‘It really is a Demigod...and he’s as strong as the old man 
who uses poison.’ 


Frey broke out in cold sweat. 


Suddenly, he was full of regrets. Why didn’t he consider it 
more seriously before deciding? 


With his current ability, the transcendent being in front of 
him simply had to shake his hands, and his head would fall 
to the ground. 


Then the man turned his eyes to Frey. 


“You brought a guest.” 
“Right. He’s from the Circle.” 
“The Circle. Hmm.” 


He scratched his head and seemed to think about 
something. 


“Come inside first. Ivan, | just happened to have something | 
needed to ask you. | think l'Il get a pretty good picture if this 
friend of yours helps.” 


Then he went back inside as though expecting them to 
follow. 


Frey, who had been preparing to risk his life, felt drained. 


“You don’t need to be so nervous. He’s unpredictable, but 
he’s a good guy” 


Frey looked at Ilvan’s face for a moment before saying. 


“It’s not very convincing when you talk with such a stiff 
expression.” 


“Kuku...the higher your level, the more you can sense Riki’s 
terrifying power. That guy is a monster.” 


As Frey had said, Ilvan’s face was just as stiff as his. 
Frey nodded while wiping away his sweat. 
“There’s no mistaking it. He’s a Demigod.” 


“Don’t be openly hostile. While | don’t think he’d kill you, 
from here on out, we're in his territory, and it’s not like | can 
stop him.” 


“understood.” 

Frey nodded, and the two entered the hut. 

As soon as he opened the door, Frey was surprised. 
This was because the interior was incredibly spacious. 
He couldn’t even tell how large this space was. 


The hallway was long, and the walls were decorated with 
swords of all shapes and sizes. Suits of armor that seemed 
like they were guarding the hallway were also displayed. 


Together with the subtle candlelight that illuminated the 
dark space, this place had an atmosphere that could not be 
found anywhere else in the world. 


“Spatial Distortion...” 
“What’s that?” 


“By twisting time and space, a limited space can be 
expanded dozens of times. 


“Hmm. | always thought it was just a Warp or something.” 
Frey shook his head. 


When he opened the door, he had not sensed any 
distortions that were characteristic to a Warp. 


His expression became solemn. 


Space-Time Magic was a field that was difficult to handle 
even by a 9 star Wizard. However, the Space Distortion that 
was placed within the cabin was so stable that there wasn’t 
even a single crack. 


‘This must be his Divine Power because Demigods can’t use 
Magic.’ 


Was it this Demigod’s power? 


Frey and Ivan walked through the dark hallway, and at the 
end, they found Riki sitting in a room. 


He was sitting on the floor with his eyes lowered. At his side 
was the sword that he had been wearing on his back. 


“Have a Seat. I’m sorry | don’t have tea to serve.” 
Frey looked at him for a moment before speaking. 
“You talk like a human.” 

Riki looked up at Frey. 


“You are a strange human. You don’t seem like a human who 
could barely live to 100 years. Ivan, you brought an 
interesting guy this time.” 


Frey gathered himself and stepped forward. 
“I heard that you betrayed the Demigods. Is that true?” 


“That’s right...out would you believe that just because | said 
So?” 


Frey’s expression became a bit strange. 


The being before him was probably not too far off in age 
from him. 


The only difference was that he had been locked in the 
Abyss for 4,000 years. 


He could usually look at a person’s expressions, speech, or 
trivial gestures and infer what they were thinking, but this 
time was different. 


The one before him was a quasi-immortal who had been 
living for who knows how many years while Frey had been 
stuck in the Abyss. 


‘| can’t tell what he’s thinking.’ 
Frey nodded, deciding to speak frankly. 
“No, | wouldn’t believe it.” 


“You’re not wrong to doubt me. Since you’re a part of the 
Circle, it makes sense that you find a Demigod’s betrayal so 
hard to believe. In truth, | have no intention of proving 
myself to you, but | can, at least, relieve some of your 
doubts. If you can tell me what information you don’t have 
about Demigods, | will share it with you.” 


“Hmm. Anything we don’t know?” 
“Right.” 


At Ivan's question, Riki said something that Frey was not 
expecting. 


1. For this technique name, from all of the possible 
translations, this is the one I liked the most/found the most 
suitable.) 


Chapter 73: Ivan(4) 


“If you kill an Apostle, it forces the Demigod who created 
them into hibernation. And at that time, they are completely 
defenseless. For instance.” 


Shuk. 

A small fruit knife appeared in Riki’s hand. 

Where did it come from? 

Riki continued speaking as though it was nothing special. 


“You could even kill them with this practically harmless fruit 
Knife. Just by stabbing them in the nape of their neck.” 


For a moment the room fell into silence. 


This was because Frey and Ivan were staring at Riki with 
shocked expressions on their faces. 


Did he really just say that they could kill a Demigod, who 
could destroy a city with one hand, with just a fruit knife? 


Didn’t that mean that a hibernating Demigod was as weak 
and harmless as a child? 


It was hard to believe, but if this was true, then it was an 
extraordinary piece of information that they might not have 
gotten even with all the effort in the world. 


The problem was Riki’s attitude. 


As he’d spoken in a very nonchalant manner, it was hard for 
them to ascertain whether he was speaking the truth or not. 


Ivan couldn’t help but ask. 


“That’s unbelievable. In that case, why do the Demigods 
create Apostles in the first place?” 


“Is that a problem?” 
“That...” 


Frey decided to pick up after lvan who stumbled after the 
unexpected question. 


“Of course it’s a problem. The power that the Apostles have 
at their disposal is only a drop of water in comparison to the 
ocean of power the Demigods have. Isn't it too risky to 

create a subordinate who can only wield that bit of power?” 


Frey’s question was reasonable. 


Although he wasn’t sure about the average power of the 
Apostles, he had still been able to Lukes, the former Deputy 
Tower Master of the 3rd Magic Tower soon after he’d reached 
7 stars. 


If all the Apostles were at a similar level, then even if he only 
managed to reach 8 stars, he could easily get rid of all the 
Apostles in the world. 


So was it worth it for the Demigods to risk hibernation for 
such weak underlings? 


That was like digging their own graves. 


Frey knew that Demigods would never make high-risk/low- 
reward decisions like that. 


They were arrogant and childish sure, but they were not 
stupid. 


Riki responded in the same casual tone. 


“They don’t have a choice. If they don’t do it then they 
might very well get erased.” 


“Erase the Demigods? Is there any being in this world who 
could actually accomplish something like that?” 


Riki looked at Ivan and Frey’s faces for a moment before 
answering. 


“God.” 


The silence was many times heavier than before. 


Frey looked at Riki with a solemn expression as Ivan asked 
another question with a blank one. 


“l don’t think you’d waste your time telling us nonsense. 
Are you serious?” 


“Of course.” 


“Oh my God. I’m an atheist. | hope the temperature of 
hellfire is lukewarm...” 


“It doesn’t matter. It is another being’s job to judge souls 
after their death. The one I am referring to, rather than 


being God...it might be more accurate to refer to him as the 
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‘Great Law’. 
“What do you mean?” 


“It is an absolute mass of energy that maintains the balance 
of the world. It is the power that creates transcendental 
phenomena in both creation and destruction as long as 
certain conditions are met. Demigods are pieces that fell off 
from that mass of energy and gained self awareness.” 


Frey had never imagined that he would learn the origins of 
the Demigods in this shabby hut. 


There was once a time when he had considered the 
existence of God. This was natural since the name of the 
enemy he had been fighting his whole life was Demi ‘God’. 


However, even the oldest Dragon in the world did not know 
the answer to that question. 


Riki looked at Frey’s complicated expression for a while 
before continuing. 


“We Demigods have ended countless lives in the past 
thousands of years. Lord doesn’t think so, but | believe that 
we are being punished for our actions.” 


“Punishment? Do you mean that a Demigod has died 
already?” 


“No.” 


He lamented that fact. It would have been great if the 
Demigods’ numbers had been reduced, even by one. 


However, Riki’s next words shocked him greatly. (TL: We can 
only assume ‘he’ in this instance is Ivan.) 


“The last time | checked, the total number of Demigods who 
were destroyed was twenty.” 


Ml "m 
R. 


“After that, Lord had no choice but to pay attention. In order 
to stop any more from disappearing. For us, death means the 
destruction of our souls and the end of everything, that is 
why they are desperate.” 


Ivan was dumbfounded. 


Everything that he’d heard so far was a secret that the Circle 
would be willing to do anything to obtain. 


No, apart from that. 


Why was Riki suddenly telling all of this information to Frey 
who had just appeared as though he had been waiting? 


Riki scratched his head. 


“Hmm. | told you more than I intended. Well, it doesn’t 
matter.” 


“Riki, may | ask why you betrayed the Demigods?” 


“I have no intention of talking about that. You should be 
satisfied with the information you just obtained.” 


Ml ” 


It was a firm rejection. 


Frey looked at Riki and was sure that regardless of how 
much he pressed, he would never receive an answer to that 
question. 


“| need to organize my thougNhts...for a moment.” 


“Sure. lvan, come here and give me a detailed report about 
the undead.” 


“Who are you talking to like that?” 


Although Ivan said those words in a rather rude tone, he still 
approached Riki without any hesitation. The social ladder 
between them had long been established. 


Frey took the time to gather his thoughts. 


Each of the things that Ricky had spoken so nonchalantly 
about was incredibly sensitive and valuable information. 


Of course, he didn’t believe it completely. However, 
dismissing all of it as lies was also incredibly foolish. 


Therefore, he slowly went through everything to see if there 
was anything strange about what he was told. 


First of all, if an Apostle was killed, then their Demigod 
master would be forced into a hibernative state and become 
completely defenseless. 


This corresponded to what he had learned from Mikel while 
they were fighting against Lukes. 


He’d said that killing the Apostle did affect the Demigod in 
some way, and now, according to Riki, that way was forced 
hibernation. 


‘There should be some credibility in that statement...’ 


He had no choice but to admit that the two facts 
corresponded naturally. 


The only problem was that he didn’t know how long they 
hibernated/ 


If he asked, would Riki tell him? 


In any case, he believed that the time was much longer than 
he first expected. 


Otherwise, the Circle would have noticed if the Demigod had 
created another Apostle after their reawakening. 


‘It should be at least decades. Maybe more.’ 
Next was the information about God. 


Frey was also an atheist, and after learning about the 
existence of Demigods, he had developed an even more 
antagonistic view toward God. 


However, since he didn’t believe in God, Riki’s words 
seemed plausible. 


That the God who existed did not have its own 
consciousness but was instead a simple existence consisting 
of the rules of the world. 


If so, then it was understandable why God remained 
unresponsive when hundreds and thousands of races 
suffered at the hands of the Demigods. 


They must also have a firm understanding of the laws and 
balance of the world, making it easy for them to bend them 
according to their needs. 


Perhaps that was the reason they created the Apostles. 


The killings they committed did not have any effect on the 
Demigods. The only thing that was important to them was 
God’s punishment. 


‘If there really is punishment from God, it would also explain 
why the Demigods haven't been able to exert complete 
control over the continent.’ 


In fact, if they really wanted to, they would easily be able to 
control the entire continent and even if every race 
combined, they would not be able to stop them. 


Frey didn’t call them transcendental for nothing. 
Nevertheless, Demigods rarely revealed their power. 
It was the same 4,000 years ago and it was the same now. 


And punishment from God seemed like a perfectly 
reasonable excuse. 


After he thought this, he came to a conclusion. 


Either Riki was a great, amazing liar, or he had been telling 
the truth. 


..and at that moment, Frey felt that the latter was more 
likely. 


“You must be finished thinking.” 

Frey nodded at Riki’s words. 

“But why are you telling me all of this?” 

“Because | can’t get rid of all of the Demigods by myself.” 


Did he really need the power of two humans? 


Frey tilted his head slightly as he looked at Riki with 
confusion. 


“I asked the wrong question. Do you expect me to believe 
you? | could take everything you said as nonsense.” 


“My eyes are not that bad. And it doesn’t matter even if that 
was the case.” 


“ ” 


Riki didn’t give a reason for this and Frey felt that it might 
be safer not to ask why. 


Ivan scratched his head in frustration for a moment. 


“That’s enough of that. What should | do now? | already 
hunted all the undead in this forest.” 


“That’s a bit strange. Ivan, my request was to bring me the 
Apostle’s head, not play with undead.” 


“mph.” 

Ivan snorted. 

Apostle? 

Ignoring Frey’s curious look, Ivan kept talking. 
“That request didn’t make sense in the first place.” 
“Why didn’t it make sense?” 


“| couldn’t get in no matter how hard | tried. There is no spell 
or barrier, instead, it’s as though the forest itself is driving 
outsiders away.” 


Ivan shot a dirty look at Riki. 


“I was going to break a few trees to enter but then | 
remembered you said not to do that.” 


“If you want to become the enemy of all the Elves and 
Spirits in the Great Forest, | won’t stop you.” 


“atch.” 
It seemed the Apostle had disappeared into the Great Forest. 


Personally, Frey hoped for this outcome the most. He felt 
that it would be much easier that way. 


Frey was known for their hospitable treatment to their allies, 
and there were many circles among them. 


Therefore, if he revealed his identity as a circle member and 
requested their cooperation, things would probably go 
smoothly. 


However this time, the case wasn’t so simple. 
Shik. 


Riki took a piece of paper from his pocket and spread it out 
for them to see. 


It was someone's portrait. 
It was an incredibly handsome man. 


Among the men that Frey had encountered since his return, 
Peran could be considered the most handsome, and the man 
in this portrait was just as good looking. 


He also had the characteristic long ears. This man was an elf. 


“This man is Oydin Predickwood. He is a High Elf, and at the 
same time...an Apostle.” 


This caused the situation to become extremely complicated. 


High Elves could be considered royalty among the Elven 
Race. If they attacked him without conclusive evidence, they 
would become the enemies of the entire Elven Race. 


Frey sighed. 


“Aren't there Circle members among the Elves? They would 
be able to sense Divine Power. How is this man able to hide 
his?” 


“There is someone who can conceal the Apostles’ Divine 
Power. He is one of the most powerful Demigods, and is 
considered to be just under Lord, a being that the Circle 
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refers to as an ‘Apocalypse’. 
“then that guy named Oydin.” 
Riki nodded. 


“He is the Apostle of Nozdog, the Demigod who controls the 
power of death.” 


It was worse than he’d expected. 
Then Riki sighed, revealing his feelings for the first time. 


“Our last chance was two months ago. There was a moment 
when he left the Great Forest without an escort. But we 
missed it because Ivan was taking a nap.” 


When Frey glanced over at him, Ivan shamelessly said. 


“the night before, | felt the moonlight was beautiful, 
perfect for some alcohol. | will tell you now, | don’t regret it. 
In any case, since it’s already past, what can we do about 
it?” 


“Can’t you kill the Apostles yourself?” 


“If that was possible, | would’ve killed most of the Apostles 
with my own hands and then handled the Demigods right 
away. If | were to do it, it would leave a trace since the 
Apostles are connected to the Demigods. My betrayal would 
be revealed immediately.” 


It was true. 


If the Apostle managed to get even a slight glimpse of Riki’s 
figure or aura before they died, that information would be 
sent directly to their Demigod. 


“...You don’t mind killing a Demigod right away?” 
“That’s right.” 
Frey thought for a moment before saying. 


“Not so long ago, | killed an Apostle who used lightning. As 
you said, the Demigod that he followed should be 
hibernating.” 


Riki’s eyes shined at those words. 


“lightning. Hmm. Is it Indra? If your words are true...that 
would be very useful information.” 


After pondering for a while, Riki spoke again. 


“Can you prove that you killed Indra’s Apostle?” 


“No. | already used the cryst...” 


At that moment, Frey recalled the lightning elixir that Adelia 
had given to him together with the mana elixir. 


He immediately took it out of his bag and showed it to Riki. 


“Would this suffice? It contains the lightning energy that 
was Stored in the crystal...” 


“that should be Indra’s lightning. That energy can only be 
obtained from killing his Apostle. It is enough.” 


A cold smile blossomed on Riki’s face. 

“Give me a moment.” 

Chuk. 

Riki grabbed the sword beside him before disappearing. 


Frey once again wondered whether Riki had the power of 
space while Ivan grumbled. 


“I’ve already experienced it several times, but whenever he 
appears or disappears like that it also surprises me. And if | 
actually don’t get surprised, he smacks me at the back of 
my head.” 


Paat. 


At that moment, Ricky’s figure reappeared. His appearance 
causing Ivan and Frey to narrow their eyes. 


Ricky was covered in blood but he did not have any visible 
wounds. 


He was holding a bloody sword in his right hand and 
something else in his left hand, both of which he placed on 
the table in front of him with his characteristic nonchalance. 


Tuk...tuk... 
It was someone’s head. 
The head of a man with blond hair and a beard. 


There was only one thing that Ivan and Frey were curious 
about. 


“Who is this?” 

Riki gave them a casual answer. 

“Demigod Indra.” 

lvan’s jaw dropped. 

“what?” 

“Do you understand? We will work like this in the future.” 
Riki sheathed his sword with a solemn expression. 

Chuk. 


“You guys kill the Apostles. Then I will get rid of the 
hibernating Demigods myself.” 


Chapter 74: High Elf(1) 


Without caring about the reactions of Frey and Ivan, Riki 
drew a line in the air with his finger. 


Indra’s head was then split in half as though it had been cut 
by a sword. 


Riki’s hand moved even faster. 


Halves, quarters, eights...and he cut the head continuously. 
Before long, Indra’s head had been completely destroyed. 


Ivan couldn’t help but click his tongue. It was a monstrous 
display of skill. 


The skill that Riki had just shown was something that even 
master knights might be unable to do even if they wielded 
the sharpest sword. 


Frey, who had been silent for a while, finally opened his 
mouth. 


“Was that the Demigod with the power of lightning?” 


“That’s right. Of course, there’s no way for me to prove 
that...” 


“No. There’s no need.” 
It had only been a head, but he could tell. 


This was because Frey had probably encountered the most 
Demigods out of all the beings on the continent. 


The head that Riki had brought back exuded a tremendous 
level of Divine Power. 


It was not something that could be mimicked even when 
using an Apostle. 


Riki took a glance at Frey’s confident expression. 


“You act as though you’ve met Demigods before. You are a 
much more interesting human than Ivan.” 


l ” 


“Well. It doesn’t matter right now. Anyway...it’s better to kill 
Oydin as soon as possible.” 


“There seems to be some special reason.” 


“That’s right. Apostles appointed by Apocalypses are 
different from the others. As | said before, not only can they 
conceal their Divine Power, but the power they have is also 
many times higher. And most importantly, they get stronger 
at an explosive rate.” 


Ricky pointed at Ivan. 


“Two months ago, Ivan alone was enough to deal with Oydin. 
But he had only been an Apostle for a short time then. Now, 

you might not be able to defeat him even if you were to join 

forces.” 


“...could he really become so strong in just two months?” 
Frey found this hard to believe. 


He didn’t know how much RIki estimated their strength to 
be, but Frey was sure that he could defeat a few Apostles on 


the same level as Lukes at the same time if he worked 
together with Ivan. 


“The undead that have appeared in the Great Reynols Forest 
are the remnants left after Oydin uses his power.” 


Remnants. 


If one considered the one sided slaughter by Frey and Ivan, 
the undead might not seem like much, but the groups of 
undead in the forest would be able to annihilate any B-class 
Mercenary unlucky enough to encounter them. 


In the first place, high ranking undead like Dullahans or 
Death Knights were similar in strength or could even be 
stronger than A-class Mercenaries. 


If those undead were just the leftovers, how strong would 
the ones he intended to create be? 


‘He’s dangerous.’ 


Oydin was really strong now, but as Riki said, the part that 
was truly terrifying was his growth potential. 


What if another Apocalypse, or even Lord, already appointed 
Apostles? 


What if years or even decades had passed since then? 


How much power would those Apostles, who had grown 
unhindered for years, have? 


“| have one question.” 
“Go ahead.” 


“Are you an Apocalypse?” 


Riki’s blank eyes stared at Frey for a moment before he 
nodded. 


“lam the Demigod with the power of the sword.” 
It was as he expected. 


The three Demigods that the Circle had information on were 
sword, death and poison. 


Riki was the Sword Apocalypse. 
This made Frey even more confused. 


He wasn’t just an ordinary Demigod but a prominent figure 
even among the transcendental beings. 


Why would he, who was considered as one of the strongest 
below Lord, betray them? 


‘It wouldn’t make sense to ask.’ 


With his current strength, it was impossible for Frey to force 
Riki to answer. 


But Frey felt that he would not be able to fully trust the man 
before him without knowing that reason. 


Apart from that, Riki’s existence was a great help for Frey. 


He killed an Apostle, and then this man went to kill the 
Demigod before his very eyes. 


This meant that a means to shorten his goal by a few 
decades had appeared. 


“In a month, Lord, the five Apocalypses and numerous other 
Demigods will be gathering together. You guys need to kill 
Oydin before that.” 


“Why are you gathering?” 


“To weed out the traitor. | have killed numerous hibernating 
Demigods in the past few decades, and the only one who 
could do such a thing is a Demigod. Of course, it’s 
impossible for them to notice it was me. Perhaps Lord 
intends to inspect us with his own eyes.” 


“Why do we need to kill Oydin before then?” 


“There’s a high probability that the Demigods will 
participate in the event together with their Apostles. Oydin 
is currently staying in the Great Reynols Forest, and when 
the time comes, he will go with Nosdog. And after that, it will 
be hard to tell his whereabouts.” 


Riki closed his eyes while saying. 


“Oydin has yet to fully grasp his Divine Power. You guys 
might not be able to sense it, but | can sense the resonance. 
But if he disappears with Nozdog, l'Il have no way to find 
him.” 


“Well...1 think | see what you’re saying.” 


It wasn’t that hard to understand, but Ivan still shook his 
head. It wasn’t his fault; it was just that whenever a 
conversation got complicated, he just found it hard to 
continue paying attention. 


As though he already knew this, Riki spoke again. 


“Then l'Il make it simple. Getting rid of even one Apocalypse 
would benefit you greatly. That’s all you guys need to keep 
in mind for now.” 


“Hmph. You should've said that from the start.” 


Ivan snorted at the side while Frey continued calmly 
analyzing the situation. The Demigods’ meeting would be in 
one month, but before that, he had to kill Oydin. 


“To do that, our first priority should be entering the Great 
Forest.” 


“I have a great idea.” 
“What is it?” 
“You flew when we were coming here, didn’t you?” 


Frey’s eyes became cold as he immediately realised what 
Ivan was about to Say. 


“You want us to fly into the sky and enter the forest that 
way?” 


“You catch on quickly. So what do you think? If we’re in the 
sky, then that damn forest can’t block us.” 


Faced with Ivan’s triumphant expression, Riki and Frey 
sighed at the same time. 


“| see, so you’ve been hunting Apostles with this idiot the 
entire time.” 


“That is why | sincerely welcome you joining us.” 


“Bastards.” 


Looking at Ivan, who was venting his anger, Frey spoke in an 
unsympathetic tone. 


“And what will you do after we enter that way? If you enter 
the Great Forest without permission, you will be treated as 
an intruder.” 


“So we just need to not get noticed...” 


“The World Tree in the High Elves’ village is the core of the 
Great Reynols Forest and is connected to every tree in the 
forest. The Queen, who shares her consciousness with the 
World Tree, would notice our intrusion in less than an hour.” 


Ivan frowned. 


“Shit. Even if | squeeze my brains out, all | can get is 
nonsense. So what will we do? You smart people, come up 
with a plan.” 


“well, there’s someone | can talk to.” 
“What? Who?” 


Frey made a strange expression as he remembered the Elven 
woman he met in the group of Mercenaries. 
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“Hoo! | can finally take a breather!” 

“We arrived earlier than | expected.” 

“That’s because we didn’t encounter any undead.” 


“That muscular man must’ve destroyed all of them.” 


The Mercenaries sighed as they almost collapsed onto the 
ground. 


They knew just how they had managed to get to the 
entrance to the Great Reynols Forest so quickly. 


However, although they had managed to arrive there 
without encountering any danger, the Mercenaries were still 
exhausted because they could not relax at all during the 
trip. 


Alkon clapped his hands before saying. 


“You’ve done a damn good job, you bastards. The Elves will 
only appear around this time tomorrow, so get some rest 
today. Of course, if there’s any son of a bitch who dares take 
off his armor and put down his weapon, l'Il kill him myself.” 


“Damn, Captain, aren’t you tired?” 


“Since | became S-class, the worst thing I’ve felt on a trip is 
a stiff neck.” 


The Mercenaries exchanged playful banter with relaxed 
expressions. 


Syax observed them from a distance before approaching 
Alkon and saying. 


“| will look around for a while before returning.” 
“Hmm. Around here? We are on the border of Elf territory...” 
“Don’t worry. | won’t be careless.” 


Alkon looked at Syax for a moment. 


She was an old Wizard who appeared to be in her seventies, 
so she probably had a lot of experience. 


And with the calm attitude that Syax had shown so far, 
Alkon didn’t think that he needed to be worried. 


“Don’t go too far.” 
“Thank you.” 
Syax nodded before leaving the campsite. 


The noise of the campsite gradually faded before it 
disappeared completely, and only Syax’s soft footsteps 
could be heard. 


‘the forest is too quiet.’ 


She couldn’t hear the sounds of any beasts, birds, or even 
insects. 


Normally, people wouldn’t notice these sounds, but she, an 
Elf, was different. 


Syax bit her lip nervously. 


‘This is not good. If more undead continue to appear... 
there’s a chance the earth will die.’ 


The forest and the earth it stood on would die. 


For an Elf, watching such a thing was the same as watching 
their own mother die. So she intended to risk her life to stop 
it. 


Syax was one of the Elves who roamed the world instead of 
staying within the forest. 


It was rare among High Elves, but ever since she was young, 
she felt uncomfortable being surrounded by the dense forest 
every moment. 


So as soon as she came of age, she left. She then learned 
magic in her spare time, which she now used as a way to 
disguise herself. 


Thanks to this, she was able to live a relatively stable life as 
a Mercenary without causing a stir because of her race. 


Syax traveled around the continent in order to broaden her 
knowledge. However, she had been staying near Pillat 
recently under the guise of an old woman. 


That was until she received a message from the Queen. 


It seemed that a necromancer had taken up residence near 
the border of the Great Forest and was releasing their 
undead into the region. 


The Great Forest was the home to all Elves. The wandering 
Elves never forgot their birthplace. 


Syax was given a mission by the Queen because of her 
excellent skills and bountiful experience after exploring the 
continent for many years. 


Her mission was to investigate exactly what was happening 
in the Great Forest. 


However, she had yet to find any traces of the necromancer. 


‘Did he leave the area? He couldn’t have been able to get 
into the Great Forest...’ 


Or they may have hidden themselves near here. 


Syax’s expression hardened. 


Such a powerful necromancer was a threat to the forest just 
by their very presence, and it must be eliminated. But could 
she really take on someone like that on her own? 


a“ ” 


Syax immediately remembered the muscular man who 
slaughtered all the undead. 


She didn’t know who he was, but the power he displayed 
was amazing. It would be great if she could get the help of 
this powerful man who treated high level undead like 
goblins. 


‘No. This is my task.’ 
She couldn’t be weak. 


This was a task given to her by the Queen, who was deeply 
respected by all Elves, regardless of race. 


Even if she could lose her life, she had to complete it. 
Bask. 

A nearby bush was shaken. 

Syax immediately lifted her staff and became vigilant. 


She couldn’t feel anything before, but she could now pick 
out the presence of someone nearby. 


Someone who was good enough to escape from an Elf’s 
enhanced hearing and sight had chosen to reveal themself. 


Is it the necromancer? 


Syax held her staff nervously. 

A man walked out from the bushes right in front of her. 
“You...” 

It was a blonde man with a gentle expression. 


He was the Wizard, Kain Rixton, who had suddenly 
disappeared. 


Chapter 75: High Elf(2) 


A light seemed to shine in Syax’s eyes for a moment before 
she said. 


“You only just got back?” 

Kain nodded. 

Syax felt a bit strange because of his attitude. 

“Did you learn anything about that Magic Warrior?” 


Kain didn’t answer, and instead continued to look at Syax’s 
face. 


She felt a chill run down her spine at that moment because 
his gentle eyes seemed as though they were seeing right 
through her. 


After a brief period of silence, the words that came out of the 
man’s mouth made her heart shake. 


“We need to go into the Great Forest.” 


Those words had come suddenly, but he had spoken them in 
a calm, natural tone. 


Syax did her best to hide the shock that she felt at that 
moment. 


“why would you tell something like that to an old woman 
like me?” 


“This isn’t the time for bad acting. We’re running out of 
time.” 


“What are you talking-” 


“Then you’re an old woman who doesn’t understand 
anything.” 


Another man with a fierce voice appeared from behind a 
tree. 


It was the muscular man who had destroyed the undead. 
She remembered that his name was Ivan or something like 
that. 


Syax was surprised by his appearance for a moment before 
her eyes became sharp. 


“did you guys know each other?” 


“What the hell is that supposed to mean? Just shut up and 
lead us into the forest. Even if you’re an Elf, if you don’t help 
us, then you may as well kick the bucket.” 


“What...” 

lvan’s rude remark brought anger to Syaxs face. 

Frey sighed and stopped him. 

“You stay out of it. It’s hard enough to talk to her as it is.” 
“Hmph.” 

“Syax, | Know you're a High Elf.” 


“| don’t know what you’re talking abou...” 


Shuk. 


At that moment, Kain’s body trembled before a silver haired 
man appeared in his place. 


Syax sighed. 


She knew at that point that the man before her was a wizard 
who was far superior to her. 


Kain, no. 


Frey, who'd changed back to his original appearance, spoke 
softly. 


“I’m a Wizard from the Circle. Do you know about the 
Circle?” 


This was a crucial point. 

Syax bit her lip for a moment before sighing. 
“a bit.” 

Syax finally stopped acting. 


If he was able to see through her illusion, then it didn’t make 
sense to keep up the pretense. 


Meanwhile, lvan’s expression became strange. This was 
because he couldn’t see through her illusion, and the old 
woman with age spots before his eyes had suddenly begun 
speaking in a feminine tone. 


“Then you should know about the Demigods. No. From the 
start, you said you took this mission because you were 
worried about the undead.” 


“That’s right. Demigod...| heard that they are transcendent 
beings who have near godlike powers. No way, is the 
necromancer in the Forest...” 


“There is a high probability that they are a Demigod’s 
subordinate.” 


“Hmm.” 
Syax frowned at that. 
“Can’t you sense the Divine Power?” 


“lam not a part of the Circle. | felt a strange power, but | 
didn’t know that it was Divine Power.” 


She wasn’t a part of the Circle, but she knew about the 
Circle. 


She was the same as Julian Montolivo, the Tower Master for 
the 3rd Magic Tower. 


Since the High Elves’ population was said to be very small, 
they did not need to hide the existence of the Circle, like the 
humans. 


“The necromancer we are hunting has entered the Great 
Reynols Forest. It'll be dangerous for us to leave him be.” 


“That’s impossible. The Great Forest would not accept 
outsiders. Even if they were to use radical methods...” 


“The Queen would notice right away, yes. But this guy is 
different.” 


“How is he different?” 


Frey had no intention of talking about Oydin at that 
moment. 


High Elves were a particularly loyal race. This meant that it 
would be difficult for her to accept the possibility of a traitor 
among their ranks, and there was a higher probability that 
she would doubt his words and drive the two of them away. 


This was something he'd also talked to Ivan about before 
they arrived. 


It wasn’t just that. They also didn’t intend to immediately 
reveal that the one they were after was an Apostle. 


It felt like a lot to hide, but it was important for them to 
subdue the Apocalypse’s Apostle. 


“| can’t explain it to you as you’re not a member of the 
Circle. So all | can say is that we are the only ones who can 
find him. You’ve seen the undead he created, haven’t you? 
What if such a disaster were to happen within the Great 
Forest?” 


Syax seemed to hesitate. 


Frey judged that now was the best time to play his trump 
card. 


He sighed helplessly. 


“If that’s the case, then it can’t be helped. We'll have to find 
another way.” 


Syax couldn’t help but ask with a confused expression. 


“Another way?” 


“I have acquaintances among the Dark Elves. If it’s them, 
they will believe me.” 


Then he turned around without hesitation. 


It seemed like he truly intended to leave, but in fact, Frey 
was feeling rather desperate at that moment. 


At first glance, the plan that he’d just said was not a bad 
idea. 


Frey had a good relationship with Liamson and Camille; they 
had even experienced a life and death battle together. So it 
was highly likely that not only would they trust him 
completely, but they would even give him their complete 
support. 


‘The problem is that it’s impossible to tell how long it'll take 
to get a chance to meet the Dark Elves.’ 


So the best option would be to enter the forest with Syax’s 
help. 


The most important thing at this moment was how much 
time they could shave off. 


Frey hoped that the rivalry between the High Elves and Dark 
Elves hadn’t been completely dissolved after 4,000 years. 


“W-, wait!” 
Syax stopped Frey with an urgent tone. 
“Do you really have a relationship with the Dark Elves?” 


“That’s right.” 


“How could a human interact with them...the Dark Elves 
haven’t completely let go of their closed nature even after 
the Great Unification.” 


The Dark Elves are still closed off? 
At least Frey didn’t think so. 


How could a closed-off group go to a magic tower in another 
country and ask to be taught magic? 


Were the Blacktooth Elves the strange ones? 


“| don’t care if you believe me or not. What’s important is 
that we don’t have the time for this.” 


Ivan snorted. 


He was trying hard not to show it, but he didn’t like the 
thought of begging the woman in front of him for help. 


If he could, he would smash through the trees to enter the 
forest, grab Oydin from wherever he was, and kill him. 


He’d beat any Elves that interfered half to death. 


Of course, they couldn’t actually go through with such a 
plan. 


If that guy, Oydin, noticed the commotion and decided to 
hide deeper in the forest, they wouldn’t be able to find him 
before the Demigod meeting. 


Even more so in the Great Forest which was the Elves’ 
territory. 


“Can you tell me the names of the Dark Elves that you 
know?” 


“Liamson and Camille.” 


Pelle 
Syax took a deep breath. 


From her reaction, it seemed like she knew them, so Frey 
tilted his head as he asked. 


“Are they famous?” 


“lve never heard the name Liamson. But there is probably 
no one in the Great Forest who hasn’t heard the name of the 
Leopardess.” 


Frey felt pity for Liamson who was being groomed to be the 
new leader of their village, and he recalled Camille’s 
powerful momentum. 


‘Leopardess. It suits her.’ 


It was with her help that he’d been able to defeat Lukes, the 
Deputy Tower Master, turned Apostle. 


That was because her ability to recognize and coordinate 
both Liamson and Mikel’s powers was incredibly accurate. 


Besides, the only thing Frey could truly see through was the 
magic that she had learned superficially. 


When it came to the martial arts and Spirits that she was 
most proficient in, Frey was unable to tell just how strong 
she truly was. 


However, since she was the teacher of Liamson, who was a 
Second Class Magic Warrior, she should be at least a First 
Class Magic Warrior. 


“| see. An acquaintance of the Dark Elves...so the Spirit 
contracted to you is a Dark Spirit. Hoo.” 


Syax lowered her head with a small sigh. 


“I’m sorry | doubted you. | will believe what you said. I'll 
show you to our village. Will you follow me?” 


“Don’t you have to inform the other Mercenaries?” 


He was asking because she had left the Mercenary group not 
so long ago. However, Syax shook her head. 


“As you just said, every second counts.” 


At least, now was not the time to care about her human 
identity. 


Ivan snorted at Syax’s firm words. (TL: he snorts so much) 
“Hmph. Now you’re making sense.” 


Frey looked at him with a dumbfounded expression for a 
moment. The one who had done nothing was the most 
satisfied. 


Syax took Frey and Ivan in an opposite direction from where 
the caravan was heading. 


“Isn't the entrance to the Great Forest over there?” 


This made him think about the Mercenaries that were 
waiting there. 


Syax nodded. 


“That is an entrance for outsiders, but | am a wandering Elf. 
That entrance has a troublesome entry and exit process as 


well as a winding road, so it would take at least a few days to 
get to the nearest village. What I’m taking you to now is a 
shortcut that every Elf race knows about.” 


Shortcut. 
They liked the sound of that. 


“If we use the shortcut, it won’t be long before we arrive at 
the High Elf village, Lilund. Should | contact the Circle 
members in Lilund?” 


“We can talk about that when we arrive.” 
Frey remembered the incident with Lukes. 
There was no telling whether Oydin would be the same. 


Therefore, their first priority was figuring out just who this 
particular Elf was. 


Cooperating with the Circle could come after. 
‘It would be great if he was just a normal guy.’ 


It was just a personal wish, but he knew that the odds were 
low. 


After all, Oydin was appointed to be an Apocalypse’s 
Apostle. 


Chapter 76: High Elf(3) 


Oydin Predickwood looked down at his palm. 


The skin was white and jade-like, which was common for a 
High Elf; however, his skin appeared to be pale even when 
compared to other Elves. 


Even his veins could be clearly seen through his skin. 

Kooo. 

Suddenly purple energy seemed to erupt from his pale palm. 
Nozdog’s Divine Power. 


It was a transcendental power that could not only resurrect 
the dead and make them his servants, but it could literally 
inflict death upon others. 


It was a power that didn’t suit Elves, who were symbols of 
harmony, but the purple energy still brought a smile to 
Oydin’s face. 


Shuk. 


In a flash, he recalled his energy, causing it to disappear 
without a trace. 


“What are you so worried about?” 


At that moment, the space in front of him became blurred, 
and the illusion of something could be seen within it. 


It was a skeleton! 


It was an illusion of a giant skeleton made of pure white 
bones and surrounded by purple energy, with green smoke 
spewing from its eye holes. 


If death was given shape, wouldn’t it look like this? (TL: 
many anime would disagree...) 


Even if the boldest man were to encounter this figure, they 
would collapse from the sheer pressure exuded onto their 
minds. 


This skeleton was the Death Apocalypse, Nozdog, one of the 
five most powerful Demigods. 


[Indra is dead.] 


It had a terrible voice, like the screams of demons, but Oydin 
simply tilted his head as though it was nothing strange. 


“Was it the traitor again?” 
[That’s right. And just like before, no traces were found. ] 
Oydin didn’t understand. 


He still couldn’t understand the fact that there was a traitor 
among the Demigods. 


Well. How could a mortal understand the thinking of such 
great beings? 


Oydin didn’t think about it too deeply. 


[Be careful until the next meeting. If you die, I will also be in 
danger.] 


“AS you command.” 
Ssss. 


Nozdog’s figure gradually disappeared, and the space once 
again became stable. 


Oydin snorted. 
“Be careful.” 


That was only something he’d need to do outside. After all, 
no one could hurt him within the Great Reynols Forest. 


Wasn't this a place that was closed off to outsiders? 
Of course, that was only one of the reasons. 


But in other words, this place was safer for him than 
anywhere else in the world. 


He then heard a knock on his door. 

Oydin got up and fixed his clothes. 

“Come in.” 

A young High Elf politely opened the door. 
He bowed before saying. 

“Oydin, the Queen has summoned you.” 


“Tell her l'Il be right there.” 


Oydin smiled. 

“After all, | can’t make my sister wait too long.” 

x kx 

As the forest began to get thicker, Syax said. 

“This is where the Great Forest begins. Don’t fall behind.” 
“Hey. Take off that Illusion Spell.” 

“Huh?” 


“It’s weird for an old woman with age spots to talk the way 
you do.” 


Syax’s expression hardened. 
“...you’re rude.” 


“I'll take it as a compliment for my honesty. He hasn’t said 
anything, but I bet he thinks the same thing.” 


“No.” (TL: in case you might not have realised, this is Frey) 
“Huh. Sorry.” 


As Ivan shrugged unapologetically, Syax sighed before 
removing the illusion. 


As her real face was revealed, Ivan whistled appreciatively. 


“I knew you were an Elf, but you look way hotter than | 
expected.” 


“| just thought it was unnecessary to continue using the 
Illusion Spell at this point. Not to be your dirty eye candy.” 


“Now you're grumbling.” 
Ivan said before turning to Frey. 
“Are you not gonna say anything?” 


“| don’t care either way. The mana consumption isn’t that 
high.” 


That remark surprised Syax a little. 


Illusion magic wasn’t a very high level skill, but it took a 
considerable amount of skill to maintain it naturally. 


Even the mana consumption was slightly annoying. 


That was why Syax distanced herself from the humans when 
she was disguised as an old woman. 


It was because it was quite exhausting to pay attention toa 
conversation while maintaining the illusion. 


If he was able to do that process casually. 
‘Is he a6 star Wizard?’ 


But his real face, which he had revealed not long ago, looked 
quite young. 


‘He might not be human.’ 


She’d heard that there were all kinds of races within the 
circle. 


While Syax was thinking that she should not underestimate 
these two men with her, Frey looked around at the trees 
before asking. 


“Do foreigners frequently enter the forest?” 
This was completely unthinkable 4,000 years ago. 


“I can’t really say. It became better after the Grand 
Unification. But, of course, | wouldn’t say it’s exactly open 
either.” 


Syax looked around. 
Her ears perked up, and then she changed direction. 


This was the reason that Elves were the only ones who could 
find their villages in the forest without getting lost. 


They could hear the forest whispering the way to goina 
voice that only Elves could hear. 


Frey followed her while saying. 


“ld like you to introduce us as partners you found while 
hunting the necromancer, instead of members of the Circle.” 


“Hm...why?” 


“Because we don’t know who or where they are. Just because 
they entered the forest doesn’t mean they wouldn’t go to 
the High Elves’ village. If the necromancer isn’t there, then 
we have to search for him.” 


That was a lie. 


There was a very high chance that Oydin would be in the 
High Elf village. 


However, he was just making a plausible excuse for hiding 
their identities as Circle members. 


Ivan wasn’t really from the Circle anyway. 

After hesitating for a moment, Syax nodded. 

“| understand, but I will tell the Queen the truth.” 
She was more flexible than he expected. 


Was it because she was a wandering Elf who had explored 
the continent? 


If she had lived in the forest all her life, then she probably 
would find it beneath her to tell such a trivial lie. 


Frey felt that this was a good thing. 

“Of course you should.” 

It was then. 

A voice sounded in Frey’s mind. 

[What are we going to do after we enter the village? ] 
It was Ivan’s voice. 


It wasn’t the Telepathy spell, but instead, it was a skill called 
Conductive Sound that was used by Magic Warriors. 


No matter how low he whispered, he would not be able to 
evade an Elf’s hearing, so he chose this method instead. 


Frey responded to him using Telepathy. 
[We have to find out what Oydin’s doing.] 


[Why? Why don’t we just reveal his identity to the Queen or 
a princess or something. ] 


He was much ‘simpler’ than Frey expected. He just hoped 
that Ivan wouldn’t run his mouth in the village. 


...Well. 


He decided that it was smarter to tell him as much as 
possible before he did something stupid. 


[If he completely hides his Divine Power, then we'll have no 
evidence to prove that he’s an Apostle. We are practically 
outsiders, so they would be slightly cautious toward us, and 
if we do something wrong, they might kick us out of the 
village altogether. ] 


[Since Oydin is a High Elf, there’s a high probability that 
he’s in the village.] 


Frey turned to look at Syax’s back. 


[I was just testing the waters, but there seems to still be 
some tension between the two races. It would be almost 
impossible for us to get into the High Elves’ village with the 
Dark Elves’ help. And even if we do, it would take a lot of 
time. ] 


[Hmm...] 


Only then did Ivan realise why Frey had said so many 
interwoven lies. 


At least, it wasn’t something that he would have been able 
to do. 


Were all Wizards like this? 


He had only heard small bits and pieces, but it felt like Frey 
had a very systematic plan, so he lost the vague sense of 


anxiety that he had and was instead filled with reassurance. 


It was at that moment that he understood the look Riki had 
given him. 


[We have to find conclusive evidence. That means we have 
to find evidence that would give them no choice but to 
accept that he is an Apostle. ] 


[That must have taken a lot of thinking. It’s nice to meet 
you, friend.] 


al ” 


At that moment, Frey stared at Ivan for a long while with a 
blank expression on his face. 


lvan’s playful voice and expressions seemed to overlap with 
someone else’s. 


Ivan tilted his head, as if to ask Frey what he was looking at. 


Frey shook his head and erased the impression of Kasajin 
that came to his mind at that moment. 


Because the person in front of him was not Kasajin. 


Chapter 77: High EIf(4) 


It took half a day for them to reach the High Elf village 
Lilund. 


Frey and Ivan looked at the huge tree that loomed in the 
distance. 


“There was nothing there just a moment ago.” 
“It must’ve been hidden by barriers.” 

“That’s right.” 

Syax nodded, and Ivan stuck out his chin. 


“So that’s the World Tree. It truly is big enough for that 
name.” 


“We call it Hruhiral.” 


“Hru...what?” (TL: my reaction exactly...sounded it out 
maybe five times) 


“Hruhiral.” 


Ivan, who tried to pronounce this word a few times, soon 
gave up. 


“So dirty. Pronouncing it a few times makes it feel like your 
tongue is being twisted.” 


“Because it is in Elvish. We have no problems saying it.” 


Syax stood before the entrance to the village. 


There was a small fence around it, but it didn’t seem like 
they were put there to stop anything from entering. 


However, there were two Elves standing there who appeared 
to be guards, both of whom were women. (TL: girl power?) 


The one on the left approached. 
“Syax? You came back sooner than | thought you would.” 
She spoke in Elvish. 


Ivan clearly didn’t understand what she was saying, and 
Frey also pretended to not understand and stayed silent. 


“It just happened, Pippin. Is everything okay here?” 
“No problems. How’s the hunt for the necromancer?” 
“Still progressing.” 

The Elf named Pippin glanced at Frey and Ivan. 
“Those guys behind you...look like humans.” 


“| got some help while hunting the necromancer. They’re my 
partners.” 


Fortunately, she introduced them like Frey asked. 


Her expression was a little stiff because of the lie, but Pippin 
did not doubt her words at all. 


“Even so, is there a reason why you’re bringing the two of 
them into the town?” 


“I was assigned a mission by the Queen. | have enough 
authority to bring these two outsiders into the village, 
Pippin.” 


“Of course | know that.” 
She shrugged. 


“I’m not trying to pick a fight. | know you’re smart and 
experienced.” 


“Thanks. I’m sorry for being so aggressive.” (TL: awww how 
wholesome) 


“That’s fine. But you can’t keep these outsiders in the 
village for too long. You know that, don’t you?” 


“Of course.” 


The two quickly finished their conversation, and Syax turned 
to Frey. 


“It’s standard procedure for outsiders to greet the Queen. 
Kain...no Frey. Shall we go to Hruhiral first?” 


“If that is the procedure, then of course we should follow it.” 
“I’m sleepy.” 


“It won't take long. After this, you can rest your eyes on a 
soft bed.” 


“A soft bed. You know exactly what to say to convince me.” 
He then followed Syax together with Ivan. 


This was the first time he’d entered the Great Forest. 


That was because 4,000 years ago, he did not interact with 
the Elves very much; moreover, they completely closed the 
Great Forest off to outsiders. 


That was why this was his first time seeing Hruhiral in 
person. The giant tree exuded a dignified aura that befits its 
name. 


Also, the atmosphere of the village was peaceful and 
comfortable. It was very different from what he imagined a 
Dark Elf village would be like. 


It was the same for humans who had different tendencies 
and dispositions depending on race, region and country. 


It wasn’t very surprising. 


“The Queen’s hall is in Hruhiral. It won’t take long, so please 
try to maintain a basic level of courtesy.” 


With those words, she shot an anxious gaze to Ivan, who 
snorted. 


“I Know you’ve mistaken me as a rude man. Because that’s 
how it appeared. But you shouldn’t be biased.” 


He glared at Frey. 
“Are you worried too?” 


“Not really. The Elven Queen is said to be a good person. The 
words nobility and elegance alone would not be enough to 
describe her. If you saw her with your own eyes, you 
probably wouldn’t be able to disrespect her even if you 
wanted to.” 


a ” 


Syax looked at Frey in surprise because he appeared to 
know more about the Queen than she expected. 


Besides, his relationship with Ivan was a bit strange. 


‘At times they appear to be friends...at others, it’s like a 
mischievous, immature disciple and his teacher.’ 


After a while, they arrived at Hruhiral. 


When they looked up, even if they bent their neck’s 90 
degrees, they would not be able to see the top. 


Fortunately, the Queen didn’t stay at the top. 


It was obvious that it would take a very long time to climb 
the tree that was much larger than any magic tower. 


After climbing a set of natural stairs made from stems, they 
Saw a huge space inside of the World Tree. 


They couldn’t tell whether the space had been dug out, or if 
it appeared naturally, but even such a large space was no 
problem when considering the size of Hruhiral. 


When they reached the top of the stairs, four High Elves fell 
from above. 


Ivan’s eyes shined brightly at their soft landing that had no 
sound. 


He felt that these Elves were Magic Warriors with 
considerable skill. 


“Syax, who are those people behind you?” 


The Elf at the front was the one who spoke. 


There were only slight wrinkles on his face, but considering 
the lifespan of Elves, he was probably around 200 years in 
age. 


“They are outsiders who are helping me hunt the 
necromancer. | think we will have to stay in the village fora 
short time because of that, so | brought them here to greet 
the Queen and get permission.” 


“1 see,” 


The Elf looked at them with a sharp gaze before speaking in 
the human language. 


“Be mindful of your words and actions before the Queen, 
outsiders.” 


Frey nodded before looking at Ivan. 


Ivan, who was about to say something smart, simply 
shrugged and kept his mouth closed when he saw Frey’s 
look. 


As if to say that Frey knew what he wanted to do. 
It was then. 

Someone walked out from the Hruhiral. 

After seeing them, Frey felt a bit surprised. 


It was a group of Dark Elves with their signature dark skin 
and silver hair. 


And wasn’t Camille one of the ones at the front of the group? 


A middle aged man stared at him for a moment before 
saying something to the man beside Camille. 


“I don’t know if this went well, Chief Reeves.” 
The man called Reeves spoke in a cold tone. 
“I think it will all work out in the end.” 


“Hmm...that’s good to hear. I’m glad that you became the 
Chief of the Blacktooth Tribe.” 


“You are quite good with your honeyed words. Well, we'll be 
taking our leave now.” 


Reeves turned his head to look at Frey’s group. While he 
simply stared at Frey, he sent a slightly fierce gaze toward 
Ivan. (TL: he’s just like liamson) 


“...Are those outsiders? He seems to be very skilled.” 


“I don’t know what you're saying, but I like your expression. 
Do you want to fight?” 


“Patience.” 
Two voices overlapped. 


They were the voices of Frey and an old Elf who stood beside 
Reeves. 


The old Elf and Frey’s eyes met at that moment before they 
nodded at the same time. 


Reeves restrained his desire before continuing on with 
hurried steps. 


“Then I will leave some of the young people here. Camille, 
you choose.” 


“Yes, Chief.” 


“We will also send some young people.” 
After nodding his head, the Dark Elves left. 
As she passed by, Camille met Frey’s eyes. 
She tilted her head. 


It wasn’t because she’d seen through Frey’s illusion. It was 
because she was wondering why this strange outsider was 
staring at her. 


Frey soon dropped his gaze. 
For now, he should focus on meeting the Queen. 


x KO 


The High Elf Queen stayed within the innermost parts of the 
World Tree. 


The moment one entered, it was not too much to say that 
the noise of the world disappeared. 


And this entity, who could easily grab everyone’s attention, 
sat on a throne woven from grass. 


She had pure white hair that looked like fresh snow and pale 
skin that seemed to be even whiter. 


Her two silver eyes shined like stars in the night sky. 


Upon seeing her appearance, even Ivan was left speechless. 


Compared to Syax, whose appearance could already be 
called extraordinary, her beauty was otherworldly. 


She also exuded a divine presence which made it difficult to 
look straight at her. 


Syax bowed her head. 


The Queen seemed to be even more beautiful than she 
remembered. 


And it would continue to be so. 
Frey noticed another fact. 


She had hardly any High Elf characteristics. Was she even a 
High Elf in the first place? 


He couldn’t tell because her ears were hidden behind her 
shining halo of hair. 


‘All the Elf Queens I’ve known have been High Elves.’ 
He didn’t quite understand. 


He had the feeling that she wasn’t a High Elf at all, and it 
was due to some circumstances that gave her such an 
appearance. 


That seemed to be the likely case. 


Anyway, it wasn’t something that he needed to worry about 
at the moment. 


Her lips slowly parted. 

“Syax.” 

Even her voice was beautiful. 

It felt like the sweet whisper of a lover. 


Ivan felt a chill run down his spine and swung his forearm for 
no reason. 


Syax politely bowed once again. 

“Anaryl’s first daughter, Syax, greets Your Majesty.” 
“You don’t need to greet me so politely, old friend.” 
“l'm grateful for your favor.” 


There seemed to be a subtle change in the Queen’s 
expression at those words, but it disappeared faster than it 
appeared. 


Her silver eyes then turned to Ivan and Frey. 
“Can you tell me who the ones behind you are?” 


“They are partners who have been helping me track down 
the necromancer. ...lvan, Frey, greet Her Majesty the 
Queen.” 


Ivan shook his head slightly, feeling like he’d go crazy if he 
kept looking at the Queen’s figure. 


He was bothered because seeing the Queen caused 
something within him to stir uncontrollably. 


As a result, his words got stuck before they could come out. 


“Ivan.” 


Then he closed his eyes as if he had said everything he 
wanted to Say. 


He did it simply because he could not bear to look at the 
Queen any longer, but it was clear how such actions would 
be viewed by those around. 


“How rude...” 

The face of an old Elf beside the queen became red. 
Syax’s expression wasn’t much different. 

“How dare you behav...” 

“Gelpik, enough.” 

“But Your Majesty...” 


“It’s impossible to impose Elven etiquette on humans, don’t 
you think?” 


“l apologize.” 


Gelpik bowed his head at the Queen, but he still looked at 
Ivan with fierce eyes. 


He didn’t know why Ivan closed his eyes, but Frey clicked his 
tongue slightly. 


The atmosphere had become tense. 


The Queen, who had the highest authority, did not seem to 
mind what had happened much, but the Elders around her 
did not have good expressions. 


‘The Elders’ words are only below the Queen’s. Nothing good 
will come from antagonizing them for no reason.’ 


The Queen’s gaze turned to Frey. 
Frey slowly bowed his head while saying. 


“May the grace of the forest flow for an eternity and may the 
sunlight ever brighten the sky. My name is Frey, a Wizard 
from the Kastkau Empire, Your Majesty.” (TL: uwu flowery 
speech is so hard 00) 


“Of” 

“Hmm.” 

The Elder’s expressions improved greatly. 

Some, including Syax, looked at Frey with astonishment. 
The Queen looked at Frey with a strange gaze. 


“Wizard Frey, you seem to be very familiar with Elven 
etiquette. It’s a bit old-fashioned but amazing nonetheless.” 


“I’ve had a few chances to make Elven friends.” 
Syax tilted her head at that. 


It would be impossible for him to learn such an old-fashioned 
greeting from the Dark Elves as they never liked such 
things. 


Did he have other Elven acquaintances as well? 


“I am Snow De Predickwood. The Elven Queen.” 


a“ ” 


At that moment, Ilvan’s eyebrow twitched, and he opened 
one eye. 


Frey, who was silent for a moment, bowed his head once 
more. 


“itis an honor to meet you, Your Majesty.” 


For Elves, middle names had a special meaning and could 
not be used by everyone. 


‘De’ was a middle name that only those who sat on the 
throne as the Queen could receive. 


But the thing that Frey and Ivan paid the most attention to 
was her last name. 


‘Predickwood.’ 
It was the same as Oydin. 
They forcefully swallowed their surprise. 


The Queen’s relative. Frey wondered if things could get any 
more complicated than they already were. 


At the same time, he was extremely glad that he had 
decided not to reveal Oydin’s name to Syax. It was truly a 
divine move. 


“It won't be for a very long time, but I still hope that you can 
enjoy your stay comfortably. Syax, can you teach your 
companions the rules of our society?” 


“Of course, Your Majesty.” 


Snow twitched slightly at that. 


Frey and Syax bowed once again while Ivan simply turned 
around. 


The Elders’ faces became ugly once again, but Ivan didn’t 
seem to care. 


They followed Syax and left the Hruhiral. 
After a while, they arrived before another tree. 


Because it was the High Elves’ Village, every tree was quite 
large. This allowed the Elves to build their houses without 
damaging the trees. 


Tak. 


Syax, who closed the door, looked around, and her eyes 
seemed to light up. 


This was proof that she was angry. 


“Ivan, you really...now could you be so rude to Her Majesty 
the Queen? Had it not been for Frey’s quick thinking, that 
could’ve gone very badly!” 


al ” 


Ivan, who rarely shut his mouth or backed down, sighed 
before saying, 


“I’m sorry.” 
“Nuh?” 


“It is entirely my fault. | failed to control myself.” 


l ” 


This left Syax speechless for a moment as she had never 
expected him to lower his head and apologize. 


She opened and closed her mouth a few times, not knowing 
what to say, before sighing. 


“...you two can stay here while you’re in the town.” 
“You live alone?” 

At Frey’s question, she nodded. 

“That’s right. Is there a problem?” 

Frey didn’t Know what to Say. 


It would be considered very bold among humans for an 
unmarried single woman(1) to have two adult men alone 
with her in her home, but it seemed to be nothing special 
among Elves. 


“I have to go out for a while. | have a few things to report 
whenever | come back to town after a while. | might not be 
able to come back before sunset, so please try not to leave 
the house.” 


“There is food in the master bedroom. See you.” 
After saying that, Syax left the house right away. 


Frey and Ivan exchanged glances before heading to the 
bedroom. 


And as they looked at the food on the wooden table, they 
were dumbfounded. 


In short, it was a salad. 
There wasn’t even any dressing. 


You probably couldn’t taste anything but grass while eating 
it. (TL:...i’ve said something similar) 


Ivan’s expression crumpled to the extent that it was barely 
discernible. 


“This is goat food...” 


Frey silently took some jerky from his bag and threw it at 
him. 


This caused lvan’s face to brighten immediately. 
“Your preparations are quite thorough.” 


“It’s a bit tough, but that shouldn’t matter to a beast like 
you.” 


“Let me see.” 
Ivan smiled and bit into the jerky. 
Then he stopped. 


If anyone else had made such a joke, he would’ve smashed 
their head without hesitation, so why was he accepting it 
now? 


Instead of eating the jerky, Frey began eating the food that 
Syax had prepared. 


Vegetables without any dressing would only have their 
natural flavor. 


Ivan shot him a strange look. 

“How does it taste?” 

“After a few bites, it has its own flavor. You should try it.” 
“No way.” 

[This job just became much more complicated.] 
Naturally, Frey said this using Telepathy. 


He wasn’t trying to show off. If an Elf was concentrating, 
they would be able to hear a whisper even if it was hundreds 
of meters away. 


Ivan replied casually while chewing on his jerky. 
[Because Oydin is the Queen’s relative? ] 


[Right. If we don’t have any conclusive evidence, then we 
will get kicked out in an instant.] 


[So what are we going to do?] 

[We'll look for what Riki told me.] 

“Huh?” 

Ivan let out a surprised sound. 

When Frey glared at him, he casually pinched his chin. 


“Did you make this from whale meat? It’s so tough and 
tastes horrible.” 


[What did he say?] 
[He only told me.] 


[And left me out? You guys already have such a close 
relationship huh.] 


Frey ignored Ivan’s words. 


[He said that he needs a medium through which to contact 
the Apocalypse. In particular, he would need a powerful item 
which was able to send a signal outside this dense forest. ] 


[A medium? ] 


[He doesn’t know exactly what it is. It could be a bracelet or 
earrings, a small statue, or an ordinary looking stone. It 
could even be a tattoo on his body.] 


[That’s so vague. How will we find it?] 
[Somehow.] 


Ivan felt like the instructions were vague, but Frey was just 
thinking that the task had become more complicated. 


He felt like his head would explode while thinking about a 
way to expose Oydin’s identity as an Apostle and kill him. 


It wasn’t easy, but it wasn’t impossible. 


If they were able to kill an Apocalypse with just this bit of 
hard work then it would be more than worth it. 


Naturally, it was something that would still be worth it even 
if they had to suffer 100 times more than this. 


This was why Frey felt extremely fortunate to meet Riki at 
this point. 


‘Although I can’t fully trust him.’ 
However, he had yet to give up his doubts. 


His bad relationship with Demigods had lasted far too long 
for him to be able to do that so easily. 


Riki probably knew that. 
One was suspicious, and the other one knew it. 


Nevertheless, the two did not hesitate to work together. 
They were well aware that it was the only way to achieve 
their overlapping goals. 


Of course, it was Riki’s ‘goals’ that made him more 
SUSPICIOUS. 


A Demigod, or more specifically, the Sword Apocalypse. 


He was one of the five Demigods directly below Lord. What 
reason did he have to kill his own kind? 


His thoughts had strayed. 
Frey used Telepathy again. 


[If he contacts Nozdog, it should release a trace of Divine 
Energy. You probably won’t be able to feel it from here, but | 
can. Then we can find out what the medium is.] 


[Hoh. | see. So we'll just wait here until Oydin contacts the 
Demigod?] 


[Right. ] 
Was that it? 
It was easier than he expected. 


Ivan suddenly realised something and asked with a slightly 
perplexed expression. 


[But what if he doesn’t contact them? ] 


[We'll just have to give him the right amount of pressure to 
do it. He will be so anxious that he’ll have no choice but to 
contact the Demigod.] 


A smile stretched across Frey’s lips. 

[I’ve finally thought of a good plan.] 

[Hm?] 

At that moment, Frey was thinking about Camille 
His first goal would be to contact her. 

Ivan sighed. 


[lI] be bored. There are no monsters around her for me to 
kill, so how will I pass the time? ] 


He shot a subtle gaze at Frey who shook his head firmly. 
[I can’t as l'Il have business to deal with.] 
[Just a bit. Couldn’t you just spar with me a few times? ] 


[It’s important. | will think about it after our task is finished. ] 


He didn’t know when he’d be able to enter the High Elf 
village again. 


To be precise, he might never again get the opportunity to 
see the World Tree up close. 


The World Tree Hruhiral. 


There was something he wanted to test on the World Tree 
which had been around for more than 5,000 years. 


If he could do what he was thinking...then he’d get a much 
bigger harvest than he expected. 


1. The word used here could also mean ‘virgin’...just thought 
I'd let you guys know.) 


Chapter 78: Hruhiral (1 ) 


As Syax advised, Frey and Ivan did not leave the house. 


However, instead of it being because they were simply 
following her orders, it was because they noticed the gazes 
of guards nearby. 


It was better to stay quiet and wait than to sneak around 
and get caught. 


Frey decided to meditate. 


The mana in the Great Reynols Forest was just as rich as in 
the Ispania mountains. 


Although he was long past the stage where meditation 
would make a difference, the more powerful a Wizard was, 
the more habitual mediation became. 


It helped to stabilize the mind and body as well as improve 
concentration. It was a great help when there was a lot to 
ponder. 


Ivan, on the other hand, took a nap. 


Syax returned the next day looking haggard. It seemed she 
had stayed up all night. 


“Are you finished with your business?” 


“Yeah. You can now wander around the town a bit. Except for 
a few restricted places.” 


“Restricted places like what?” 


“Places like Hruhiral. There will be Elves guarding them, so 
you will be able to tell at first glance.” 


Syax rubbed her eyes before saying. 


“The Hiralgard are working to remove the damage caused by 
the necromancer. It’s going to take a lot longer to restore the 
dead areas than | expected. It might take a week...maybe 
more. Ah. Hiralgard is the name of the circle.” 


One week. Maybe more than that. 


The delay in the contact with the circle made Frey feel that 
they were fortunate. It meant that they could conceal their 
identities a little longer. 


“| can’t...| need to sleep a little.” 

Syax then mumbled before stumbling to her room. 
Ivan snorted as he watched her leave. 

“She must’ve been up all night.” 

[What should we do?] 


It had now become natural for them to communicate with 
Telepathy or Conductive Sound. 


Frey told Ivan the plan he’d concocted. 


[Contact a woman among the Dark Elves named Camille. 
She should be somewhere in this High Elf village. If the High 
Elves ask why you’re looking for the Dark Elves, tell them 
that you want to spar.] 


[Then?] 


[You just need to tell them my name and that | want to meet 
them. ] 


[That’s it?] 
[That’s right. ] 
If it was Camille, she would find a way to contact him. 


She would have more knowledge about the High Elves than 
he did. Besides, Dark Elves were masters of stealth. 


This was something that he’d learned while sparring with 
Liamson. 


Ivan grinned and nodded. 


He was getting an opportunity to fight the Dark Elves 
anyway, so he had no intention of rejecting Frey’s plan. 


Frey and Ivan split up. 


Since the day before, the number of people watching them 
was not large, so by splitting up, they were able to greatly 
reduce the amount of attention placed upon them. 


‘| don’t need to go too close to Hruhiral.’ 


It was impossible in the first place. It didn’t matter if he was 
a reasonable distance from the World Tree. 


For his objective, it was better for him to find a quiet place. 


The condition necessary to communicate with the World Tree 
was pure Nature Energy. 


Elves, who were born in the forest, raised in the forest and 
live in the forest, met this condition easily. Among them, the 
Elven Queen was especially pure. 


He’d heard that by staying in the Great Forest their entire 
lives, they were able to connect with nature more than 
anyone else. 


This was what made his current plan possible. 


Thanks to the Frozen River, Torkunta’s Heart and his time 
training in the Ispania mountains where Nature Energy was 
overwhelmingly abundant, his body now contained just as 
much Nature Energy as an Elf. 


Only the Queen could share their soul with the World Tree, 
but it was still possible for Frey to have a brief contact. 


Not too long after leaving the house, he was able to find a 
Suitable place. 


It was behind and in the shadow of Hruhiral, so no Elf 
wanted to live there. 


The team of watchers still followed him, but that didn’t 
matter. 


It was normal for Wizards to meditate in places that were 
rich in Nature Energy. 


On the outside, he would simply look like a Wizard who was 
devoted to his training, so they wouldn’t act hastily. 


M ” 


He closed his eyes and immediately felt like his mind was 
floating. 


This could be described as a partial out-of-body experience. 


Of course, this didn’t mean that he was completely 
defenceless. He had already set up several barriers in 
advance, and he could still react to any nearby movement. 


The world that only the mind could see was completely 
different. 


There were dozens and hundreds of lights in a dark space. 
These things were spirits or, as some would call them, souls. 


Some of these lights were particularly bright. 


These lights represented people like Queen Snow, the Elven 
Elders and Ivan. 


Ivan’s light was intense. 


Frey could approximate a person’s level of skill based on the 
light of their soul. 


And among these bright lights was a light so strong that the 
other lights could not compare to it even if they were all 
combined. 

Even Ivan was only like a firefly before the sun. 


Frey moved his soul closer to this bright light, and it slowly 
began to leave his body. 


He felt the pleasant sensation of floating, followed by 
warmth, comfort and relaxation. 


This warm, joyful feeling filled his entire body. 


Frey tried to find the core of this bright light without letting 
go of the feeling. 


Then. 

“found it.” 

Frey dived into the center of the light. 

x kx 

The world was completely white. 

This was the Soul Space. (TL: or ‘Spirit World’...) 
It could also be called the Imaginary World. 
Frey looked down at his body with surprise. 
“This body...” 

It wasn’t Frey Blake but Lukas Trowman. 


It was the body he had in his peak, in other words, before 
he’d died. 


When he flexed his mana, he felt power that ‘Frey’ could not 
hope to match currently. 


‘| see. Since this is the Imaginary World, did | subconsciously 
see my original image?’ 


His expression became strange as he wondered if he had 
been longing for the feeling he currently had. 


“Hello.” 
A soft voice entered his ear. 


Frey turned around. 


Standing there, was a beautiful, gentle woman with brown 
hair. She had a presence that felt like the Goddess of Nature. 


Frey bowed in a much more polite manner than when he 
greeted Snow. 


“It’s an honour to meet you, Hruhiral.” 
“Hoohoo.” 
Hruhiral chuckled softly before lightly waving a hand. 


The white space flickered for a moment, and in the next 
instant, it became a comfortable room. 


They were now in a wooden house, which had warm sunlight 
streaming from the open windows and steaming cups of tea 
on a small wooden table. 


Hruhiral sat at the table first before gently beckoning to him. 
“Would you like a seat?” 

Frey sat in front of Hruhiral without saying anything. 

She picked up her tea and took a sip before speaking. 


“It’s been a while since | had a chance to talk to anyone 
besides Elves.” 


“Does it make you uncomfortable?” 


“No way. I’m actually very happy right now. I’ve been 
longing to meet someone new for a while now.” 


Hruhiral let out a laugh. 


Frey also smiled. 


“...there’s something I'd like to ask you.” 
“If it’s about them, | have nothing to say.” 


Unlike before, the voice that came out was extremely cold. 
There was no need to ask who ‘they’ were. 


Even Hruhiral couldn’t escape the influence of the 
Demigods. 


Frey felt a bit disappointed. 


Had Hruhiral, who shared a bond with Snow, vouched 
against Oydin, then they would need no other witnesses. 


However, that wasn’t what Frey wanted to ask. 


“I understand. However, what I’m actually curious about is 
the past. First of all... think | should show you something 
about me.” 


At that moment, Frey conveyed his memories to her. 


Hruhiral accepted his memories while silently admiring his 
ability. 


‘He has a great understanding of the Soul Space.’ 
This was the Soul Space. 


It was possible to share memories and feelings with those 
you were connected with. 


However, such a task was not as simple to do as it sounded. 


The man in front of her had a better understanding of the 
Soul Space than Snow, who could be said to be the most 
talented out of all the Queens she had witnessed. 


But that was just the beginning of the surprise. 


What Frey showed her were the memories of ‘Lukas 
Trowman’. 


After he gained this body, Hruhiral was the first person that 
he revealed this information to. 


M | "m 
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Hruhiral’s eyes widened and her mouth opened slightly. 
The time it took was not long. Maybe a dozen or so seconds. 


However, Hruhiral had been able to fully accept all of Frey’s 
memories in that time. 


Bloody battles with immensely powerful Demigods, a group 
of friends that he’d travel to the ends of the world with, 
being sealed by Lord, the years of solitude spent in the 
abyss, acquiring a new body, realising that 4,000 years had 
passed and the loneliness that came with knowing that no 
one he cared about was left. 


Gulp. 
A stream of tears flowed from her eyes. 


The memories of Lukas were so filled with thorns and 
downfalls that even a transcendent being like Hruhiral who 
had powerful mental capabilities could not control her 
emotions. 


It was a miracle that he did not give up after experiencing 
more pain than anyone could hope to imagine. 


Hruhiral had no choice but to feel respect and pity for the 
human sitting before her. 


“You've had a really, really hard time...ah! You’ve walked a 
path of pain and loneliness for so long. You really...doing all 
of that alone...” 


Hruhiral could not find the words to express how she felt and 
simply cried sorrowfully. 


Frey looked at her. 


He knew she was crying on his behalf, yet he was calm in 
comparison. 


“| can take it.” 
Hruhiral wiped away her tears. 
She understood. 


This man in front of her could truly handle such pain and 
pressure. 


She knew this because she had seen Lukas’ memories and 
felt what he had in those moments. 


But being able to endure it and being okay were completely 
different. 


The pain that Frey had endured and will endure in the 
future. The burden on his shoulders was too heavy. 


An ordinary person would have already been crushed by the 
weight of it all. Still, in her eyes, this face, which had just 
said that it could endure it, looked incredibly sad at that 
moment. 


“l am also bound by Lord’s power.” 


“| Know. The power the Demigods can exert on transcendent 
beings is much higher.” 


It was ironic. 


Demigods couldn’t exert their full power on mortal creatures 
like Humans or Elves, but when dealing with semi- 
transcendent and transcendent beings like Hruhiral or 
Dragons, they could use their powers without restraint. 


“But | want to help you. | will tell you anything you want to 
know.” 


Hruhiral said this with a determined voice. Her attitude now 
was more serious than ever. 


Frey looked straight into her eyes before speaking. 
“I want to know what happened to my friends.” 


a“ ” 


“This is something that you should know since you are 
connected to all the earth in this world.” 


Hruhiral, who was silent for a moment, finally opened her 
mouth. 


“That’s right. | know how the Heroes of the Age of Light 
ended up. The most mysterious one was actually you, Lukas 
Trowman.” 


Only after seeing his memories did Hruhiral understand how 
Lukas had disappeared without a trace. 


Not even Hruhiral could see through the Absolute Field 
which usually surrounded 9 star Archmages. 


Perhaps except Lord, who had made Lukas disappear. 


It was Understandable that Hruhiral found no traces since it 
was the power of the being considered closest to god. 


“I'll tell you everything | know. First is the Magic Warrior 
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King. He was killed in the ‘Amakan Desert’. 
“The Amakan Desert...” 


“After fighting against a Demigod for more than a week, he 
eventually died. It was a terrible battle.” 


a“ ” 


To die while fighting to the end. It was truly a death befitting 
Kasajin. 


Frey praised him for being able to fight a Demigod to death 
on his own, but he couldn’t stop the heavy feeling in his 
heart when he heard about his death. 


“The Sword King met his end in his homeland, Icollium.” 


Hruhiral didn’t say exactly which Demigod killed him. It 
seemed it was not something she could say directly, but it 
didn’t matter. 


All of this information should be stored in Anastasia by 
Schweiser anyway. 


“And the Great Sage Schweiser Strow. His end...| can give 
you the details. Unfortunately.” 


“Unfortunately?” 


Why would it be unfortunate to give him the details? 


“You will have to prepare your heart. No matter how much of 
an impenetrable fortress your mind is.” 


Hwak. 


At that moment, their surroundings began to change once 
again. 


The quaint living room distorted and disappeared 
completely, replaced by an area that looked black and dead. 


Frey looked up. 
A black sun was burning in a purple sky. 


He wondered if this was the way the world would look before 
it ended. 


“kuk.” 
A painful cough was heard, causing Frey to turn around. 
He saw Schweiser. 


He looked just like he had in the last room of the dungeon. 
However, he was not in good condition. 


His white robes and beard were stained with blood, and his 
wrists, which were visible from his sleeves, looked like 
withered tree branches. 


Schweiser wiped blood from his mouth with his hand. 
“I always knew that there was a traitor among us.” 


“What?” 


“But...| would never have expected it to be you. Now, | 
understand why the relationship between Lucid and Kasajin 
had worsened to such a degree, and how the Demigods got 
their information.” 


“..hoohoot.” 


At that moment, the space in front of him shifted, and a 
woman appeared. 


Her ebony hair fluttered in the wind. 


The woman wore revealing clothes that fully exposed her 
alluring body, and a seductive smile on her face. 


Schweiser closed his eyes. 
“trusted you.” 


The woman laughed. Her white teeth which contrasted with 
her ebony hair was very eye-catching. 


“Don’t be ridiculous, Schweiser. We both know that’s not 
true.” 


“| wasn’t talking about me.” 
Schweiser staggered slightly and shook his head. 


Then, with clear eyes, he looked toward the woman, Iris 
Phisfounder, and said. 


“Lukas...trusted you.” 


Chapter 79: Hruhiral (2) 


‘Today is the day | die.’ 
Schweiser predicted his own demise. 


His internal organs were a mess. Even if no one came to 
finish him off, he probably wouldn’t live to see another day. 


But in the end, Iris had come to finish the job herself. 
Because of this, his probability of survival plummeted to 
zero. 


His life flashed before his eyes like a kaleidoscope of 
memories. 


He didn’t have many happy memories. 


Meeting Lukas for the first time, learning magic in the magic 
tower and finding friends who would accompany him for the 
rest of his life. The sincere gratitude from his students. 


...But there were countless bad memories. 
Especially after Lukas died. 


In the face of death, Schweiser realised why a calm heart 
preceded regret or fear. 


‘I’m so tired.’ 
Schweiser looked at Iris before saying. 


“Lukas trusted you. Sol... no, we all trusted you.” 


He disliked Iris Phisfounder. 
But it was not to the extent of being hatred or disgust. 


Instead, as someone who had overcome countless trials with 
her, he felt like he knew her more than anyone else. 


This was why he found it hard to believe that she had 
betrayed them. 


He’d just assumed that she could not accept Lukas’ death 
and had shut herself off from the rest. 


He never would have guessed this outcome. 

“Same here. While we were teammates, | trusted all of you.” 
“...d0 you know what you are doing?” 

Blood began to clog his throat. 


Unable to hold it in, Schweiser turned his head and spat. 
Pieces of his organs were visible in the blood. 


He struggled to wipe his mouth again. 


“Lukas’s life-long desire was to completely destroy the 
Demigods. And now you are directly opposing that wish.” 


“You are making it sound like the subjugation of the 
Demigods will end with your death. Aren’t you 
overestimating yourself too much?” 


Iris was still smiling. 


Schweiser couldn’t tell what she was thinking. 


She only ever revealed her true emotions in front of Lukas. 
In front of him, she became a girl in love. 


However, the dense Lukas never seemed to realise it. 


“Are you blaming us? Do you think that we are the ones who 
drove Lukas to his death?” 


“| don’t have any feelings towards you guys.” 


Iris walked towards Schweiser slowly while speaking in a 
sing-song voice. 


“This is the truth. Of course...it did make me sick to see you 
trying to take Lukas’ place.” 


“As you Said, my abilities were lacking.” 


“Ahaha. Don’t pretend to be modest, Schweiser. It’s 
disgusting.” 


Iris let out a laugh as she said those vicious words. 


Had the situation not been the way it was, she might have 
been able to take his words as a bad joke. 


“What are you going to do next?” 

“Next?” 

“After killing me.” 

“That’s not something you need to know.” 
Schweiser looked at her with sunken eyes. 


“Are you really working with the Demigods?” 


Iris’ smile faded, and a strange light seemed to flash in her 
eyes. 


“If so...l’m sure that Lukas would feel extremely 
disappointed, even in death.” 


For the first time, anger erupted on her young, beautiful 
face. 


“Shut your mouth. Lukas isn’t dead.” 


l ” 


After a while, a bright, seductive smile appeared on Iris’ face 
once again. 


“Schweiser, I’m sorry that | have to kill you. Truly.” 
Paat. 


In that instant, a crack appeared in Schweiser’s chest, from 
which blood poured out like a fountain. 


He felt no pain. 


He couldn’t speak for when he was at his peak, but there 
was definitely no way for him to defend against Iris’ attacks 
now. 


He could hear Iris’ whisper through his fading consciousness. 


“Don’t worry, and take a rest, Schweiser. | will fulfill Lukas’ 
wish personally.” 


Schweiser’s body collapsed, his blood forming a pool around 
him. 


“Because I’ve thought of a way to deal with the Demigods. 
However, it’s impossible in ‘this era’. A little more time will 
have to pass. Enough to drive them into a corner. Perhaps... 
4,000 years...” 
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“I know, it’s a very long time. But that’s fine, I’m patient. Ah. 
You probably can’t even hear me anymore.” 


Iris shrugged and left. 


Schweiser couldn’t even watch her departure. His head was 
slowly sinking into his pool of blood on the dead earth. 


‘My eyelids are heavy.’ 


He knew that if he closed his eyes now, he would never open 
them again. 


So Schweiser stood up. 
No, he tried to stand up. 
Thump. 


Schweiser struggled but ended up falling face first into his 
blood again. 


His body felt like it weighed a ton. 


‘In the end...in the end, | accomplished nothing.’ (TL:...in the 
end, it doesn’t even matter...00) 


He couldn’t defeat the Demigods, bring his friends back 
together or even prevent Iris’ betrayal. 


No. In the first place, he couldn’t even prevent Lukas’ death. 


How unsightly. 


He never felt more undeserving of the title Great Sage than 
at that moment. 


‘| have to get up...’ 


He felt that even death was a luxury he didn’t deserve. But 
his body wouldn’t move. 


He’d lost too much blood. It was an injury that even a Saint 
wouldn’t be able to heal if they were to come. 


‘In the end...| still failed.’ 

His vision became blurry. 

Schweiser realised that he was crying. 

This was the first time he’d cried since Lukas disappeared. 
His lips parted slightly. 

“alm sorry.” 

I’m sorry, Lukas. 

I’m so sorry. 

It’s impossible for me now. 

... Ow embarrassing. 
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Hruhiral shook her hand, causing the scene to fade away. 


She turned to look at Frey. 


He had a rather strange expression on his face. 


It felt like he was angry and grieving, yet at the same time, 
it still felt like there were no changes to his emotion. 


‘No.’ 
There was no way he was okay. 


Hruhiral knew just how much he cared about his four friends. 
Because she had seen his memories. 


Iris had betrayed him, and he had even seen her kill his best 
friend, Schweiser. 


This would be incredibly difficult for Frey, who cared about 
his friends more than anyone else could imagine, to accept. 


Still, there was something she had to Say. 

Hruhiral opened her mouth with a stiff expression. 
“Iris Phisfounder is still alive.” 

“Alive. In this era?” 


“Yes. But...there is no guarantee that she is the woman you 
remember because too much time has passed. It’s possible 
that even if you were to meet her again, you would not be 
able to recognize her.” 


Frey remained silent. 


It was natural that she would not be able to recognize him 
since he now had the face of ‘Frey’. But Iris would have to 
become an entirely different person for Frey to be unable to 
recognize her. 


And it was possible that it was not just her appearance that 
had changed. 


Frey remembered Schweiser. 
He remembered the tears that he had shed at the end. 
‘I’m sorry.’ 


And just like in his note in the dungeon, Schweiser had 
apologised to him. 


He didn’t have to. 
Frey felt that he was the one who should apologise. 


He had irresponsibly and impulsively fought against Lord 
and lost. 


And now, he was seeing the consequences of his actions. 


All the heroes who had been fighting to save mankind were 
now dead. 


Except for one. 
‘Iris.’ 


When he recalled her face, he couldn’t help the heavy 
feeling from filling his heart again. 


He still couldn’t believe that she really killed Schweiser. 


A part of him felt like it still wasn’t true. But he was forced to 
accept the truth. 


What Hruhiral had shown him was one of the earth’s 
memories, which meant it was something that had definitely 


happened. 


It was something that was impossible to fabricate. And even 
if it was an illusion, there was no way he wouldn’t see 
through it. 


Hruhiral said that Iris was still alive. 


This was information that he would have originally been 
pleased to learn. 


There was someone from the same era as him who had 
survived 4,000 years. Moreover, it was one of the friends 
who he had opened his heart to, so it would be strange if he 
didn’t feel a sense of joy. 


However, Iris killed Schweiser. 
There must have been a reason for it. 


She might have been threatened, or she might have acted 
after coming up with a plan of her own. 


Regardless, she wouldn’t kill Schweiser for no reason. 
Because she was a reasonable person. 


But that didn’t matter to Frey right now. 


The important thing was that Iris had killed Schweiser. 
Regardless of her circumstances or reason, that fact could 
not be changed. 


Killing a friend. 


That was something that Frey, no. That Lukas would never 
accept. 


...It seemed there were more and more things that he had to 
do. 


Not so long ago, he’d thought that he would be able to relax. 
But he couldn’t. 


There were so many things that he had to do and so many 
things that he had to look into. 


Frey felt like he didn’t have time. 


He looked back at what he’d been doing. Until now, he’d 
assumed that he was making good progress. 


He thought that he was calmly putting one foot in front of 
the other without being impatient. 


He hadn’t spent his time in vain. In fact, he even had a few 
achievements. 


But...he had been too relaxed. 

“It’s not enough.” 

Frey muttered to himself. 

Hruhiral tilted her head slightly. 

“Huh?” 

Oydin Predickwood, the Apocalypse’s Apostle. 

To subdue him, Frey had tried to be cautious and careful. 


Without alerting him, without revealing his identity, he 
would have slowly applied pressure onto him as if driving his 
prey into a corner. 


But was that really the best way? 
Wasn't excessive prudence just as bad? 
It was time to reconsider. 


‘As time passes, Oydin will get continually stronger. He'll 
keep growing stronger every day until he is defeated.’ 


Riki had told him that Oydin was already strong enough to 
defeat them even if they worked together. So what would 
happen if a week or more passed? 


Or what if the situation became complicated and they ended 
up being delayed till just before the deadline? 


How strong would Oydin be by then? 


Frey, no. Lukas was once defeated by the terrifying being 
known as Lord. 


He’d thought that he’d gotten over it, but that didn’t seem 
to be the case. The defeat from that time had left a deep 
scar on his heart. 


So even when he was dealing with Oydin, he tried his best. 


He was moving under the impression that he would become 
stronger as time passed. But Oydin was the same. 


He knew that. 


Yet he still didn’t make an effort to move quickly. This was 
because it was more comfortable to prepare thoroughly. 


The fact that Oydin was Snow’s blood relative was a good 
excuse. 


Frey realised what he was lacking. 


Of course, there were many aspects of him that had 
improved compared to 4,000 years ago, Like his calmness, 
coldness and experience. 


If so, what had worsened when compared to then? 
‘Ambition.’ 


He had been determined. To the point where he was even 
willing to throw away his life. 


4,000 years ago, in a situation where defeat was inevitable, 
he would have still tried to take down even a single 
Demigod with him. 


Sometimes, there were even moments when he would throw 
his body into thorny situations without hesitation. 


At that moment. 


Frey regained that desperate mindset that he’d lost 4,000 
years ago. 


Then, he was able to view his present situation from a 
different angle. 


He could not delay this any longer. 


Oydin was a barrel of gunpowder that could explode at any 
moment without warning. 


He was a risk factor that needed to be dealt with even if it 
was a second sooner. He shouldn’t give him any time. 


Wait for Oydin to contact the Demigod? 


Report to Snow after obtaining conclusive evidence? 
No. This was not a situation where he could be so relaxed. 
He would kill Oydin before the Elves could notice. 


Even if his relationship with the Great Forest became sour as 
a result, it was still nothing compared to being able to killa 
Demigod. 


His thoughts were still complicated, and his chest still felt 
like it was filled with dark clouds. 


But he knew what he needed to do now. 
“Tonight.” 


He would settle it before dawn. 


Chapter 80: Hruhiral (3) 


“Thank you for accepting my request.” 


Learning of his friends’ deaths was like prying open the 
wounds that Frey had tried so hard to cover, and the 
sadness that followed was daunting. 


Nevertheless, it was something he had to confirm. 
As Frey bowed in gratitude, Hruhiral shook her hand. 
“I’m happy to help you, Lukas. No, it should be Frey now.” 


“Call me whatever you like....Hruhiral, the forest will be 
noisy tonight.” 


Frey informed her honestly. 


He immediately noticed the grief that filled Hruhiral’s eyes, 
but he had no intentions of changing his plan. 


He had already made up his mind. 
Hruhiral sighed. 


There would be many casualties that night, and it would 
leave a deep scar in the forest that would take a long time to 
heal. 


For her, it was no different from watching her children get 
hurt. But there was nothing she could say. 


Because she understood the fate of the man standing before 
her. 


“Blessed be your path ahead...” 


And more than that, she hoped that happiness, tranquility 
and good fortune would follow him. 


Before Frey’s mind was utterly destroyed. 
“Thank you.” 
As Frey’s words left his lips, his surroundings began to blur. 


It was a sign that he was leaving the Soul Space. Hruhiral’s 
face was covered in a bright light before her figure 
disappeared completely. 
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After returning to his body, Frey slowly opened his eyes. His 
body was cold and stiff as though he’d slept outside during 
the night. 


Frey got up from his seat and looked at the sky. 
The sun was just setting. 
‘It should’ve been about half a day.’ 


It wasn’t exactly that long, but it should be around that 
time. 


He could still feel the presence of watchers around him. Frey 
stretched before heading back to Syax’s house. 


Creak. 


When he opened the door, he found Ivan doing one-handed 
handstand pushups, his arm bending and straightening ata 
steady tempo. 


When he looked closely, he realised that he was actually 
using one finger instead of his whole hand. 


His entire body was being supported by one index finger. 


“Two thousand eight hundred seventeen, two thousand 
eight hundred eighteen...” 
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For a second he wondered if he had misheard as the 
numbers he just heard far surpassed even his wildest 
imagination. 


Seeing that his entire body was dripping with sweat, it 
seemed that quite some time had passed since he’d started 
his training. 


[I met the woman called Camille. She said she would come 
when the sun had set completely. ] 


Ivan sent a message over to Frey without looking up or 
stopping his pushups. This showed that such an act had 
already become natural. 


Frey also responded telepathically while pretending to not 
care about the bizarre spectacle before him. 


[Good work. But it would be best if you stopped working out 
though. ] 


[Why? I’m now starting to feel a burn.] 


[Because we're going to deal with Oydin tonight. You’ll need 
to be in your best condition. ] 


lvan’s rhythmic movement faltered for a moment. 


Frey could instantly feel the battle lust that exuded from his 
body. 


Taht. 


Ivan applied force to his finger and shot up off the ground 
before flipping once and landing on his feet. 


“I need to rest a little. There’s a stream nearby; l'Il go wash 
there.” 


Then he went outside. 


Frey watched him leave before heading deeper into the 
house. 


Syax was sitting at a table mixing herbs. After a quick 
glance, he saw that she was mixing various medicinal and 
poisonous herbs. 


“You were gone for a long time. What were you up to?” 


“| was just doing some meditation nearby. I’m sorry, but do 
you have anything to eat?” 


He was hungry since he hadn’t had anything to eat all day. 
Syax stood up while saying. 


“Wait here.” 


After a little while, she came back with a bowl in her hands. 
Frey thought that it would be a salad similar to the day 
before, but he was surprised to find that it was a stew. 


There was even meat in it. 
“This?” 


“I’m sorry about yesterday. It was my first time entertaining 
human guests...” 


It seemed the plain salad that she’d left yesterday was not 
intentional. 


Frey shook his head. 
“It wasn’t bad.” 
“I’m glad to hear. Ivan didn’t seem to like it.” 


“He’s just an immature guy. It’s like someone complaining 
about having no side dishes. Just ignore him.” 


“Hoohoo.” 

Syax chuckled softly at Frey’s joke. 

Frey sat at the table and took a sip of the stew. 
It was delicious. 


It seemed that she had learned to make stew very well 
during her adventures around the continent. 


“It's delicious.” 


“Great. Are you going to rest tonight?” 


“I think so.” 


“I have some work to do. | will probably be back by tomorrow 
morning.” 


“Alright. lII tell Ivan.” 
“Please do.” 
Syax left the house, and Frey returned to his room. 


Then he blew the candles out, sat on the bed and started 
meditating. 


It was unexpected, but Syax’s absence made Camille’s 
imminent visit much easier. 


When the sun had set completely and moonlight settled 
upon the village, Frey felt something. 


He slowly opened his eyes. 
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There was someone standing in a dark corner of the room. 
The person’s body, though blurred slightly by the darkness, 
had curvature that could only belong to a woman. 


Frey spoke calmly. 
“It’s been a while, Camille.” 


She didn’t answer and instead stood there. Frey released the 
illusion of Kain on his face and showed her the ‘Frey’ she 
knew. 


Only then did Camille step forward, following the sound of a 
quick breath. 


She spoke in a confused tone. 


“it really is you, Frey. | was looking forward to meeting you 
again, but | never expected it to be in a High Elf village.” 


“Likewise.” 
Camille had a strange expression on her face. 


“| heard rumors that you joined the Trowman Rings. Besides, 
the Phisfounder Armlets...” 
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Camille, who had a strange expression for a while, 
eventually shook her head. 


“No, | don’t think it’s something | should say here. Anyway, 
why are you here?” 


“That...” 


Frey briefly explained everything that happened up until 
that point. 


Of course, there were some things that he kept hidden. For 
example, the meeting with Riki. 


He couldn’t explain to the Circle that he’d made a temporary 
alliance with a Demigod, and an Apocalypse at that. 


Camille’s expression became serious after hearing 
everything. 


Especially when she heard that Oydin was the Apostle. At 
that moment, even Camille, who had experienced countless 
difficult situations, could not control her emotions. 


“Is it really Oydin...” 
“He appears to be the Queen’s blood relative.” 


“That’s not exactly true. The relationship between Oydin 
and the Queen is a bit strange.” 


“Strange?” 

“Queen Snow was adopted by the Predickwood family.” 
“Adopted...” 

It was a word rarely used when referring to Elves. 
Camille smiled bitterly since she also knew this fact. 


“It doesn’t happen much in Elven society. But this time, it 
was unavoidable. The Queens from every generation are 

born from the Predickwood family. However, no girls were 
born in this generation.” 


He didn’t know that the position of Queen was hereditary. 
“So they adopted Snow?” 


“Right. You met Queen Snow, didn’t you? You should’ve 
been able to tell that she is not a High Elf.” 


“Indeed...” 
Frey recalled Snow’s appearance. 


Except for her white skin, none of her characteristics were 
that of a High Elf. 


“She’s an Ice Elf.” 


“This is the first I’ve heard of that.” 


In addition to High Elves and Dark Elves, he knew of Wood 
Elves and Grey Elves, but this was the first time he’d ever 
heard about Ice Elves. 


Camille nodded as though she expected as much. 


“They’re not a race from the Great Forest. They’re a small 
group who live in the Frozen Lands in the far north.” 


“The Frozen Lands in the far north...” 


That was a place where only animals and monsters that had 
thick fur could live. He didn’t expect that there would be 
Elves living there too. 


Camille continued with a serious expression. 


“Oydin was a friend of Chief Reeves. | heard he had a lot of 
complaints when Snow was chosen to take the position of 
Queen. He believed that he would be able to communicate 
with Hruhiral.” 


“I guess it wasn’t possible.” 


“There has never been a case of a male Elf communicating 
with Hruhiral before. Oydin was very talented, but he 
couldn’t change history....Even if he was able to form a 
connection with Hruhiral, he would not have gotten the seat 
in place of Snow.” 


“It’s already been a few decades since then. At that time, it 


was Said that Oydin’s anger was enough to burn the entire 
forest down.” 


Enough to burn the forest down. 


This was an idiom that was often used by the Elves. Simply 
put, it meant he was extremely angry. If it had been anyone 
but Frey, the listener might not have understood what it 
meant. 


“then at some point, he just went silent. Since then, 
everyone believed he’d change as he became extremely 
hard working and did his best to benefit the Great Forest, 
even to the extent of becoming one of Queen Snow’s 
greatest aides.” 


He must’ve become an Apostle at that time. 

Camille mumbled under her breath before biting her lip. 
Frey asked the thing that concerned him the most. 

“Is Oydin strong?” 

“Very strong.” 

Camille answered assertively. 


“Oydin is a Spiritualist. He has even managed to sign a 
contract with the Wind Spirit King. High Elves have naturally 
higher spirits than other Elves, and Oydin is extremely 
talented, even among High Elves.” 


“Spiritual Energy wouldn’t collide with Divine Power.” 


This meant that he would be able to use the power of the 
Spirit King together with the power of Death. 


This made dealing with Oydin several times trickier. 


‘4,000 years ago, the Spirit Kings would never work with 
Demigods.’ 


If so, the Spirit King, who had an extremely acute sense of 
pride, would not lend its power to Oydin, who had become 
an Apostle. 


“Camille, I’m going to attack Oydin now.” 
“Right now? Aren’t you being too hasty?” 
“No. Rather, now might be the best time.” 


No matter what happened, Oydin would eventually learn 
about their presence. 


Since they were outsiders who were here to hunt the 
necromancer, it was inevitable that he would not view them 
in a friendly light. 


Therefore, the best time to launch a sneak attack was when 
he had yet to notice their presence in the village. 


“Alright. I’ll help you.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“You sent your partner to call me here to ask for it anyway. 
But | didn’t expect him to be the Magic Warrior King’s 
Successor. He’s really no joke.” 


“What happened?” 


“He provoked our young warriors. They couldn’t take the 
beating and came to find me, but | couldn’t even touch the 
hem of his shirt.” 


It was as expected. 


He wasn’t belittling the power of the Dark Elves, but they 
could not hope to defeat Ivan. 


“That man is a monster. | don’t think even Chief Reeves 
would be able to face him in a head-on confrontation.” 


Camille shook her head for a moment before she looked at 
Frey again and asked. 


“So what would you like me to do?” 


“Did you see the watchers who are looking over Ivan and 
me?” 


“I did. It was embarrassingly easy to avoid their notice.” 
It was less than he expected. 


Even Frey hadn’t been able to identify just how many there 
were. As expected of a Dark Elf. 


“Please knock them out. Only until sunrise. Can you do 
that?” 


“It’s not difficult, but...” 
Camille looked worried about something. 
Frey immediately understood what it was that worried her. 


“I will take full responsibility. If something goes wrong and 
the High Elves accuse you, tell them that you were 
blackmailed.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“There’s no need to apologise. Just this much is already 
tremendously helpful.” 


He meant it. 


Camille was staying with the High Elves as a guest. There 
was no way she would want to be put in a difficult situation. 


She had already hardened her resolve and decided to help. 
In particular, not just anyone would be able to get rid of the 
eyes watching him in a stealthy manner. 


This point was especially important since the Elves had 
extremely sensitive vision and hearing. 


This was something that only Camille, who had both stealth 
and skill, could easily accomplish. 


“Then, please.” 
“Leave it to me.” 


Camille’s figure disappeared. 


Chapter 81: Hruhiral(4) 


It hadn’t been long since Oydin Predickwood became an 
Apostle. This meant that he hadn’t made Nozdog’s power 
completely his. 


This was natural. 


Apocalypses were much stronger than other Demigods. 
Moreover, even among the Apocalypses, Nozdog’s power 
was the extremely dangerous and volatile power of death. 


He knew that. After becoming an apostle, it was something 
he kept in mind. 


He’d always treated his power carefully. However, there was 
something he didn’t know. 


In order to not be consumed by Nozdog’s power, it was 
necessary to release the bloodlust that built up over time. 


“Kuk...” 

Oydin groaned and clutched his head. 

His eyes became bloodshot. 

‘It’s getting harder to suppress the bloodlust.’ 


When he was outside the forest, he did not suffer from these 
symptoms because he could kill someone every day. 


However, after returning to the Great Forest, he had no one 
to kill. 


It had only been a few days, but it had already reached this 
state. 


‘| want to kill.’ 

No, he had to kill. 

If he continued suppressing it, he felt like he would go crazy. 
His vision became tinted red. 

It didn’t matter who it was. He wanted to kill someone. 


He wanted to split their flesh, drain their blood, rip out their 
intestines and smash their bones to pieces. 


Oydin scratched his shoulder crazily. 


It was so violent that his skin split, and blood began flowing 
out. 


However, the pain cooled his head. 

‘Let’s kill someone.’ 

Oydin left his house the moment he made up his mind. 
All he had to do was not use his divine power. 


Of course, Oydin had the ability to kill someone and cover 
his tracks without having to use his divine power. 
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Then he saw a woman walking near the stream. 


Oydin observed her from the side. 


Her beautiful face was familiar, and after a moment, he 
realised who she was. 


She was the girl who used to hang out with Snow a lot 
before she became the Queen. 


“Syax.” 

Oydin smiled as he whispered her name. 
x kx 

“Hoo...” 

Syax closed her eyes as she let out a sigh. 
She was tired. 


She didn’t think she’d slept more than five hours in the last 
few days. 


This was a common occurrence while she was a Mercenary, 
but she hadn’t expected to do it even after returning home. 


Her body demanded rest. 
‘| should call it a day.’ 


It was late at night. It would be rude to visit someone at this 
time. 


Just as she made up her mind and turned around. 
“Ah.” 
Someone was standing behind her. Syax froze for a moment. 


“Did | surprise you? I’m sorry.” 


A soft voice was heard. At that moment, the clouds that were 
covering the moon shifted and illuminated the person’s 
figure. 


Seeing the exposed face, Syax sighed in relief. 


It was Oydin Predickwood. He was one of the High Elf Elders 
and Snow’s older brother. 


And he shared a very good relationship with Syax. 
“Mr. Oydin.” 

“Mm. Hello.” 

Oydin gave her his usual bright smile. 


At that moment, Syax froze for a moment. For some reason, 
she felt that something was out of place. 


‘it must be an illusion.’ 
“What are you doing out here so late at night?” 


“Ah, | guess you haven’t heard. But I’ve brought two 
outsiders into the village. | have to deal with a few things 
while reporting on them...” 


“Outsiders?” 


“They're helping me track down the necromancer that has 
been operating around the vicinity of the Great Forest 
recently.” 
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“Mr. Oydin?” 


“Ah. Sorry. I’m just a bit tired. ...so you’re the one who’s 
responsible for finding the necromancer.” 


It was a mission that Snow must have given her. 
Syax nodded with a proud expression. 

“That’s right.” 

“Have you gotten any clues?” 

“No. Unfortunately...” 

“| see.” 

Crunch. 

Oydin mumbled softly as he stepped closer to her. 


When she saw this, the strange feeling she felt earlier 
became even clearer. 


It was similar to the feeling she had when she was in danger. 
‘What’s going on?’ 


Oydin was one of the Elders who protected the village, and 
he had the noble blood of the Predickwood family flowing in 
his veins. 


He was one of the Elves who worked harder than anyone 
else to maintain peace in the Great Forest. 


He’d also had a close relationship with Syax for almost one 
hundred years. 


In fact, when Syax was younger, she also considered Oydin 
to be her older brother. (TL: Oppa!) 


She’d been shy, so she never showed it or said anything, but 
it was a thought that she had. 


‘But what is this feeling?’ 


While she tried to sort through her feelings, Oydin continued 
to approach her. 


Syax stepped back subconsciously. 


The cold water of the stream wet her ankles, but her spine 
was similarly cold. 


“Syax.” 
Just as Oydin whispered her name. 
Splash. 


Syax fell on her buttocks into the stream, causing water to 
splash up. 


She hadn’t fallen. 
Someone had pulled her by the nape of her neck. 
She saw a man’s back. 


It was a man with a large and muscular body that she’d 
notice anywhere. 


“Ivan...?” 
“Yep.” 


Ivan swept his bangs while responding to her. It looked like 
he had just been washing his body as his hair was still wet. 


Syax was confused and couldn’t help but ask. 
“What’s this about?” 


“What a rude way to talk to the person who just saved your 
life. Stop whining, and get out of here. | can’t fight while 
taking care of you.” 


“Fight...” 


At that moment, Syax was startled as she suddenly felt a 
stinging pain in her cheek. 


Her cheek had been cut, and blood was flowing from it. 
“Th-, this...” 

“Is that a spirit?” 

Ivan raised an eyebrow while asking this. 


Beside Oydin was the blurry figure of a woman who had her 
eyes pointing at the ground. 


Syax muttered in a low voice. 

“Stonia. A High-grade Wind Spirit...” 

It was only then that she understood what was happening. 
Oydin had tried to kill her with Stonia’s power. 


If Ivan hadn’t pulled her back at that moment, her head 
would have fallen to the ground. 


“Mr. Oydin...wh-...why...” 


Oydin was still smiling. 


He was smiling so brightly that his white teeth seemed to 
shine. 


“You should be one of the outsider’s that Syax brought. | 
Suppose you are also the Magic Warrior who has been 
destroying my undead.” 


“Hoh. ‘Your’ undead? You’re not even trying to hide it. Even 
if you’re related to the Queen or whatever, it’s over 
motherfucker.” 


He said what he liked as though he didn’t care that Syax 
could hear him. 


Oydin laughed at Ivan’s words. 
“Did | say that? In any case, it’s your word against mine.” 


“You don’t seem to be very sane. Well. That’s okay. Let this 
old man help you with that. You should feel better after | hit 
you in the head a few times.” 


Crunch. 

Didn’t look sane? 
“Kuku.” 

Oydin let out a laugh. 
That wasn’t wrong. 

He felt strangely excited. 
His bloodlust soared. 


He had come out to kill someone. He finally saw Syax, but 
when Oydin tried to kill her, he failed. 


It was nothing to be happy about, but Oydin was happy. 
Right. He was happy. 


He felt an extremely strong sense of liberation that he had 
never felt in his life. 


Oydin felt like the dark clouds in his heart had truly cleared 
at that moment. 


“HAHAHAHA!” 
He started laughing like a madman. 
He understood why he felt so liberated. 


It was because he had finally revealed his identity. And it 
was even in the place where he was born and lived for 
hundreds of years. 


“Good! Very good!” 


He had the blood of the Predickwood family, which made 
him a noble among High Elves, yet he wielded the power of 
a Demigod and defiled the world. 


The feeling of immorality was so addictive that it seemed to 
paralyze his brain. 


Oydin slowly looked around. 


Lilund, the home of the High Elves. It was the most sacred 
place in the Great Forest as it sat atop the roots of Hruhiral. 


“| just got an interesting idea.” 


Purple energy began flowing from Oydin’s hand. 


Ivan furrowed his eyebrows. 
‘This bastard is planning on using his divine power.’ 
It seemed he had truly decided to stop hiding his identity. 


This was what Ivan wished to see, but he couldn’t help the 
anxiety that filled his heart. 


This guy was truly strong. 


“Hey, human. Do you know why the High Elves chose this 
place to start their village?” 


“How would | know that.” 


“It’s because of Hruhiral. The World Tree that is connected to 
every tree in the Great Reynols Forest. Therefore, the Queen 
of the Forest would be able to immediately grasp the 
situation of the Great Forest simply by observing the World 
Tree. How many races reside here, if there are any invaders, 
if the forest is being polluted and to what extent...” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“What | want to know is... What would happen if the mother 
of this forest, Hruhiral, were to die?” 


eel 

Shock blossomed on Syax’s face. 

She knew. 

If Hruhiral died, then the entire Great Forest would die. 


“D-, do you know what you’re saying?” 


Syax’s shock was natural. 
For the Elves, Hruhiral was like a mother. 
At least Syax had believed all the Elves thought so. 


Regardless of whether they were the obvious High Elves or 
Wood Elves, even the highly aggressive Dark Elves, the 
seclusive Grey Elves or the Ice Elves who lived all the way in 
the Frozen Lands. 


What was more shocking was the fact that these words had 
come from the lips of a noble Predickwood. 


“Of course | know. | Know even better than you do. l'm a 
Predickwood, after all.” 


Oydin’s body slowly began rising into the air as ferocious 
winds blew around him. 


It was Stonia’s power. 


“This wasn’t my original plan. | intended to just rest fora 
while before leaving. But I’ve changed my mind. The 
Hiralgard are also away at the moment, which means there 
are no obstacles. Syax, listen to me carefully. Then pass 
what | say onto my sister.” 


Crack! Crack! 


The ground began to crack, and undead began crawling out 
of the cracks. 


Cold sweat dripped down Syax’s face. 


“Your one and only brother will transform the Great Forest 
into a land of death.” 


A ferocious light shined in Oydin’s eyes. 
Syax looked at the undead and bit her lip. 


‘These undead are much stronger than the ones we 
encountered before.’ 


Could the village stop them? 


...No. It was no longer a question about whether they could 
stop them or not. 


They had to stop them. 
Even if they had to risk their lives! 


“What the hell? There aren’t any bodies here, so how can 
you make undead?” 


Ivan could not help but ask in confusion. 
Oydin laughed. 


“You are misunderstanding something. | am nota 
necromancer. | am an Apostle with the power of death. Don’t 
compare me to a simple necromancer.” 


“Th-, that.” 
Oydin laughed and turned to Syax again. 


“I will slowly kill Hruhiral in this way. If | use all of my power, 
it will take about a week. Do your best to stop me.” 


“Do you think we will just let you do as you please?” 


“You can say that after you’ve defeated my friends.” 


Ivan laughed as he watched the undead, lust for battle 
practically flowing from his pores. 


“After playing with them for so long, these guys even 
became your friends.” 


Ivan clenched his fist before he froze for a moment and 
smiled. 


“My friends are better looking.” 
“What?” 
Fwoom! 


At that moment, a powerful firestorm appeared in front of 
Oydin, causing his expression to become stiff at the surprise 
attack. 


“Kuk!” 
Oydin shook his hand violently. 


The nearby skeletons all hastily threw themselves to block 
the fire. But they were unable to block it completely. 


Oydin threw himself back using Stonia’s power, his body 
rolling across the dirt floor. 


Ivan laughed at this scene. 
“Am I late?” 

“No, your timing was perfect.” 
“That’s good.” 


Frey said this as he came to a stop beside Ivan. 


He looked at Oydin with a sharp gaze. 


“I thought he was smart, but it turns out that he is quite 
stupid. Otherwise, he would never summon his undead in 
the middle of the village.” 


“Well he certainly has a few screws loose. Are all Apostles 
like this?” 


“I think so.” 


Lukes also didn’t appear to be completely sane when he met 
him. 


“anyway, if | Knew he was such an emotional guy, | 
would’ve provoked him from the start. Or maybe sneak 
attack him.” 


“Well, it doesn’t matter. We can just attack him now.” 


Ivan smiled viciously as a red haze seemed to rise up from 
his body. This was proof that he’d entered full combat mode. 


Oydin got up. 


There were no injuries as he’d only rolled across the dirt, but 
he looked at Frey with an expressionless face. 


“| see. So there were two outsiders? A First Class Magic 
Warrior and a powerful Wizard...very powerful indeed.” 


“Oh oh. You still have time to run your mouth. It seems l'Il 
have to fix that. Frey, l'Il kill him.” 


“No, wait.” 


“Why?” 
Ivan was alittle annoyed as his body longed to fight. 
On the other hand, Frey was calmly observing Oydin. 


By revealing himself in the Elven village, this showed that 
he had the confidence to win even if the entire village 
became his enemy. 


Moreover, despite knowing how powerful Frey and Ivan were, 
he was still quite calm. 


Paat. 
Frey released the Great Sage’s Staff from its bracelet form. 


This was an opponent that he needed to go all out against. 
Just as he’d done against Lukes. 


Then Oydin began to mutter. 
“I originally had a contract with the Wind Spirit King.” 


Although this was information that Frey had already 
received from Camille, it was still strange for him to bring it 
up here. 


However, Frey still listened to him. 


“But the proud Spirit King could not stand the power 
dwelling in my body. As soon as it felt it, it terminated the 
contract. Kuku. Well, if your spiritual power is strong enough, 
you can take control of a Spirit and use it like a puppet.” 


‘Spirits have consciousnesses.’ 


Frey knew this because the Darkming, the Spirit contracted 
to him, had its own distinct personality. 


“Mental domination. Oydin...you actually used the forbidden 
contract.” 


Anger was clear in Syax’s eyes. 


It wasn’t a contract between equals. Instead, it was a slavery 
contract. 


Spirits were creatures that were born from and dwelled in 
nature. In a way, they could even be considered as nature in 
itself. 


Naturally, Elves who loved nature would also love spirits. 


It was unthinkable for them to use Spirits as tools. 
Furthermore, the act of forcing them to sign a contract and 
controlling their minds was considered extremely revolting. 


At that moment, Syax realised that Oydin had truly thrown 
away his Elven nature. 


“The power of death is extremely powerful, but | still felt that 
it was lacking something. So I learned a new skill.” 


Oydin removed a dagger from his pocket and cut into his 
own palm. 


Blood flowed from the injury and fell onto the ground. 
Frey immediately realised the skill he learned. 
“A contract. You signed a contract with a Demon?” 


“They're less resistant to the presence of Demigods. Unlike 
the spirits. Fortunately, I’m talented with contracts.” 


A blood colored seal appeared on the ground. 


Frey’s eyebrows furrowed as he saw this because the seal 
was familiar. 


Seals’ shapes were not fixed and instead were dependent on 
the Demon being summoned. 


And Frey knew the seal that Oydin was using well. 
“Are you going to summon Asura?” 
Oydin froze. 


“it seems you know a bit about Demons. But knowing 
won’t change anything.” 


Frey lowered his staff as a weird light shined in his eyes. 
Asura. 


One of the three Demon Grand Dukes contracted to Iris 
Phisfounder. 


If Oydin intended to summon him, then Frey would not stop 
him. 


Chapter 82: Hruhiral (5) 


“Shit. This is why I told you to let me kill him!” 


Ivan was clearly annoyed, but Frey ignored him as he 
observed the undead surrounding them. 


His eyes then landed on Syax. 


It seemed that she had finally grasped how horrible the 
current situation was. 


Frey approached her while speaking. 


“Leave this to us. You need to go explain this situation to the 
Queen.” 


“Huh? Explain this situation...” 
How was she supposed to explain something like this? 


Syax’s face suddenly darkened because she knew that she 
was the only one who could complete this task. Outsiders 
like Frey and Ivan would never be trusted enough. 


Syax bit her lip before saying, 


“I'll be back soon. l'Il be sure to bring reinforcements, so 
please hold on until then.” 


Syax left immediately. 


Frey looked at the undead again. 


They were stronger than the ones they’d encountered 
outside of the forest, but they weren’t much of a threat. 


“Stop hesitating so much! They’re just a bunch of weak 
bastards!” 


Ivan roared and swung his fist in all directions. 
Knife Fist. 


He unleashed the ranged attack that turned the undead into 
powder, but the effect he saw was not what he’d expected. 


lvan’s expression froze a bit. 
‘These guys are tougher.’ 


If the undead that they’d met outside the Great Forest were 
sand, then the ones in front of them now were rocks. 


Far from turning them into powder, his attacks hadn’t even 
been able to destroy any of them completely. 


When some of them tried to put themselves back together, 
Ivan roared with anger. 


“Eat this, you boney bastards!” 
Fwoosh. 


Red air came out of Ivan’s body, pushing back the skeletons 
that were trying to pick up their pieces. 


Psss. 


This time, the effect was much more obvious as numerous 
Skeletons exploded into powder. 


“Frost Scream.” 


Bright light emerged from the tip of the Great Sage’s staff as 
Frey unleashed one of the spells he’d stored. 


A large piece of ice smashed many of the surrounding 
skeletons. However, Frey never took his eyes off of Oydin. 


He was looking at him because he wondered when Oydin 
would be finished, but Oydin, who felt that he was checking 
because he was anxious, let out a loud laugh. 


“It’s too late!” 
Woowoong. 


He spat out a mouthful of blood onto the shining 
summoning circle. 


The blood soaked into the ground, causing it to clump 
together and form various shapes. They were the lost souls 
of hell shedding bloody tears. 


These souls simultaneously released a terrible scream. 
Ahhhhh- 


And Frey couldn’t help but think that they were fortunate 
Syax had already left. 


This was because anyone without a sufficiently strong will 
would go crazy simply from hearing that horrific scream. 


Wooooh. 


An ominous wind seemed to blow through the trees, causing 
the screams of the lost souls to stop. 


A Demon slowly rose up from the summoning circle on the 
ground. 


The first thing that appeared were two heads. Then, 
forearms thicker than trees began appearing one after the 
other. 


The Demon had six such arms, each holding a different 
weapon. 


Asura. 


It was a moment when one of the six Archdukes of the 
Demon World once again appeared on the continent. 


He was so large that one would feel suffocated just from 
looking at him. 


Pak. 


Ivan, who had just smashed a skeleton’s head, spat on the 
ground before saying. 


“This guy is way stronger than the high-ranking Demons | 
encountered before. Is he one of the Archdukes?” 


“That’s right. Although | wasn’t able to summon him in 
perfect condition.” 


Although Oydin said this, satisfaction was evident on his 
face. 


It had only been three years since he’d learned of the 
summoning method, but being able to summon an Archduke 
was clear evidence of his talent. 


His smile became even more relaxed. 


“This is ASura...even though the summoning was not 
perfect, he is still strong enough to easily get rid of you two. 
What do you think? Don’t you think he’s a suitable 
replacement for the Wind Spirit King?” 


Frey and Ivan didn’t answer. 

They must’ve been terrified. 

Oydin let out another laugh as he spread his arms. 
“Now...! Asura! Kill them!” 

[iss] 


Asura didn’t move immediately and instead inspected his 
surroundings. 


He looked at the surrounding forest, the stream and Hruhiral 
that stretched high into the sky. 


There was a bit of discomfort in his gaze. 


[...is this the land of the Elves? To summon me to a place 
like this. You must be out of your mind.] 


“Wh-, what did you say?” 

[Your words are short. Be more polite, little Elf.] 

“huk!” 

As he said this, Asura turned his eyes to glance at Oydin. 


Oydin, who was just about to speak, felt an incredible 
pressure in his heart and was forced to take a few steps 
back. 


[If it wasn’t for your talent, I’d never have signed a contract 
with a youngling like you.] 


Even though his words were insulting, Oydin didn’t dare to 
refute them. 


His back was wet with sweat. 


[But it’s been a while since | had a vacation, so it feels pretty 
good. It would have been better if it wasn’t the land of the 
Elves though. ] 


He felt his appetite stirring. 


Asura’s different faces each turned to face Frey and Ivan 
respectively. 


The moment he met his gaze, Ivan felt his heart flutter 
subconsciously, and immediately, his pride flared up. 


‘What are you afraid of, Ivan?!” 
Frey was even more shocked by the familiar gaze. 


[Anyway, a contract is a contract. Should | kill these two 
humans? ] 


“R-, right.” 

Oydin responded with a pale face. 

Frey approached Asura. 

Then he looked up at its faces before saying, 


“The Archduke of Demons and the ruler of the Slaughter 
Hell, Asura.” 


[That’s right, human Wizard. Do you intend to beg for your 
life? ] 


“Not exactly.” 

[Hmm.] 

Asura observed Frey closely. 

Then, both of his heads tilted at the same time. 
‘That look in his eyes...| think I’ve seen it before.’ 
He couldn’t remember it very well. 

It was strange. 


He would never forget such a unique human, and he didn’t 
think he’d met the one in front of him before. 


It couldn’t be possible either. 


The humans that he’d known before should’ve been nothing 
more than cold corpses by now. 


Because they were only mortal. 

“I want to ask you something.” 

[Do you think | will give you an answer?] 
[You should, Asura. Because you owe me.] 
[...?] 

Conductive Sound. 


No. Was it Telepathy? 


Using Telepathy on a Demon. 
This was the first time...no. 
This was not the first time. 


There had been a guy who did the same thing a long time 
ago. 


Asura frowned at the memories that he could not recall 
completely. 


[Pardon my manners, Asura. ] 
[What?] 
It was at that moment. 


The landscape around Asura suddenly changed. It 
transformed from the lush forest to a desolate hell filled with 
endless screaming. 


It was the Slaughter Hell, his own territory... 


Asura realised that this was his Soul Space. And the man 
was still standing calmly in front of him. 


His appearance was different from before, but Asura paid no 
attention to that. 


[You're a pretty ridiculous guy. Do you understand what 
you've just done?] 


Asura’s body grew to dozens of times larger than he had 
been before. Almost as if he was trying to pierce the sky with 
his size. 


The fierce aura that exuded from his body also became 
many times stronger. 


This was natural. 


The body that had been summoned in the Great Forest could 
only use a portion of his true power. 


However, this was his true form. 


The true essence of the Demon known as Asura, the true 
monarch of the Slaughter Hell in the Demon World. 


“This is your Soul Space. With your power, it would not be 
difficult to erase my existence.” 


It was exactly as Frey said. 


He was currently in his soul form, which meant that Asura 
could snuff out his existence without much effort. 


In a sense, he had placed his bare neck against the tiger’s 
fangs. 


No, it was much more dangerous than that. 
[Why did you come here?] 

“| wanted to talk quietly with you.” 

[Just because of that?] 

Asura let out a laugh. 


[lI] admit, you are a very interesting human. However, that’s 
all that you are. | have lied for thousands of years. Do you 
think I’ve never met anyone who also pretended to be as 
bold as you?] 


Asura lifted one of his weapons. 
It was a hammer. 


When Asura had grown to the size of a mountain, his 
weapons had grown with him. 


The hammer in his hand was a mountain in its own right. 
[Begone, mortal. | have nothing more to say to you.] 


Then the hammer fell slowly, creating tremendous wind 
pressure. 


The screams of the souls in the surroundings became even 
louder, as though they were screaming for him to kill Frey. 


It was Safe to say that if the hammer hit his soul, Frey would 
cease to exist. 


However, Frey still remained calm. 

“| came here to receive the debt from a bet, Asura.” 
[...] 

The hammer stopped. 

[Debt from a bet?] 


“| made a bet with you, and won. You promised me three 
favors to use at any time.” 


[...] 
Asura had a strange expression on his face. 


[Was it a contract? ] 


“It was.” 


[There’s only one person that | ever made such a contract 
with.] 


It was about 4,000 years ago. 


At that time, Asura hadn’t yet become an Archduke, but he 
had power that was close to one. At least, he had the 
strength to defeat the Archduke who ruled over the 
Slaughter Hell at that time. 


However, the Archduke of the Slaughter hell was not such a 
simple figure. 


Therefore, Asura increased his power by signing contracts 
with mortals in the Middle Earth. (TL: the author used the 
exact same ‘Middle Earth’ as in LoTR, so expect to meet 
Frodo soon 00D) 


Then he met a human. 
A Wizard who was a friend of his contractor at that time, Iris. 


He remembered him clearly because he was the one human 
who had the highest chance of crossing the transcendent 
boundary. 


Lukas Trowman. 

[Tell me what bet we made. ] 

Frey looked around. 

“Is this scene the Slaughter Hell?” 


[That’s right. ] 


Frey, who was silent for a moment, finally spoke. 


“l made it possible for you to view this landscape from the 
highest point.” 


[...] 
Asura’s eyes suddenly glowed a bloody red. 


Frey realised that he was using one of the powers Archdukes 
gained upon reaching their level. 


The Essence of Man, the ability to view the soul. 


Asura looked at Frey for a long time before bursting into 
maniacal laughter. 


[Hahahaha! Hahahaha-!] 
His mad laughter shook the Soul Space violently. 


Even Frey had no choice but to cover his ears because of 
how loud the laugh was. 


The lost souls also began screaming as though they were 
sharing their master’s joy. 


[It’s really you. Kukuku! How interesting. | heard you died 
during a fight against Lord. Did you come back?] 


“That’s what happened.” 
[But...you’re ridiculously weak now. ] 


“That’s none of your business. More importantly, are you 
more willing to answer my questions now?” 


[Of course. You deserve at least that much. ] 


The stronger the Demon, the more important the 
agreements, contracts or promised, and the weaker the 
Demon, the less likely they were to keep their promises. 


There were even cases of them eating their contractors. 


Asura had never been like that. This was one of the reasons 
that he was able to sit on the seat of Archduke. 


For Demons, the only way for them to truly elevate 
themselves was by signing contracts. 


Of course, they could still become stronger if they broke the 
contract or ate their contractor. It was not that hard. 


This was why a majority of Demons could not resist the 
temptation and chose the easy way to become stronger. 


“Iris Phisfounder. | was told that she is still alive. Is that 
true?” 


[That’s right. ] 
Frey wasn’t sure how to feel. 


Hruhiral and Asura. Two transcendent beings had confirmed 
her survival. 


Iris Phisfounder was truly alive, just like he was, somewhere 
on the continent. 


“| want to hear everything you know about Iris.” 
[That’s not difficult. But | find this really interesting.] 


“Interesting?” 


[Kuku...] 

[At the moment, | am no longer contracted to Iris. ] 
“Did you end the contract?” 

[No. She was the one who ended it.” ] 

“Why?” 

[I guess she no longer had a need for my strength. ] 
He didn’t understand. 

Frey narrowed his eyes. 


“...you’re saying that she wouldn’t need the power of the 
Ruler of the Slaughter Hell and one of the Six Archdukes of 
the Demon World?” 


[The power I can exert on the continent is limited anyway. ] 


When he heard the words that Asura said next, Frey felt his 
heart become heavy as though it was filled with lead. 


[She must consider herself to be out of my league after 
spending thousands of years with the Demigods. ] 
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“Are you certain that Iris joined hands with the Demigods?” 


[That’s how it appeared to me. There was one time that Iris 
Summoned me, but when | finally arrived, | was met with 
quite the surprise. The Lord of the Demigods was standing 
right beside her.] 


He’d seen her standing with none other than Lord. 


Frey had no choice but to accept the truth. 


[It wasn’t just me either. Barbaros and Zefar were there too. 
Kuku! It was certainly rare for three Archdukes to gather in 
one place. Only Iris, who had a once in a thousand year 
talent, could do it...but.] 


“She never summoned you to fight.” 


[Right. Because our power is very limited on the continent. | 
don’t know what exactly happened after the war, but I think 
Iris made some kind of deal with Lord.] 


“A deal? What deal?” 


[I’m not sure. But it seemed she didn’t want to fight a losing 
battle against Lord, so she wanted to negotiate more 
favorable conditions. ] 


“When did that happen?” 


[It wasn’t long after you disappeared. So about 4,000 years 
ago.] 


a“ ” 


Iris, no. 


Schweiser and his other friends seemed to have guessed 
that Lord was the reason behind his disappearance. 


Lord did not leave any trace of his actions, but in truth, the 
fact that there were no traces was the best piece of 
evidence. 


What Asura was talking about happened right after Frey had 
been trapped in the Abyss. 


Schweiser thought that Iris had gone into hiding at that time 
because she could not handle Lukas’ death. 


But that wasn’t the case. 


It seemed Iris was moving alone to achieve some sort of 
goal. 


[Iris changed a lot since you disappeared. It used to be hard 
to guess what she was thinking, but it became impossible. 
However, she didn’t go crazy. That’s for sure. I’ve seen 
enough crazy humans to tell the difference. ] 


“ ” 


[Anyway, after her deal with Lord, she began working with 
the Demigods. ] 


“Is it possible that they controlled her mind? Or threatened 
her?” 


[I don’t know about threats, but it wasn’t mind control. I’m 
not sure if there’s anything that could subdue her mind in 
the first place.] 


Frey agreed. 


No matter how powerful the Demigods were, Iris’ spiritual 
power was not something to be trifled with. 


All five heroes, including Frey, were masters of their 
respective fields, which meant that their mental states were 
far beyond the capacity of normal humans. 


In particular, Iris was a witch who specialised in Demon 
contracts, so her resistance to mental attacks was much 
stronger than the others. 


[Over time, the frequency with which she summoned me 
began to lessen, and then she suddenly ended the contract 
a few hundred years ago. Without even the slightest 
explanation. | heard the same thing happened to Barbatos 
and Zefar.] 


Asura’s lips curled upward. 


[Zefar was extremely offended by that, and he hasn’t signed 
any contracts with mortals since then. He’s quite narrow- 
minded. ] 


“ais that all you know?” 
[That’s right. No...wait.] 


Asura seemed to think about something for a moment before 
opening his mouth. 


[Iris...seemed to be searching for something.] 


“Looking for something? Like what?” 


[That human. The one with white hair and golden eyes. His 
name was...] 


“Schweiser Strow.” 
Asura nodded as Frey supplied him with the name. 


[Right. That was the name. The one who was called the 
Great Sage. Iris seemed to be looking for his inheritance. ] 


“Schweiser’s inheritance?” 


[Right. | heard her muttering about finding a ‘core’ or 
something. ] 


di |” 
Core. 


The only thing that Frey could think about at that moment 
was Anastasia, Schweiser’s magnum opus. 


A Golem core that stored a whopping 1 million ME. 
‘Iris Knows about Anastasia?’ 


He didn’t know why Iris was looking for a core. However, if 
he was able to complete Anastasia, he felt like he’d be able 
to understand why. 


Anastasia would have the answers to most of his questions. 
‘I’m running out of time.’ 


Frey realised once again that he did not have the time to 
relax and enjoy a slow pace. 


[Is that all you wanted to know?] 
“Yas,” 


[Good. You still have two more requests. Tell me what you 
want. ] 


Frey pondered for a moment before asking. 
“Can you kill Oydin?” 

[Impossible.] 

Asura shook his heads. 


[I'd never do something demeaning. I’m not bragging or 
anything, but I’ve never harmed my contractors. No matter 
how many favors | owe you, it’s not something | will do.] 


It was a pity, but he knew he was asking for too much. 


“Then what about returning to the Demon World without 
listening to Oydin’s orders?” 


[That’s easy enough.] 
Doing that alone was quite easy. 


Although his current strength in the outside world wasn’t 
complete because of the faulty summoning, he was still not 
something that Frey and Ivan were capable of handling on 
their own. 


[Then there’s one more. ] 
“...could you sign a contract with me?” 


“With you?” 


Asura spoke in a surprised voice. 


[Didn’t you say before that you weren’t interested in signing 
contracts with Demons? 


“I’m no longer in a position where | can pick and choose as | 
like. | have to use every option available.” 


It was clear to him that a contract with Asura would be of 
great help to him. Although his powers were restricted on 
the continent, the power of an Archduke was not something 
that could be ignored. 


Asura looked at him with a slightly weird expression. 


[Do you still intend to kill all the Demigods on the 
continent? ] 


“That is my only purpose in life.” 
[Kukuku!] 


It was a clear voice filled with determination, and Asura 
could not help the laughter that escaped his lips. 


Demigods. 


They were transcendent beings who were practically the 
rulers of Middle Earth. 


If a Demigod appeared in the Demon World, Asura would not 
be afraid of them. 


Each of the six Archdukes, who each ruled over a hell, was 
no less powerful than the Demigods. 


In fact, it was safe to say that they were stronger than the 
Demigods, excluding Lord and the Apocalypses. 


That’s why Frey’s existence was so interesting. 
Compared to Demigods, humans were insignificant beings. 


Yet one of these insignificant creatures had declared that 
they would annihilate the Demigods. 


And it wasn’t the case where this man was ignorant of the 
Demigods’ power. Instead, he was probably someone who 
had more knowledge about the Demigods’ strength than 
anyone else in the world. 


Nevertheless, he didn’t hesitate to fight back. Even when he 
was afraid, he struggled to overcome it. 


Asura realised exactly what Frey was. 

[You are a true warrior. ] 

“l'm a Wizard.” 

[I mean your fighting spirit, you fool.] 

It had been a long time since he’d been called a fool. 
Asura let out a hearty laugh. 


[Fine. l'Il sign a contract with you. You don’t have much 
talent, but | will do it because of our agreement. Kuku. You 
will be my most interesting contractor since Iris. ] 


Woowoong. 


Blood-colored patterns began forming in front of Asura, and 
when Frey took a closer look, he realised it was the 
summoning circle used to Summon him. 


[This is my summoning circle. Make sure you memorise it 
well so you can Summon me when you get the time. We will 
form the contract then.] 


“Got it.” 
Asura’s figure slowly began to blur. 


Frey wasn’t surprised at all. After all, this was a phenomenon 
that he had already witnessed once that day. 


His soul began leaving Asura’s Soul space. 


And just before he left completely, Frey heard Asura mutter 
under his breath. 


[What an interesting human...] 
x KO 

Frey blinked. 

He had returned to reality. 


They had spoken for a long time in the Soul Space, but only 
a few seconds had passed in reality. (TL:...so why did he 
spend half a day with Hruhiral then?...)(YH: author won’t 
reveal naughty things) 


Asura looked at Oydin and said. 
[I’m heading back.] 


“Wh-, what did you say? What are you talking about?! | 
summoned yo...” 


[So noisy. ] 


Asura swung his arm. The sword in his hand twisted and 
barely missed Oydin. 


Crack! Crack! 
Crash! 
“urk!” 


Hundreds of trees behind Oydin were swept away in an 
instant. 


With only the wind pressure released from his lazily swung 
blade, even the heavy forest trees that were deeply rooted 
in the ground were sent flying. 


[You should be more concerned about whether you'll survive 
tonight, puppet.] 


Me aD? 
Puppet? 
Gurgle... 


While Frey was trying to decipher the meaning behind those 
words, Asura’s body transformed into blood and fell to the 
ground, soaking it once more. 


Ivan, who was unsure of what was going on, could only ask 
with a confused expression on his face. 


“What the hell? Why did he just leave? Frey, what did you 
do?” 


All he knew was that Frey spoke to Asura. 


He was asking because this guy looked innocent, but he 
knew that Frey had something to do with what happened. 


“Well. It’s a good thing for us in any case.” 
“That... but something doesn’t feel right.” 


“Let’s focus on Oydin first. Just because Asura is gone 
doesn’t mean we can defeat him.” 


Frey’s expression was a bit strange. 


He looked at Oydin while pondering the words Asura had 
said while leaving. 


Oydin trembled. 


“I, | don’t believe this! Bullshit! H-, he...clearly said that | 
could use Asura to avert any crisis!” 
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Now that he thought about it, there was something he 
couldn’t understand. 


Who taught Oydin how to summon Asura? 
‘It could be Iris.’ 
He couldn’t let a clue about her slip away. 


Oydin looked exhausted, but he didn’t let his guard down. 
Because he still had his divine power. 


“Uahhh!” 
Crack. 


The ground split apart, and undead began appearing once 
again. 


This time, there were many more of them, but there were 
four Death Knights at the front who stood apart from the 


group. 

They all wore blood red armor. 

“Ivan, watch out for those guys with red armor at the front.” 
“What are they?” 

“Bloody Knights.” 

“Huh?” 


“in short, they are a higher ranking undead than Death 
Knights. They have a more developed combat ability 
compared to Death Knights.” 


“Uh...so they’re basically just sturdier punching bags?” 
Frey opened his mouth before closing it again. 

Ivan shouldn’t die at his level. 

Then he turned back to Oydin. 


He was flying in the sky on the back of a Bone Drake he’d 
summoned. 


Did he intend to run away? 
But he was acting strangely. 


“Ivan, can | ask you a favor?” 


“Go ahead.” 


After seeing Ivan snort, Frey covered him in some 
strengthening spells. They wouldn’t help him much, but it 
was better than nothing. 


Ivan smiled as he saw his faintly glowing body. 
“This is nice.” 

“Be careful. They aren’t easy to handle.” 

“Got it.” 

Frey flew up with a flight spell and shot after Oydin. 


The Drake was flapping furiously as it headed towards its 
destination without looking back. 


It didn’t take long for Frey to realise where Oydin was 
headed. 


The top of Hruhiral. 
Oydin landed there before turning around to glare at Frey. 
Anger and hatred were clear in his eyes. 


“Who the hell are you? And what trick did you use against 
Asura?” 


“It’s pointless to tell you since you will die here.” 
“You can try...!” 
Oydin shook his hand. 


The Bone Drake shot forward with a loud roar. 


Thud! 


Then the body of the Drake that was rushing towards Frey 
froze in a block of ice and fell to the ground. 


“Eeeek...!” 


Oydin shook his hand again, and purple energy began to 
flow from it. 


Undead began to rise from the branches of the World Tree, 
and upon seeing this, Frey couldn’t help but say. 


“I also have a question.” 
“Shut up!” (TL: how rude) 
The undead began rushing toward him. 


However, Frey quickly understood that Oydin was no threat 
to him. 


Was it because Oydin had been weakened? 


If so, then why was he so weak? Was it because he expended 
a lot of energy to summon Asura? Or was it because of the 
Bone Drake and Bloody Knights he just summoned? 


It was possible since summoning Asura consumed a large 
amount of energy. 


After all, summoning an Archduke was no easy task. 


If another Archduke other than Asura had been summoned, 
then everyone in the village including Frey and Ivan would 
have had to risk their lives to force it back. 


There was only one thing that Frey was curious about. 


Why was Oydin investing so much energy into tricks like 
summoning Demons despite being an Apostle? 


Crack! Crack! 
All the undead became frozen and shattered. 


Oydin’s gestures became more frantic. However, in contrast 
to Oydin, Frey’s facial expression became. 


A haze of icy air seemed to come from his body. 


“Nozdog has control over the power of death. Yet you seem 
to only have the ability to summon undead.” 


“This is the power of death...! |, | control death...!” 


“This is just necromancy. | don’t understand. Are you really 
Oydin?” 


“What...what are you talking about?” 
Crack. 


The sound of Frey stepping on a piece of ice was particularly 
loud. 


Oydin, who received his sharp gaze, shivered 
subconsciously. 


“You, are you even an Apostle?” 


Chapter 84: Hruhiral (7 ) 


‘Among the Apostles, there are those who are able to hide 
their divine power. The Apostles of the mighty Demigods, 
who the Circle calls the Apocalypses, and Lord.’ 


That was the information he received from Riki. 


...Riki claimed to have betrayed the Demigods, but Frey 
didn’t really believe him. 


So naturally, he wouldn’t just take his words at face value. 


He believed the story about the Demigod’s hibernation 
because he had seen Indra’s severed head with his own 
eyes. 


However, the phrase ‘Apocalypse’s Apostles could hide their 
divine power’ was different. 


He had ample reason to doubt it. 
‘Asura called Oydin a puppet.’ 


He didn’t know exactly what he meant by that. However, it 
made Frey’s question implicitly clear. 


The power that Oydin showcased was in no way threatening. 


In fact, Frey had never felt any threat to his life since 
encountering the man. 


To put it bluntly, the effort that he needed to exert paled in 
comparison when compared to Lukes, Indra’s Apostle. 


Besides, the depth of his ability was too shallow. It was too 
meager for him to believe it was the power of death. 


Otherwise, why would he be so willing to summon a Demon 
while being able to utilise divine power? 


All of this brought one question to his mind. 
‘Is Oydin really the Apostle?’ 


Frey walked toward Oydin, whose cold, sweat-covered arms 
were shaking. 


“A-, Apostle? Did you ask if | was an Apostle? Obviously...! I. 
| am Lord Nozdog’s Apostle!” 


“I’ve heard about Nozdog before.” 
Nozdog, the Demigod with the power of death. 


There was a fair amount of information about him in the 
Circle. 


This was natural. After all, the Circle had once led a punitive 
expedition against him. And the result was... a disastrous 
defeat. 


The Trowman Rings, who had power comparable to the Three 
Great Circles, headed on a downward spiral following the 
deaths of the Circle Master and many key circle executives, 
and although it wasn’t as much, the other circles also 
suffered heavy damage. 


“It’s not just about bringing the dead back to life. It was said 
that he always had a purple mist surrounding his body. If 
anyone who was not strong enough inhaled this mist, they 
would die instantly.” 


“Ka, kuh Pie 


“It wasn’t just that either. With just a touch, he had the 
power to melt skin and flesh from bone, and he could create 
ghosts that couldn’t be defeated through normal means. You 
are an Apostle, so it is impossible for you to have all of his 
power. However, even if we take that into account, you are 
still too weak.” 


Frey looked at the undead around him. 


“Look at this. Oydin, look at the undead that you 
summoned. Is this all the power you have? The power of the 
Death Apocalypse’s Apostle?” 


“U-, uh...” 
Oydin shivered. 


The man before him was calling him weak. Originally, he 
would not have expected it just because he said it. 


But...he knew that this man was stronger than him. 


[I’m sorry. But this is a choice that you will regret for your 
entire life. ] 


The voice of the Wind Spirit King appeared in his mind at 
that instant. 


At the time, he had only scoffed at her words, but now, he 
felt somewhat uneasy, as if her prediction was about to be 
proven. 


Was Nozdog really tricking him? 


“Nozdog...Lord Nozdog...!” 


Oydin cried out his name. 


At that moment, divine power erupted from his left eye, and 
purple smoke began spewing from it. 


Pshhk. 

‘Artificial eye? Is that the medium?’ 

The plume of smoke rose into the air before taking shape. 
Frey was dumbfounded. 


He had not expected him to contact his Demigod in such a 
situation. However, Oydin was already unable to think 
Clearly. 


He looked up at the sky with a desperate expression. He 
looked towards the only one who would be able to assuage 
his doubts. 


That being stood high in the sky, looking like a god of death 
at that moment. 


It was a Skeleton with pure white bones wearing a sharply 
contrasting black robe. (YH: Overlord?!) 


Even Frey felt his heart shake when he looked into the green 
fires that burned within the skeleton’s eye sockets. 


Cold sweat began forming on his forehead. 
‘That’s Nozdog.’ 
He realized it immediately. 


The power of the being in front of him reminded him of Riki. 


He already found it difficult to breathe just by looking at the 
image in front of him, which wasn’t even the main body. 


[What is it?] 


“Please tell me. Lord Nozdog...! Am I really not your 
Apostle?” 


Ea 


“Th-, this guy said that | was too weak! Is he telling the 
truth? He must be spouting nonsense, right? I... | am Lord 
Nozdog’s Apostle, aren’t I? Ha, haha!” 


Nozdog looked at Oydin, who was laughing awkwardly. 


His gaze could be predicted by the movement of the fires in 
his eye sockets. 


So when Nozdog’s gaze turned to him, Frey stepped back 
and raised his guard. 


[I didn’t expect Oydin’s identity to be revealed so quickly. 
Interesting. How did you find out?] 


It was a questioning tone. 


Frey realised that Nozdog was curious as to how he’d 
learned of this. 


“Because of the traces that were left around the Great 
Forest.” 


[You felt it? You’re quite sensitive for a human. There are a 
few people like that. But even then, it would not be so fast. ] 


“What are you trying to say?” 


[The traitor. ] 


Frey sincerely felt that it was fortunate Ivan wasn’t with him 
at the moment. Otherwise, if that simple guy heard Nozdog’s 
words, he would have reacted as though they had already 
been caught. 


Frey wouldn’t make such a rudimentary mistake. 


He simply looked up at Nozdog with an expressionless face, 
as if to ask what nonsense he was talking about. 


Nozdog stared at his face. 
Then the pure white head of the skeleton tilted to the side. 


[That’s right...| would expect no less from someone who 
realised that Oydin was not actually my Apostle. As 
expected, this little ploy attracted enough attention. ] 


‘this bastard.’ 


Was the undead plague that had been unleashed on the 
Great Reynols Forest simply bait to lure out the Demigods’ 
traitor? 


No, it wasn’t just that. 


Frey looked at Oydin, who was staring at Nozdog with a 
horrified expression on his face, once again. 


“| see,” 


From the start, Oydin’s purpose had only been to serve as 
bait. 


He wasn’t sure exactly how it was possible, but he couldn’t 
just ignore this chance. 


If he poked at him a bit, he should be able to get a reaction 
of some kind. 


“| don’t know what you’re talking about. This is my first time 
talking to a Demigod, but you talk a lot more than | 
expected.” 


[...] 
Nozdog observed the human in front of him. 


He had been alive for tens of thousands of years, and it was 
not a hard task for him to understand the thoughts of 
mortals. 


After asking a question that he determined to pierce the 
core of what he wanted to know, he would immediately be 
able to know the truth from even the slightest reaction. 


That was why he had responded to Oydin’s call so quickly. 


He was sure that if someone who was able to force Oydin 
into a corner, to the extent that he would call for him, 
appeared, they would definitely be connected to the traitor. 


But somehow, he was unable to read anything. 
‘How perplexing.’ 


This was something that Nozdog had not felt in over ten 
thousand years. 


He could not tell what this man before him was thinking. 


If other Demigods heard him say that, they might’ve burst 
into laughter, but it was the truth. 


He, who had lived for tens of thousands of years couldn’t 
read the intentions of a man who had not even lived 100 
years? 


‘That makes it even more suspicious.’ 
Oydin slowly stepped forward. 


“Lord Nozdog...please answer me. | threw away everything. 
You can’t do this. Please...am | just a puppet...no. I, am I...” 


[You’re not a puppet. ] 

Nozdog shook his head. 

When he heard this, Oydin’s eyes lit up. 

“Do you...really mean that? Then | am really you...” 
[You’re not my Apostle. You were just bait. And.] 
Nozdog pointed a boney finger at Oydin. 


[There’s no reason to keep the bait alive when it failed to 
catch the fish. ] 


“Uh...urk...” 
Oydin’s body began to melt. 


First, his hair fell out. Then his skin flowed down like water, 
and his eyes fell out. 


Oydin’s appearance, which was even more gorgeous than 
Peran’s, disappeared in an instant. 


“U-, u-, urk...ugh...!” 


He tried to catch his melting skin, but it was impossible. 
His hands had also melted, revealing his white bones. 
“Ah...NO wa...” 

Those were Oydin’s final words. 

Puk. 

His body collapsed in a pile. 

He’d died in vain. 


Frey felt a little empty inside because he had been prepared 
to risk his life against him. 


He turned to Nozdog once again. 


It might have been because of Oydin’s death, but his figure 
had begun to blur. 


[Circle. It’s definitely starting to become a pain. And if the 
traitor is intending to cooperate with you...it will become 
even more annoying.] 


He muttered softly as he disappeared. 


[Even if we have to pay a price, it'll be better to wipe it out 
completely. ] 
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With those words, Nozdog’s image vanished completely. 


Frey looked up at the sky. It was still the dark night’s sky. 


He really wanted to see the crescent moon that was hidden 
behind the clouds. But there was something he needed to do 
first. 


“I think you can come out now.” 
After he said that, someone finally appeared. 
Frey turned around. 


White hair that seemed to glow in the dark and skin that 
was even whiter than that. 


She smiled gently with her destructively beautiful face. 
Snow De Predickwood 

The Queen of the Elves and Oydin’s sister. 

“How did you know?” 

“You mean after you purposefully revealed your presence?” 


Frey didn’t speak politely, and Snow did not show any 
displeasure because of that. 


Instead, she looked at Frey with a curious expression on her 
face. 


“Hmm.” 
Her aura was very different from the last time they met. 


At that time, her body seemed to exude the nobility and 
grace that one would expect from a Queen, but now, it was 
like she was a completely different person. 


In fact, she even looked a little cheerful. 


Her gaze turned to Oydin’s corpse, which was in a pool of 
blood in front of Frey. 


“So this is how it ended.” 
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“Thank you. For putting my foolish brother to rest. 
Originally, it was something | intended to do with my own 
hands.” 


...Was this her true appearance? 


The way she spoke didn’t change much, but her expression 
was completely different. 


“You knew that this man was a Demigod’s subordinate?” 
“That’s right.” 


Snow nodded and touched her slender waist, causing Frey to 
notice the sword that was holstered there. 


“How? Did Hruhiral tell you?” 

“No. Hruhiral does not say anything about them.” 
“athen.” 

“It was the one who told you about Oydin’s identity.” 
Riki? 

Riki was the one who told her? 


‘Why?’ 


Frey remained expressionless, hiding the agitation he felt 
inside. It was possible that she was lying just to get 
information from him. 


However, after hearing what Snow had to say next, he knew 
that she wasn’t. 


“Demigod Riki with the power of the sword. Rest assured, 
Wizard Frey. You and | are on the same side.” 


“Who are you?” 


“Snow Predickwood, Queen of all Elves. But that isn’t what 
you want to know, is it?” 


Snow laughed, revealing her white teeth. 


“As for my identity, | will tell you when the Magic Warrior 
King’s successor joins us. For now, we should head down. 
There’s something we need to deal with.” 


“What do we have to deal with?” 
“My brother’s final struggle.” 


The moment she smiled and spoke bitterly, divine power 
began to pour out of Oydin’s corpse. 


‘He’s already dead, so how is this happening?’ 
As he thought this, Frey prepared his mana. 
Snow muttered while slowly pulling out her sword. 


“I tried to kill Oydin outside of the Great Forest because | 
was afraid something like this would happen. But it is 
inevitable now as his evil plan has already been exposed.” 


Snow pointed to Oydin’s body. 


“Nozdog planted seeds into Oydin’s body as he killed him. 
He intends to make use of the divine power still within it, 
and something really troublesome will come out.” 


Chh. 


Oydin’s blood began to clump together. Then it flew toward 
Frey at a tremendous speed. 


Frey used Blink to escape the blood. 


However, the blood continued and fell from the tree as 
though Frey had not been its target in the first place. 


“That was it?” 
“Look down, and you'll understand.” 


Frey stood on the edge of the branch and looked down at the 
village. 


Chapter 85: Clean Up(1) 


As he looked down from Hruhiral, Frey’s expression became 
strange. 


A gigantic magic circle had been drawn on the ground. 


The magic circle, which could be seen clearly even from the 
top of Hruhiral, was emitting an ominous, bloody light, 
similar to Asura’s circle. However, the pattern was different. 


“He used Oydin’s blood as a medium to summon 
something.” 


“It’s huge. Maybe even a Dragon might come out of it.” 
Rooooaaar! 


At that moment, a Dragon made entirely out of pure, white 
bones, stepped out of the magic circle. 


Its eye sockets lit up as a ferocious roar tore through the 
forest. (TL: if this doesn’t wake those elves up...nothing will) 


Snow let out a cheerful laugh. 


“A word can become a seed. This proverb seems to represent 
this situation quite well.” 
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“Well then...” 


Snow covered her face with a wooden mask. 


It wasn’t any ordinary mask. 


Instead, the moment she put it on her face, her appearance 
began to change. 


Her white hair became black, and her noble and mysterious 
aura faded. 


“A magic tool?” 


“It’s called Jenki’s Mask. Because my normal appearance is 
too eye-catching.” 


“|I suppose you don’t want to reveal your identity.” 
“Right. It’s not yet time.” 

Frey nodded. 

“If you help me, l'Il be able to stop the Dragon.” 


“That’s a weird thing to say. The Great Forest is the home of 
the Elves, so aren’t you the one helping? Thank you in 
advance.” 


He could feel that she was smiling behind the mask just by 
looking at her eyes. 


What she said did make sense. 


It seemed that Snow was someone who liked having 
conversations, but now was not the time to chat. 


Roooaaar- 


The Bone Dragon caused a large commotion. 


In that short moment, it had already uprooted countless 
trees, and deep scars marked the ground. 


After looking at each other’s eyes for a moment, Frey and 
Snow lept from the tree at the same time, completely in 
sync. 
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“Fuck this!” 
Ivan swore loudly. 


Anyone would react in the same way if a gigantic skeleton 
Dragon appeared from out of the ground. 


What’s more, he’d had a hard time defeating the Bloody 
Knights and had finally gotten the chance to take a breather. 


“I thought this would happen...” 


Syax was Sad as she saw the destruction being wrought 
upon the forest. 


From the moment the Dragon appeared, it had already 
smashed dozens of trees, and the destruction seemed far 
from over. 


It was a truly heartbreaking sight for Elves. 


This was true for the Elves she brought as reinforcements as 
well. 


“Wind Spirit!” 


“Lend me your strength!” 


The Elves began using all of their means to desperately 
attack the Bone Dragon, but they failed to produce any 
results. 


The Dragon’s bones were too hard, and its magic resistance 
too strong. 


Someone couldn’t help but mutter. 
“I can’t believe the Hiralgard isn’t here at a time like this...” 


They would not have been this desperate if the Hiralgard 
had not left the village for a mission. 


Most of the High Elves’ outstanding warriors were a part of 
that group. 


It was then. 
Crack! 


lvan’s fist smashed the Dragon’s bones, causing the eyes of 
all the Elves that saw this to widen dramatically. 


This was because the Dragon’s bones, which they had been 
unable to damage, even after trying their best, were 
smashed so easily. 


However, Ilvan’s expression crumpled. 


‘I used up too much of my strength. It’s not like | can’t 
damage it... but | won’t be able to last for much longer.’ 


Tat. 


Then Frey and Snow fell from the sky and landed beside him. 


Ivan clenched and unclenched his fist as he threw a glance 
towards them. 


It would be different with that guy around. 
“What about Oydin?” 
“Dead. Now, all we need to do is clean up the aftermath.” 


“You say that like it’s as easy as flipping a palm. That 
monster won’t be easy to beat.” 


“But we have to anyway.” 

As snow spoke in a bright tone, Ivan tilted his head slightly. 
“Who's this chick?” 

“A partner. Not completely trustworthy.” 

“You're too much. Couldn’t you introduce me more warmly?” 


Frey didn’t pay attention to her joke. It wasn’t a situation 
where they could afford to play around. 


Snow grumbled as she tightened the grip on her sword. 


“He’s loud, but he’s not that much of a threat. The three of 
us should be enough.” 


Ml 


. fine.” 
“Let’s get to it.” 


Frey, lvan and Snow looked up at the Dragon, and maybe it 
felt their gazes, because the forest was once again shaken 
by a loud roar. 


x KO 


“You're late, Riki.” 
A gloomy and unpleasant voice sounded out. 


It sounded like someone was scratching the bark of an old 
tree with their nails, but it was a voice that he’d heard 
countless times before. 


Riki turned his head calmly without even the slightest twitch 
of an eyebrow. 


It was a hideous old man who sat slouched in a chair. He had 
numerous age spots on his face, a bulbous, aquiline nose, 
hazy eyes and messy hair. 


Even if one tried to find something good in his appearance, 
it would be impossible. 


“You're early, Ananta.” 
“Kukukuku. Same old, same old.” 


Riki sat down after taking a look at Ananta, who was 
laughing in the darkness. 


He wasn’t as late as he made it seem. 


Apart from him, there were three others there. And they 
were still waiting for two more to join them. 


“Wasn't Nozdog the one who called us here today?” 
This time, it was a bubbly voice. 


Demigod Leyrin, who had gray hair, put her chin on her 
hand as she spoke in a bored manner. 


“This iS a Special occasion. | can’t believe that Nozdog, who 
is the most taciturn after Riki, actually called a meeting.” 


“There must be something important to discuss.” 
It was a Demigod with hair that looked like fire. 
Leyrin looked at him before saying. 

“Agni, did you make an Apostle yet?”” 

“Not yet.” 


“Aren't you a little too late? Lord said that everyone should 
bring an Apostle to the next meeting. He said he’d check 
each and every one of us.” 


“I will make one in time. Don’t worry.” 


“You’re such a pain in the neck. Fine, | won’t worry. You’re on 
your own.” 


Leyrin frowned and waved her hand a few times. 

It was then. 

[It seems | am the last one. ] 

The void split, and with a gloomy voice, Nozdog appeared. 


His skeletal appearance stood out a lot among the group of 
Demigods. 


“Lord’s not here yet?” 
[Lord won't be coming this time. ] 


“What? | wanted to see his face after such a long time.” 


Leyrin leaned over the table with a sad expression on her 
face. However, her grumbling ended there as it was a 
common occurrence. 


After all, Lord was busier than the five of them combined. 
“So? Why did you call us here, Nozdog?” 


[I’m sure you’ve already guessed the reason for this 
meeting. At this point, there’s only one thing that would 
warrant such an urgent meeting. ] 


Ananta let out a low laugh before saying. 
“You discovered a clue about the traitor.” 
[That’s right. ] 


Nozdog nodded and observed these people whom he’d 
known for tens of thousands of years. 


He’d deliberately spoken publicly about the traitor, but no 
one had any noticeable reactions. 


He didn’t expect to see any anyway. 


If he could have found out who it was with only so few 
words, then they would have been captured already. 


He wasn’t even sure that the traitor was an Apocalypse in 
the first place. 


Nozdog still found it unbelievable. 
Was there really a traitor among their people? 


Theirs was not a bond that was bound by a few years or 
decades as those among mortals. 


They had been together for thousands and even tens of 
thousands of years. 


Their minds were already entangled like webs down to the 
deepest depths, reaching to the point where they even 
shared feelings and emotions. 


Nevertheless, the fact that they had been unable to find the 
traitor meant that they were extremely adept at controlling 
their emotions. 


Therefore, in order to find the traitor, they must first break 
their composure. 


‘That’s easy to Say.’ 


He knew how difficult such a task was since even he himself 
would not so much as twitch an eyebrow if something were 
to not go as he wanted. 


“Huh? Really? Yay! So we can finally get rid of that 
ungrateful bastard?” 


[No. | only have a clue. We still don’t know who it is.] 
“Hmm. | see.” 
Leyrin. 


At first glance, one might think from her actions that she 
was quite expressive. However, her insides were colder than 
ice. 


Nozdog continued speaking without paying much attention 
to her outburst. 


[I created several Apostles and scattered them across the 
continent. ] 


“You made several Apostles? That’s possible?” 


[It would be impossible if they were all the real thing. But 
except for the real one, the rest are just trash who can’t even 
properly use the bit of power | gave them.] 


“I see. So they’re bait.” 


[That’s right. And one of them, whom | planted near the 
Great Reynols Forest, died.] 


“The Great Forest...that’s near where Riki stays.” 

The Demigods’ eyes all turned to Riki. Though no one looked 
at him openly with suspicious gazes, it didn’t make it any 
better. 

Riki simply nodded. 

“There were some undead around the area.” 

[Riki, you said you made an Apostle a while ago. ] 


“Is there a problem with that?” 


[It’s not that. It’s just...naven’t you hated interacting with 
mortals since that incident 4,000 years ago?] 


As he said this, Nozdog turned to Riki. 


[That human country you destroyed. What was the name 
again...] 


“Icollium.” (TL: ...) 


Riki said the name for him. 


Nozdog, no. Every Demigod seated there felt his emotions 
fluctuate slightly. 


However, it was not suspicious. They all knew that Riki had 
been greatly impressed by the man he’d fought there. 


“It was called Icollium. Nozdog, | wonder why you’re 
suddenly bringing up that story.” 


[It’s because I’m curious as to why you would suddenly 
make an Apostle, ] 


“Lord said to make one. It was in preparation for the 
meeting.” 


fal 
He wasn’t wrong, but Nozdog was a little suspicious. 


The only ones who could get away with disobeying Lord’s 
orders were the five seated in this room. 


And among those here, Riki especially had numerous 
conflicts with Lord. 


It was slightly suspicious that Riki so obediently followed 
Lord’s orders. 


Leyrin spoke with a bored expression still on her face. 
“Alright, that’s enough. Tell us what clues you’ve found.” 


[The dummy Apostles | made also had the ability to hide 
their divine power. This means that unless they revealed 
their power first, those troublesome pursuers from the Circle 
would never be able to find them. Only a Demigod would be 
able to see through it.] 


“Then...” 


[For now, the more suspicious are the ones who reside near 
the Great Forest. ] 


For a moment, silence descended upon the room. 
Finally, Agni said. 

“Does that include Riki?” 

[That’s right. ] 

Agni’s expression became slightly strange. 


In truth, he still didn’t believe that there was a traitor among 
the Demigods. And even if it were true, he did not believe it 
would be one of the five. 


[If we consider the range of a Demigod’s perception, then 
four people, including Riki, are the main suspects. Lord will 
Speak directly to the four of them during the meeting in 
three months time. Riki, you are no exception. ] 


“PI keep it in mind.” 
Riki nodded calmly without showing any reactions. 
Nozdog looked at him for a moment before speaking. 


[Everyone must bring their Apostles to the meeting. 
However, we should consider alternatives to hide their 
appearances. Our Apostles’ identities are our weak points as 
long as we don’t know who the traitor is.] 


Everyone nodded. 


The meeting was important for the Demigods, but it was also 
an opportunity that the traitor would not dare to pass up. 


The Apocalypses’ Apostles were particularly well hidden, so 
they would participate in the meeting just to learn their 
identities. 


“Then, l'II see you there.” 


Leyrin was the first to leave, followed by Ananta, Agni and 
finally Nozdog. 


Riki was the only one left in the dark room. 
“Hmmm...” 

He tapped on the arm of his chair, deep in thought. 
“As it is... my plan won’t work.” 


If he was to take his real Apostle, then Nozdog was bound to 
be suspicious. 


He had made a blunder, so to speak. 


However, he could use the method Nozdog mentioned and 
use someone who wasn’t his Apostle to fool Lord. 


“It’s difficult. It’s a really difficult problem.” 
But it wasn’t impossible. 


Riki’s Murmur echoed in the dark room. 


Chapter 86: Clean Up(2) 


Syax was dumbfounded by the sight in front of her. 


The Bone Dragon, a monster powerful enough to be 
considered the Lord of undead. 


It was the first time Syax was seeing one in person, but from 
the knowledge that she had gained, she knew how 
ridiculously powerful it was. 


When the Bone Dragon first appeared from the bloody 
summoning circle, Syax believed that the village’s 
destruction was inevitable. 


And she was not alone. 
The majority of the Elves thought so too. 


Neither their spells, spirits nor weapons had been able to so 
much as scratch the Dragon’s bones. 


That’s why the sudden appearance of people, who suddenly 
began fighting the Dragon, was like the arrival of a team of 
heroes to the Elves. 


Crack, crack. 


Suddenly, hundreds of ice spikes filled the sky, causing 
Syax’s jaw to drop. 


‘So many ice spikes were created in an instant...’ 


It was clear who had cast the spell. Because there was only 
one Wizard in the village who might’ve been able to utilize 
such powerful magic. 


Frey. 
Moreover, she didn’t just focus on the scale of the attack. 


The movement of the Dragon made it tricky to deal damage 
to it while minimizing the destruction of the village. 


Mt I” 
Syax shuddered. 
Frey’s skill was phenomenal. It was beyond amazing. 


Syax was perhaps the only one among the Elves present 
who could truly understand how shocking the sight before 
them was. 


Archmage. 
Frey was definitely an Archmage. 


Syax finally realised the weight of the word at that very 
moment. 


She could see it clearly. 


An image of the entire battlefield was in Frey’s mind at that 
moment. On it were the positions of every ally, enemy and 
civilian that were present, and by using that image, he was 
able to think of ways to combine dozens of spells, and he 
was able to pinpoint the right places to release them. 


But it wasn’t just Frey who was amazing. 


“Kuhh!” 


A man roared as he charged toward the Bone Dragon, his 
lion mane-like hair blowing fiercely in the wind. 


Boom! 
His fist struck the Dragon’s leg with a loud sound. 


Considering the Bone Dragon's size, such an attack should 
have been akin to being bitten by a mosquito. However, the 
result was the opposite. 


Crack! 


The Bone Dragon’s front paw was smashed, and the giant 
monster staggered backward. 


The bones of this large Dragon, which had not been 
scratched by the Elves’ attacks, shattered like glass. 


“A-, amazing.” 
“They are...?” 


Then someone appeared behind the Dragon and swung their 
sword at the Dragon’s remaining foot. 


Kak! 

The forefoot was cut off easily, revealing a clean cut. 
“Aht!” 

“Th-, that lady!” 


The High Elves simultaneously revealed expressions of relief. 


They soon cheered with their arms raised in the air. 


They immediately recognized the masked, black-haired 
Swordswoman. 


“|-, it’s Swordna!” 

“Hiralgard’s Swordna is here!” 

x KO 

‘It’s loud, but it’s not that much of a threat.’ 
Snow’s judgement had been accurate. 


As she said, they had overwhelmed the Bone Dragon from 
the moment the fight began. 


However, it wasn’t that the Dragon was weak. 
How could that be? 


The being that they faced was none other than a Bone 
Dragon. Something that only a necromancer who had 
reached the pinnacle of necromantic arts could even hope to 
summon. 


But this one was incredibly clumsy. 


It was unable to properly use its destructive power, the 
strength of its bones or even the simplest of spells. 


‘Come to think of it, none of the undead that Oydin 
summoned had a consciousness.’ 


Undead were not monsters that were all without intellect. 


Like the Lich that Frey encountered on the Cortez, the 
higher the undead’s rank, the closer they got to human 
intelligence. 


However, Oydin’s undead were different. 


Their power was slightly higher than normal undead, but 
their intellect was much lower. 


Was it because he was only half an Apostle? 
“Get down, you lizard bastard!” 

lvan’s fist crashed into the Dragon’s head. 
Boom! 


There was a loud explosion as the Dragon’s head was 
smashed. 


The Bone Dragon lost its balance and stumbled backward, 
and Snow did not miss that opening. 


She jumped up with a light step that looked like a gentle 
dance move, and sliced the Bone Dragon’s neck. 


Krrrr... 
That was the final blow. 


Smoke billowed out of the Bone Dragon’s body as it began 
to fall apart like a rain of bone fragments. 


The size of these bone fragments were large enough to be 
threatening to the Elves, even if they couldn’t harm the 
three of them. 


Snow’s expression hardened. 


“That savage...” 
“Barrier.” 


Suddenly, a barrier appeared to block the bone fragments, 
and Snow's stiff expression smoothened. 


“You’re an even more amazing wizard than | thought.” 


Frey responded after confirming that no more fragments 
were falling from the sky. 


“The front was strong, so supporting from the rear was easy.” 
Snow smiled and turned to Ivan. 


“Right. This Magic Warrior is also quite powerful. But you 
know. You are the reason that guy and | could fight so 
comfortably.” 


Frey’s ability had long surpassed the level that could be 
described as skillful or talented. 


He had overwhelming experience, impeccable judgement 
and was able to maintain his composure even in an 
extremely chaotic situation. 


Thanks to this, they had been able to defeat the Dragon 
while sustaining barely any damage. 


It wasn’t that there were no casualties, but considering the 
Dragon’s might, their losses were negligible at worst. 


“His battle awareness is really strange.” 
Ivan approached them while brushing bone dust off his face. 


Snow nodded and sheathed her sword. 


Chuk. 


Just as she admired Frey’s ability, Frey was also astonished 
by the skill that she had displayed. 


Frey noticed that there was something hidden in her power, 
but he chose to keep it to himself for now. 


“Hoo...” 


Ivan shook his head, his mane-like hair swinging wildly and 
his face red with exhaustion. 


He was definitely the most tired among them. 


After defeating the four Bloody Knights as well as the other 
undead, he had helped them subdue the Dragon without 
taking a break. 


“Goddammit. | came out to have a bath. | didn’t expect to 
have to deal with this shit.” 


“Let’s clean up first. Then we'll hear what this woman has to 
Say.” 


“Sure.” 

Snow looked around. 

They won, but it had left a huge scar on the forest. 
She muttered with a depressed voice. 


“First... | should probably say something to everyone.” 


x KO 


It took about three days to restore the forest to a state that 
was barely acceptable. 


In particular, Frey once again displayed a spectacular 
performance. 


The moment he cast a cleansing spell on the trees that had 
been damaged by the death energy, Snow showed a 
shocked expression for the first time. 


“You even know purification magic?” 
“Is that a problem?” 


“N-, no. There’s no problem... but isn’t that magic basically 
useless to humans?” 


“Th is.” 
Purification magic. 


It was something that was only used by priests and saints 
who specialised in purification. 


The mana cost was not very high. However, it was very 
inefficient and difficult to control, so most Wizards didn’t 
bother to learn it. 


Of course, Frey, who had been known as the Great Mage in 
the past, had learned a lot of magic that many would not 
have bothered to learn. 


He had used many small tricks before, but none were on the 
same level as purification magic. 


l ” 


Snow became even more curious about Frey’s identity. 


She could not understand him at all. 


The man in front of her had displayed incredibly high attack, 
defense and support skills. And looking at him now, it 
seemed that his skill in purification magic was not lacking in 
the slightest. 


“You know a lot about magic for an elf.” 


“I can’t learn it myself because my talent is lacking, but | am 
incredibly interested in Magical Science.” 


This made Frey wonder just what she was talented in then. 
He looked at her waist. 


The sword that she’d used to kill the Dragon was no longer 
there. 


Snow smiled. 


“Huhu. What’s with that lecherous gaze? Are you having 
trouble taking your eyes off of this Queen’s slender waist?” 


l ” 


From her words, it would have been impossible to tell that 
she was an Elf. 


Was this type of personality common among the Ice Elves? 
Frey began pondering that and completely ignored Snow. 
“it’s not fun when there’s no response.” 

Snow grumbled and left. 


That night, Frey and Ivan headed to Hruhiral since they had 
been summoned by Snow. 


Tak. 
The door closed behind them. 


They were in a large room, but only Frey, Ivan and Snow 
were present. 


Snow sat on a chair with her legs crossed. 


“If it’s here, then we won’t have to worry about our 
conversation being overheard.” 


Ivan snorted and said. 


“You are quite courageous, Your Majesty. To call us here 
without any escorts.” 


He clearly still didn’t like this demonically beautiful woman. 


However, when Snow simply smiled and took out Jenki’s 
Mask, his expression changed. 


“That mask...” 


“I have the skills to protect myself, so of course | wouldn’t 
worry.” 


As she put on the mask, her hair changed color once again. 
Ivan had a dumbfounded expression on his face. 

“you were that strong fighter wearing the mask?” 
“Thank you for the compliment. You’re not bad yourself.” 


Mt ” 


Ivan’s lips shut tightly. 


He had been the one who had watched her fight from the 
closest distance. He knew that her skill was in no way 
inferior to his. 


Ivan, who believed in giving respect where it was due, could 
no longer ignore Snow. 


Even though he still didn’t like her, he would not continue to 
treat her in the same rude manner. 


“That’s enough for introductions. Can you tell us your 
identity now?” 


“Of course. | am Riki’s Apostle.” 
Frey and Ivan fell silent at the same time. 


They were shocked when she had simply revealed her 
identity without any hesitation. 


“That guy has an Apostle? No. Well. There’s nothing strange 
about it even if he did.” 


In the first place, they hadn’t been interacting with Riki for 
very long. 


Ivan nodded as he inspected Snow once again. 

“That explains your sword skills.” 

“Huh? | didn’t use my divine power in the fight.” 
“...you’re that strong even without using divine power?” 


“Right. Isn’t it natural? If | was to use my divine power, then 
the aura would definitely leak out. I’m an Apostle, but | 


rarely use my divine power.” 


Mt ” 


If that was the case, then her true strength was quite 
terrifying. 


But Frey felt that something wasn’t right. 
What was Riki’s power in the first place? 
‘Demigod with the power of the sword.’ 
That was how Riki introduced himself. 


It was a very abstract power, unlike the other Demigods who 
had powers over lightning, poison, or death. 


‘Using a sword?’ 


He felt that it was very likely that something more was 
hidden beneath that simple explanation. 


“The Queen of Elves is an Apostle. If Syax learned of this, 
she would be devastated. So that’s why you go under a 
different name while using the mask.” 


“lam also the Circle Master of the Hiralgard, and while | play 
that role, | use the pseudonym Swordna. Only a few people 
know this.” 


“.,.does anyone know that you are an Apostle?” 


“No one else knows. Only you two. It’s not an easy thing to 
accept.” 


“Why did you become Riki’s Apostle?” 


“My entire family was destroyed by a Demigod. That means 
that | am the only surviving Ice Elf on the entire continent.” 


Snow’s voice was calm. It didn’t sound like she had any 
anger or resentment toward the Demigods. 


But Frey knew that everything wasn’t as it seemed. 


“But they are too strong. As a mere mortal, there was 
nothing that | could do. So! don’t regret accepting Riki’s 
offer.” 


Snow smiled bitterly. 

“You are a true Queen.” 

Snow felt like Frey was one of her own kind. 
This man was truly interesting. 


She was sure that he was human, but she couldn’t help but 
feel that he was much older than her. Even now, as they sat 
face to face, she couldn’t even begin to guess his true 
depth. 


Although he seemed so warm and kind, he was also able to 
become more heartless than anyone when necessary. 


And she was sure that it would be one of his greatest 
weapons when he faced transcendent beings like Demigods. 


‘She’s so similar.’ 
Frey didn’t think that his words were wrong. 


It would have been impossible for him to sign a contract 
with Asura 4,000 years ago, even if in a desperate situation. 


How would he react if a traitor other than Riki were to 
appear before him and offer him the chance to be their 
Apostle? 


“Anyway, what I'd like to tell you is... hmm.” 

Snow suddenly stopped talking and closed her eyes. 
Ivan tilted his head. 

“What’s wrong? Why did you stop talking?” 


“It seems she’s connected to Hruhiral. Let’s just wait fora 
moment.” 


“She calls us here late at night and then does shit like this.” 


Ivan folded his arms and grumbled in a childish manner. It 
was Clear that he really didn’t like Snow. 


After a while, Snow woke up from her state and looked at 
Frey with a complicated gaze. 


“You've been in contact with Mother.” 
“That’s right.” 


“To enter Mother’s Soul Space without being an Elf... | don’t 
know how many more surprises you will give me.” 


M ” 


“anyway. Mother would like to express her sincere 
gratitude for your help before.” 


“Anyone can express their gratitude in words.” 


When Ivan said those words in a blunt tone, Snow gave a 
laugh, showing her agreement. 


“Huhu. Right. | also have my face as a queen, so | won’t be 
stingy. Follow me, and | will give you something as a sign of 
gratitude. You will not be disappointed.” 

Ivan scoffed as he also stood up. 


“Hmph. | won’t take it lightly if you make me look forward to 
it like this and your gift turns out to be a salad.” 


Chapter 87: Clean Up(3) 


Frey and Ivan followed Snow as she began to head 
downward. 


“We're going underground?” 


“To be precise, we’re going to the roots. Huhu. Usually, only 
Queens and a few Elders are allowed to enter. You should 
feel honored.” 


“You're taking us to such a place?” 
Ivan spoke a bit hesitantly. 


Rather than feeling honored at such an opportunity, he felt 
more like he was being dragged into something 
troublesome. 


Snow shrugged. 


“It doesn’t matter. It was Mother who gave me permission 
after all.” 


They continued a bit further. 


The surroundings began to darken, and they could no longer 
feel the presence of Elves around them. 


Frey realised that they were really close to Hruhiral’s roots. 


One interesting thing he noticed was the fact that although 
it was not bright, it was not very dark either. 


And the reason for this was small firefly-like creatures that 
floated around and gave off gentle light. 


“What are these? Fireflies?” 
“You're so rude. They’re Spirits.” 
“there are Spirits this weak?” 


“It’s because they haven’t even become low-ranked Spirits 
yet. In a sense, they are the closest beings in nature to true 
purity.” 


Snow nodded at Frey’s words. 
“Don’t touch them. They don’t like savages like you.” 


“Sorry for being a savage.” (TL: classy, bougie, ratchet)(YH: 
a savage wouldn't say that :o) 


After a while, they arrived at a huge room. 


The strange thing about this room was that it was brighter 
than the others, and there was a tree in its center. 


Ivan made a strange expression. 
“There is a tree among the roots of another tree?” 


“In truth, this is Hruhiral’s true form. If Oydin knew about 
this, he would have come here to contaminate Hruhiral 
instead of going to the top.” 


This tree was much smaller than the ones on the surface. 


The trees in the Great Reynols Forest were all quite large, 
but this tree was only about half the size of the others. 


Nevertheless, despite its small stature, this tree exuded a 
majestic aura that surpassed even the enormous Hruhiral on 
the surface, so much so that even Ivan, who usually had a 
smart mouth, had nothing to say. 


Snow walked up to the tree before leaping lightly and picked 
two fruits that were growing on its branches. 


She then smiled and stretched her hands out to Frey and 
Ivan. 


Ivan made a face. 


“although it’s not a salad, | don’t particularly like this gift 
any better.” 


“What nonsense are you saying? This is Hruhiral’s fruit. For 
those like you, who walk the path of magic, it is a precious 
item that they couldn’t obtain even if they were willing to 
spend thousands of gold coins.” 


“A treasure? Well. l'Il admit it does look better than an 
apple.” 


Snow turned her head with an angry expression and looked 
at Frey. 


“Frey, you understand its true value, don’t you?” 


“Right. It is truly amazing. It is an item that doesn’t fall short 
of any known elixir. lvan, eating it at least double your mana 
Capacity.” 


“really?” 


Mana was the most important power source for Magic 
Warriors. Especially for lvan, whose martial art required 


much more mana than the others. 


If lvan’s mana capacity could double just by eating this fruit, 
then it would benefit him greatly. 


Snow shook her head. 


“You're like a monkey who can’t even recognize a treasure 
that’s right in front of your face. It’s been over a hundred 
years since anyone other than an Elf was given the chance 
to eat this fruit...” 


“Hruhiral has given us an amazing gift. It is a great honor.” 


Snow’s expression softened a bit when Frey expressed his 
sincere gratitude. 


Ivan simply glanced at the fruit before taking a bite out of it 
and beginning to check. “ 


“Well. The taste isn’t bad.” 


Frey and Snow both had shocked expressions when they saw 
this. 


“Y-, you idiot! If you eat it like that without any 
preparation...!” 


“Huh? Ugh...” 
Ivan’s blank face suddenly turned red. 
Frey instantly slapped his palm onto Ivan’s back. 


Chak. 


“Urk...!” 


“Sit down and focus immediately. | just scattered the fruit’s 
mana. When the shock disappears, the fruit’s mana will 
begin running wild once more.” 


“K-, kuh...” 


“If you want to keep your insides where they are, you need 
to concentrate.” 


Ivan nodded, his face covered in cold sweat. 


Looking at him, even Frey couldn’t help but make a 
comment. 


“What an idiot.” 

x KO 

“He’s going to be like this for a week.” 
Frey sighed as he looked at Ivan. 


He was sitting on the floor with a serious expression on his 
face, doing his best to keep his mana in check. 


It was a good thing he was a First Class Magic Warrior who 
had trained his body to the peak, or his body would have 
already burst like a firecracker. 


Snow looked at him with a bit of pity. 


“This guy really knows nothing. Has he never taken an elixir 
before?” 


“If you think about it, he’s actually pretty amazing.” 


“What?” 


“If he never took an elixir before, it means that he reached 
his current stage just by training.” 


He wasn’t saying that it was wrong to rely on elixirs but that 
lvan’s talents should be recognized since he was able to 


become a First Class Magic Warrior with nothing but pure 
effort. 


Especially when considering the fact that the martial art he 
practiced was none other than Kasajin’s Warrior King’s Fist. 


Frey only had superficial knowledge of it, so he wasn’t too 
certain, but he was sure that the higher the stage, the 
harder it became. 


At the least, it would have been impossible to reach Ivan’s 
current stage without working yourself to the bare bones. 


“That’s true.” 


As Snow was someone who walked the path of the sword, 
she was the first to admit to lvan’s effort. 


With just a glance one would see that his entire body was 
covered with scars, which showed that he devoted himself to 
hellish training. 


“It can’t be helped. Frey, you still need to prepare for 
tomorrow's event.” 


“hm.” 


Frey’s expression stiffened a bit. 


Suddenly, he became a little envious of Ilvan’s situation. 


As if she guessed his thoughts, Snow’s expression became a 
bit serious. 


“Elves do not forget favors. You wouldn’t stop them from 
showing their gratitude, would you?” 


“l guess not.” 
“I think so too.” 


Snow smiled brightly. At that moment, it seemed as if the 
dark underground suddenly brightened. 


Snow’s beauty was truly destructive. 
‘She can only be like this in an Elf village.’ 


Elves who valued harmony and balance in nature would only 
feel admiration and awe at Snow’s beauty. 


However, if Snow were to appear in a city of humans, who 
were more sensitive to beauty than any other race, there 
was no telling what hideous acts might happen. 


Frey shook his head slightly. 

“When will you eat the fruit?” 

“Hmm.” 

He looked down at the fruit in his hand. 


Although it wasn’t much compared to Torkunta’s heart or the 
Frozen River, it was still a significant stepping stone to his 
goal of 8 stars. 


Besides, he wouldn’t need to control his mana for a week 
like Ivan. 


Frey’s current body made it easy for him to absorb elixirs. 


In addition to this, Frey’s superb mana control meant that he 
would be able to absorb the fruit’s mana within one or two 
days. 


In other words, there was no need for him to rush. 

“I'll take my time. First, | need to prepare for tomorrow.” 
“Well. That’s a good idea too.” 

Snow let out a soft laugh. 

x KO 

The next day was bound to be very busy. 


Frey was going to be thanked directly by the Elven Elders as 
well as the general High Elf population. 


“Thank you.” 
“You saved our lives...” 


Their eyes, which had been filled with suspicion and hostility 
before, were now filled with warmth and gratitude. 


This was to be expected. 


After all, Frey and Ivan were two heroes who helped save the 
Elf village in its crisis. 


He wasn’t sure what would have happened if Snow killed 
Oydin and had to deal with the Bone Dragon herself and if 


there would be less damage. 
‘It’s a good thing Ivan isn’t here.’ 
Frey shook hands with the elves. 


They grabbed both of Frey’s hands, their gazes filled with 
gratitude. 


With Ivan’s personality, it was almost certain that he would 
not have been able to handle such a stiff atmosphere. 


To be honest, even Frey found it a bit tedious and tiring. 


Contrary to his inner thoughts, Frey’s outward appearance 
and reactions were excellent. 


“Savior, | praise your courage.” 


“The scar on the forest is not light, but | believe the children 
of Hruhiral will be able to overcome anything.” 


Frey remained humble and listened to every one of them 
while maintaining a smile on his face. 


The Elves became even more enthusiastic when he even 
gave a light greeting during the event. 


The Elves reacted as though they were personally 
witnessing the Heroes’ return. 


‘That wasn’t much.’ 


Inwardly, Frey was quite shocked. The Elves he remembered 
were a much simpler species. 


Even if they were sincerely grateful inside, they would still 
express it in a modest manner on the outside. 


However, these Elves were expressing their emotions as 
clearly as humans. 


Well, 4,000 years had passed after all, so it wasn’t strange 
that they might have changed after their interactions with 
humans increased. 


The next one to step forward was Camille, who wore a tired 
expression on her face. 


She looked at Frey before saying. 

“You've truly become a hero.” 

“Camille, I’m sorry.” 

He felt like he had no choice but to apologize to her. 


On the day they fought Oydin, Camille had knocked out the 
elves who had been monitoring him. 


Fortunately, Camille was quite skilled, so no one knew that 
she was the one who did it. Nevertheless, Frey felt sorry for 
asking for her help knowing she wouldn’t refuse. 


“It’s okay. I’m more sorry for not being more helpful. All | 
could do was watch from the side.” 


Camille’s eyes shined. 


“It was my first time seeing Hiralgard’s Swordna in person, 
but she is just as strong as the rumors claimed. Same with 
that man, Ivan... come to think of it, where is he?” 


“he had a bit of a situation. So he’s recuperating at the 
moment.” 


“Hmm. He looked fine to me, but | guess it’s impossible to 
fight a Bone Dragon without sustaining any injuries.” 


Frey didn’t bother to fix Camille’s misunderstanding. 
She gave a bright smile while saying. 


“Anyway, why don’t you come over later? The brats with me 
want to try their hands against you, and even I’m itching to 
have a go.” 


“Sure.” 
With that, Camille left. 


Frey greeted a few more Elves before returning to Syax’s 
house. 


Syax and Snow were sitting at the table and seemed to be 
discussing something. 


When Frey appeared, Syax got up and bowed, 
“Then | will take my leave, Your Majesty.” 
“hmm. Right. | understand.” 

Frey felt that she was fleeing the house. 


When Frey turned and gave her a curious glance, Snow 
sighed. 


“When | first came to Lilund, Syax and | were the closest 
friends. She was very curious for an Elf. She was the only 
one who came to see me, an Ice Elf. | was very happy back 
then...” 


Snow seemed to reminisce about that time. 


However, after shaking her head a few times, she returned 
to her usual demeanor and turned back to Frey. 


“There’s been some news. Riki wants to see you. He said he 
wants to discuss something about the upcoming Demigod 
meeting.” 


“Why me?” 
When he asked this, Snow shot him a strange look. 


“It seems like he intends to take you there.” 


Chapter 88: Clean Up(4) 


Frey decided to head straight to Riki’s hut. 
There were no other events planned anyway. 


When Snow got up as if she was going to go with him, he 
could not help but ask. 


“Is it okay for the Queen to just leave the village?” 
“Huh?” 

“You have to protect the Great Forest.” 

He didn’t know if she could just leave the forest like that. 


Frey thought his question was quite reasonable, but the 
gaze that Snow shot him at that moment made him think 
something was wrong. 


“Sometimes you say some very old-fashioned things. Does 
the Queen have to stay in the village all the time?” 


“true. High Elves also seem to have gained a high degree 
of flexibility.” 


It was clear that he should no longer hold any preconceived 
notions he had because of his past knowledge. 


As Frey tried to reflect on this, Snow tilted her head slightly. 


“Huh? What are you talking about? If the Elders knew what | 
wanted to do, they’d definitely try to stop me.” 


“What?” 
“The important thing is to stay hidden.” 
Taking the mask from her pocket, Snow gave a short laugh. 


“Don’t worry. | always leave a doppelganger in Mother when 
| leave. | don’t mean to brag, but I’ve never been caught. I’m 
an expert at this. Huhu!” 
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It certainly didn’t seem like something one should boast 
about, but Frey did not say anything as it was difficult to 
enter or leave the Great Forest without an Elf to guide you. 


‘It would be troublesome to get a guide.’ 


It couldn’t be helped. After all, he couldn’t ask for Syax to 
take him to see Riki. 


Ivan couldn’t accompany him as he was still absorbing mana 
in the basement below Hruhiral. 


Before they left, Frey turned to Snow and said. 


“It’s going to take us a long time to go back and forth. So 
Shall we use Warp?” 


“Huh?” 
Snow looked at him with a confused expression on her face. 
“That would be more efficient... but is that possible?” 


“It won’t be too hard since it’s just the two of us. | 
memorised the coordinates of Riki’s cabin.” 


When they’d gone to Riki’s cabin the first time, he’d 
immediately memorised the coordinates because he was 
sure that there would come a time in the future when he 
would need it. 


When using the Warp spell, there would be a mana trace, so 
it would be too conspicuous if he did it in the city. 


If something went wrong, it was possible for pursuers from 
the Blake family to notice it. However, in the Great Forest, 
where the mana density was quite high, the traces of the 
mana would disappear after a few hours. 


In the first place, it would be strange if they were able to 
enter such a place. 


Snow shot Frey a disbelieving stare. 
‘Is it possible to cast Warp on your own?’ 
Of course, theoretically, it was possible. 


Frey seemed to be a 7 star Wizard whose mana control and 
Capacity was nothing to scoff at. 


However, there were no Warp Stones there. 


Using Warp without a Warp Stone was not simply 
memorizing coordinates as Frey had said. It also required at 
least a dozen Wizards just to perform the necessary complex 
calculations and adjustments. 


‘It would take weeks to do all of that alone.’ 


In any case, she had no reason to refuse if the Warp was 
really possible. 


“Then l'Il owe you one. However, if we do it near the village, 
it may attract attention, so we should do it after we get out 
of the Great Forest.” 


Frey nodded since he agreed with her opinion. 


They were able to leave the forest within half a day by using 
the same shortcut that Syax had shown him when they 
arrived. 


However, the time they took was reduced by half because 
they moved with haste. 


Frey then found a large clearing and immediately began 
drawing the magic circle for Warp on the ground. 


Snow couldn’t take her eyes off Frey who moved his hands 
without hesitation. 


“I’ve finished drawing the circle, so you can come in.” 
“Is there a magic circle at Riki’s hut too?” 

“No.” 

He responded immediately. 


Frey observed the magic circle on the ground for a moment 
while explaining. 


“The reason why both departure and arrival points are drawn 
is because you can save a lot of mana by doing most of the 
calculations and creating the magic circles beforehand. Of 
course, this also means the Warp points are fixed.” 


“Then, wouldn’t it be difficult without the other magic 
circle?” 


“Not necessarily. On the other hand, if you complete all the 
calculations before casting the spell, have the required 
quantity of mana and accurately pinpoint the target 
coordinates, there would be no problems.” 


Frey laughed, and his robes fluttered as his mana was 
unleashed. 


“In other words, it’s no problem for me.” 
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As the Warp ended, Snow looked down at her hand. 
“The stability is ridiculous.” 


The floating feeling, motion sickness and dizziness that were 
usual characteristic of a Warp were hardly felt. 


It was, in part, because the number of people moving was 
low, but this result was not possible if the controlling Wizard 
wasn’t skilled. 


Snow looked closely at Frey’s face. 


Despite using the immensely complex and taxing Warp 
spell, he hadn’t even broken a sweat. 


‘There’s so much | want to know.’ 

The amount of questions she had about Frey only grew. 
However. 

‘There are things that take priority.’ 


She looked at the little shabby hut in the middle of a 
clearing. 


The moment her gaze turned to it, the door of the hut 
opened, as if it was waiting for them. 


Cree- 
It was basically a sign for them to enter. 
Frey and Snow entered the cabin. 


It was the same unique space that he’d witnessed during his 
first visit. Even Riki was sitting in the same place. 


“You came quickly. Warp. It’s a really useful spell.” 


There was a cup of tea in front of him, including ones for 
Frey and Snow. 


Steam rose from them, and it seemed they had just been 
brewed. 


“Would you like a cup of tea?” 
Frey, of course, had no intention of drinking it. 
“Oydin wasn’t Nozdog’s Apostle.” 


Even though he said that with a sharp tone, Riki’s 
expression didn’t change. 


“I didn’t know that such a shortcut was possible.” 


“is that all you have to say? Ivan and I fought in vain 
because of you.” 


“Do you want me to apologise?” 


“| don’t want anything from a guy like you who has a stiff 
neck. However, you need to acknowledge the fact that you 


gave us wrong information. To maintain a smooth, 
cooperative relationship in the future.” 


The atmosphere became heavy. 


Frey and Riki glared at each other while Snow gulped 
inwardly. 


‘This guy...’ 


He was not backing down at all even though he was facing a 
Demigod. 


This was something that Snow could not help but be 
shocked at. 


This silver-haired man was a transcendent being who ranked 
within the top 5 among all the Demigods. 


Even a Wizard who had reached the highest level, a Knight 
who had seen the peak of sword arts or a Magic Warrior who 
had sharpened their martial arts to the limit would not be 
able to break free from the shackles of mortality to face him. 


Even though she knew that he wouldn’t kill her, the innate 
fear that an animal felt in the presence of a true predator 
could not be ignored. 


However, it wasn’t that Frey was not afraid of Demigods. 


The difference was the fact that even while knowing their 
strength, possibly better than anyone else, he refused to 
back down. 


“You're right. | understand what you’re saying, and I’m sorry 
for giving you false information.’ 
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Riki’s honest apology changed not only Snow but also Frey’s 
impression of him. 


What Frey had just done could be considered a gamble with 
his life. To see if the man before him had truly betrayed the 
Demigods. 


Although it was just a minor provocation, the fact that the 
other person was a Demigod made what he’d done very 
dangerous. 


But Frey had still willingly made that choice. 


If Riki was not sincere, then it would be much more 
dangerous for him to continue this alliance. 


Riki continued speaking in a calm manner. 


“It’s not enough to just give a verbal apology, so | will also 
give you something that will help you.” 


“Something that will help?” 


“If you kill an Apostle, you get a crystal. The Circle seems to 
have learned of this already.” 


“That’s right.” 
Frey already knew how amazing these crystals truly were. 


The mana contained within one of them was comparable to 
the Frozen River that he’d taken before. If he was able to get 
a hold of two more, he would be able to reach 8 stars 
immediately. 


Riki took something from his pocket. 


“That’s...” 


“It’s a crystal. However, | didn’t get this from an Apostle. 
This is the crystal | got after killing Indra.” 
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Looking at Frey’s shocked expression, Riki continued. 


“This is only the leftover, but it should still be of great help 
to a human.” 


Leftovers. 


Although Riki said that, Frey knew that this crystal was not 
something to look down upon. 


When he'd hunted Demigods in the past, there were also 
spoils. No, he couldn’t call them spoils. 


With the knowledge and technology available at the time, 
they would not have dared to try to digest anything 
obtained from the Demigods. 


Instead, their lives would be in danger if they weren’t 
handled properly. 


However, the crystal that Riki had brought out was different. 
‘That’s more than enough for a human.’ 


Moreover, it was several times larger than the crystal he had 
obtained from Lukes. 


It couldn’t be said that the crystal’s capacity was in direct 
proportion to its size, but he was certain that if he refined it, 
he would be able to reach 8 stars. 


‘8 stars.’ 


Frey shuddered inwardly at the weight of those words. 


‘lf | were to reach 8 stars and Ivan completely absorbs the 
fruit. As well as a few 7 star Wizards and strong Knights to 
Support me...’ 


It would be possible for them to kill one of the weaker 
Demigods. 


Of course, he couldn’t be sure, but there was no doubt that 
their chances would, at the very least, increase 
exponentially. 


It might’ve been impossible for any other Wizard, even when 
they reached 8 stars. 


But Frey had experience. He’d fought against Demigods 
numerous times before and had slain many of them. 


The experience he had was literally worth its weight in gold. 
“If you take this, you will be able to go up one level.” 

Riki seemed to know that too. 

He looked at Frey with a deep gaze before speaking. 


“Frey, you should participate in the Demigod meeting in 
three months.” 


“What was that?” 
“Riki, what are you talking about?” 
It was completely unexpected. 


Frey’s expression changed, and so did Snow’s, even though 
she expected it. 


Unlike them, however, Riki kept talking in the same tone. 


“The other four Apocalypses, as well as Lord, will be 
attending this meeting together with their Apostles. 
Although they will use all kinds of methods to hide their 
identities... it is still an opportunity we can’t afford to miss.” 


“I agree, but isn’t it too dangerous? Besides, Frey isn’t an 
Apostle. Won’t Lord be able to see that?” 


“He can see whether someone is an Apostle or not. However, 
there are ways to bypass Lord’s scanning. Just like how | 
didn’t notice Oydin was just bait. Demigods aren’t 
omniscient.” 


Snow didn’t understand what Riki was talking about, 
Frey’s expression became a bit strange. 

“...you’re suggesting that | become an Apostle?” 

“That’s right.” 
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It wasn’t something that he hadn’t thought of before. 

Frey had thought something similar while looking at Snow. 


How would he react if another Demigod like Riki offered to 
make him their Apostle? 


“| refuse.” 
Frey was certain. 


Inwardly, he was quite surprised. 


At the time, he’d thought that he’d at least consider the 
matter, but unexpectedly, there was no hesitation in his 
words. 


“Why? ” 


“No matter how powerful it might be, | have no intention of 
ever using divine power. l'm a Wizard.” 


Right. 
That was the reason. 
Frey did not intend to throw away magic. 


Magical studies, which had accompanied him since birth, 
was already deeply imprinted into his consciousness. 


It was not an exaggeration to call it his foundation. 


If he were to fight the Demigods after giving up his magic 
power, he was certain that his sanity would be destroyed in 
no time. 


4,000 years. 


He was able to stay sane throughout all the time he spent in 
the Abyss, which felt like it lasted for an eternity, all because 
of Magical Science. 


“Right. There’s no Demigod who wouldn’t understand that.” 
What was that supposed to mean? 


Before Frey could even begin to ponder what those words 
meant, Riki continued speaking. 


“Frey, absorb Indra’s lightning crystal. You will be able to 
control both divine power and mana.” 


“That’s impossible.” 

The two powers were completely incompatible. 
However, Riki’s expression remained confident. 
“No. It’s possible.” 

“Why do you think so?” 

“Because.” 

Riki’s eyes turned to look at Frey’s grey hair. 


A color that was rare in the Kastkau Empire. No, a color that 
was rare even in the entire continent. 


“Because you have the blood of the Blake family.” 


Chapter 89: Whatever It 
Takes To Become Strong(l1 ) 


The tea had cooled down, and no more steam rose from it. 
However, Frey did not notice that fact. 


It was possible to use both divine power and mana! 


Riki had spoken with confidence, but Frey wouldn’t just 
believe his words so easily. 


Still, the reason he did not reject the notion outright was 
because of a person’s voice that floated in his head at that 
moment. 


[You’ve changed a lot. It seems you awakened. Right. You 
have the blood of the Blake family after all.] 


[If l'II be honest, | hoped you’d never learn to use magic. ] 
[It would be better to not put too much trust in the Circle. ] 
‘Heinz Blake.’ 


The second son of the Blake family and Frey’s second 
brother. 


He seemed to know something about the Blake family, 
which was why he gave Frey that advice. 


Frey didn’t ignore his advice, but at the same time, it 
couldn’t be said that he had taken it to heart. 


‘| didn’t think too deeply.’ 

Right. 

He hadn’t thought too deeply about it. 

Frey raised his head and looked at Riki once more. 


Riki spoke slowly, as if giving him the time to gather his 
thoughts. 


“I looked into you. Frey Blake, the third son of the Blake 
family. Was considered to be desperately lacking in magical 
talent, so he was treated like an unwanted child from a 
young age before eventually being sent to the academy like 
he’d been expelled from the family.” 


“So Isaka Blake would not have said anything to you either. 
He looked for you after learning that you had awakened your 
talent for magic, but he was unable to find you as you had 
hidden your whereabouts.” 


“That’s right.” 
The information Riki had revealed wasn’t much. 


Information about Frey’s childhood was an open fact with 
Pillat, and one would be able to learn it simply by asking 
anyone on the street. 


What Frey was more curious about was the Blake family. 
“What on earth is the Blake family?” 
“In simple terms, it is a huge laboratory.” 


“What...?” 


That answer surpassed even his wildest imagination. 
A huge laboratory? 


The Blake family, which was one of the most prestigious 
families in the Kastkau Empire? 


“Research on a way to harmonize divine power and mana 
has been going on for a very long time. Then, under the 
direction of Leyrin, one of the Apocalypses, they began 
research in earnest.” 


“Leyrin.” 


It was the first time he had heard the name, but it was worth 
remembering since it belonged to one of the Apocalypses. 


“It is said that there were thousands and tens of thousands 
of trials and errors. But even then, Leyrin didn’t give up. 
Hundreds of years can’t be considered a long time for 
Demigods, but given our tendency to get bored easily, her 
persistence is commendable. She devoted that much time to 
do countless experiments and research. Then.” 


Riki met Frey’s gaze. 
“The Blake family was born.” 
Frey spoke after a heavy sigh. 


“The Blake family is one of the top five within the Kastkau 
Empire. If even such a place is just a Demigod laboratory...” 


“The Demigods’ influence in the Kastkau Empire is 
particularly strong compared to other countries.” 


The most powerful empire in the history of humanity was 
actually controlled by Demigods. 


He had vaguely expected it, but he was still shocked to 
actually hear it. 


“Do you also know everything about the Circle?” 


“No. Their hideouts are too numerous and scattered. Even if 
a few are destroyed, it doesn’t actually affect the entire 
organisation. Besides, those Circle Masters and Rounders 
have learned not to stay in any single location for too long, 
so it’s difficult to carry out targeted attacks.” 


“But isn’t it possible to do something if you’re really 
determined?” 


Riki’s expression changed for the first time. 


“You are a member of the Circle, but you don’t seem to know 
much about it. The Circle is by no means an organisation 
that can be looked down upon. In fact, although they were 
only low ranking ones, the Circle has succeeded in killing a 
few Demigods. They’ve been a thorn in the Demigods’ side 
for numerous years.” 
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Frey had trouble agreeing with the remark that it was not an 
organisation that one could look down on. 


The Trowman Rings and the few small circles close to it, as 
well as Beniang and Honors Dugengar and Lukes, had 
caused him to subconsciously underestimate the Circle 
because that was all he’d seen. 


‘| can’t do that. | haven’t met any key figures yet.’ 


He decided not to form any opinions before seeing more in 
person. 


Anyway, after hearing that they’d succeeded in hunting 
Demigods before, the confidence that Frey had in the Circle 
rose a bit. 


“That’s all | Know about the Blake family. | know nothing 
about the details or the processes. But I’m certain that the 
members of the Blake family, including you, can use both 
divine power and magic.” 


Isaka, Mischael and Heinz. 
Frey’s expression became a bit strange. 


Perhaps it was highly likely that Isaka and Mischael were 
subordinates of the Demigods, but Heinz’s involvement was 
questionable. 


Heinz definitely knew the Blake family’s secret. 
Perhaps, he might even know things that Riki didn’t. 
Nevertheless, he was a part of the Circle. 

‘Is he a traitor?’ 

Oraspy? 

He couldn’t know. 


Heinz could be classified to be on both sides, but where was 
he really? 


“The Circle is now suspicious of the Blake family.” 


Shepard had said that they knew Isaka Blake was 
communicating with Demigods. 


That was several months ago, so their doubts should have 
deepened by now. They might have even found conclusive 
evidence. 


He was not suspicious of Heinz at the moment. 


Shepard had seemed to trust him greatly, and Dugenjar was 
afraid of him, but he showed no hostility. 


But what if they found out that the Blake family was actually 
the Demigod’s laboratory? Would they have the same 
feelings towards him? 


But now wasn’t the time to worry about him. 
‘| would also be suspicious.’ 


Considering the fact that he’d been abandoned as a child, 
the suspicion towards him might not be as much as Heinz, 
but it would be present nonetheless. 


‘It makes sense why Heinz told me not to fully trust the 
Circle.’ 


He’d given the advice because of their family history. 


“Let’s return to the reason why you’re here. Frey, will you 
accompany me to the Demigod’s meeting?” 


“It’s not something | can decide immediately. | need time to 
think.” 


“| understand.” 


Riki expected something like that. 


“But you can’t wait too long. You will need at least a month 
to get used to using divine power, so tell me before then.” 


“It won't take that long.” 

Frey looked at him for a moment before saying, 
“| will decide after I’ve reached 8 stars.” 

“Go ahead.” 


“But | can’t absorb this crystal in its current state... can’t it 
be refined into an elixir?” 


There were very few people on the continent who knew how 
to refine the crystals. 


The only person that Frey knew was Adelia, who had 
unparalleled talent for alchemy. 


In fact, it was not hard for him to meet her. He could even 
head to the Trowman Rings’ hideout right now since he had 
memorised the coordinates. 


Of course, because of the barriers, he wouldn’t be able to 
enter the village directly, but if he were to call her from 
outside the forest, she would definitely agree to meet him. 


However, the Trowman Rings were working very hard at the 
moment to get back on the right track, so Frey didn’t want 
to go back and distract them. 


“Hmm. Now that you mention it, it’s probably useless to 
humans in this form.” 


Riki picked up the crystal and rose to his feet. 


“Come back at this time tomorrow. l'Il have refined it by 
then.” 


It would only take him a day to refine the crystal. 


Frey was once again forced to acknowledge the Demigods’ 
power. 


Riki took the crystal with him as he disappeared into the 
void. 


Frey and Snow exchanged glances for a moment before they 
both stood and left the hut together. (TL: | honestly forgot 
she was there...)(YH: Same :o) 


As they stood in the warm sunlight, Snow began to speak. 


“Honestly, | didn’t understand anything you two were 
saying.” 


She had a complicated expression on her face. 


“The things about the harmony of divine power and mana or 
a huge laboratory... but from your expressions, they should 
be very serious, right?” 


“Right.” 
They were very serious. 


No one could deny that the divine power the Demigods used 
was an extremely powerful force. 


If he could truly use divine power and mana at the same 
time, then Frey’s strength would at least double. 


“I’m thinking about spending a day here. Is that okay?” 


“A day or so is fine.” 

“Alright.” 

Frey then began drawing a magic circle on the ground. 
Snow, who was curious, couldn’t help but ask. 

“What kind of magic circle are you making now?” 

“A summoning circle.” 

“Huh? What are you going to summon?” 

“Asura.” 


“...Asura from the Demon World? You are going to Summon a 
Great Demon here?” 


“Yep.” 
He needed to sign the contract. 


Frey ignored Snow’s shocked expression as he continued his 
work. 


Then he looked around. 
‘As expected.’ 


There was a light barrier around them, and it was probably 
Riki who made it. 


It was so well hidden that even Frey had been unable to 
immediately notice it. 


‘This barrier should be able to conceal the aura that will be 
released when Asura is summoned.’ 


Now was the best opportunity for him to summon Asura 
since he couldn’t do it in Lilund. 
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‘It’s harder than | expected.’ 

She smiled awkwardly. 

Around her, many monsters kneeled with their heads bowed. 
These were the ones who'd chosen to surrender. 


Despite the fact that there was a large number of monsters, 
just as many of them had chosen to defy her. 


“I'll just have to kill them.” 
Her pupils instantly lengthened like those of a predator. 


However, when she blinked her eyes, they returned to 
normal. 


It was then. 
Hes ogee 
She felt someone’s presence. 


She immediately flew into the night sky, her red hair 
fluttering behind her and leaving a fiery trail in her wake. 


‘There’s someone on Drake Mountain.’ 
She had an ominous feeling. 


The intruder was at the top of the mountain, where the 
entrance of the dungeon was located. 


It was strange. 


She had successfully taken control of several mountains in 
the area, including Drake Mountain. In short, they had 
become her ‘territory’. 


Therefore, when someone invaded her territory, she would 
be able to notice it at once. 


However, this person was different. It was almost as if they 
appeared out of thin air. 


Tat. 


She landed on the small island in the center of the volcanic 
lake and found someone standing there. 


It was a woman with fascinating purple hair. 
It was strange. 


She was sure that this was the first time seeing this human 
woman, so why did she feel like she’d seen her before... 


“Ugh...” 


She instantly felt a strong pain in her head, causing her to 
bite her lip. 


‘It’s not me.’ 

Torkunta. 

It was Torkunta’s memory. His memory was warning her. 
‘This woman... came out of the dungeon as well.’ 


When was it? Decades ago? Centuries ago? She couldn’t tell. 


However, she was Sure that this woman was extremely 
strong. 


She was someone who had suddenly disappeared like a 
ghost after casually brushing off Torkunta’s breath attack. 


She suppressed the headache and spoke, her voice slightly 
hoarse from the pain. 


“Who the hell are you?” 
However, the woman didn’t respond to her. 


She just continued looking at the island with a blank 
expression. She seemed to be looking at the largest tree on 
the island. 


The tree where the entrance to the dungeon was located. 
“| can’t believe the last room was opened.” 

“What?” 

“It must have been something only he could solve.” 
“What are you talking about?” 


a“ ” 


The woman had a complex expression on her face, and the 
wind began to blow heavily for a moment. 


“huh?” 


However, in the next instant, the woman had vanished. 


Chapter 90: Whatever It 
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There was a reaction immediately after Frey’s blood dripped 
onto the ground. 


Fwoosh. 

A whirlwind of demonic energy blew fiercely in the clearing. 
Snow took a few steps back and frowned. 

‘Such dreadful energy.’ 


Elves, especially High Elves who were particularly sensitive 
to energy, would have trouble withstanding such energy. 


As an Ice Elf, Snow was able to handle it a little, but it still 
made her very uncomfortable. 


Crunch! 
Asura appeared from the summoning circle 


He was smaller than when Oydin had summoned him, being 
only two times larger than a human at best. 


However, the aura he exuded was just as powerful. 
Frey looked up at him. 


“Asura, | Summoned you to sign the contract.” 


[Right. You summoned me faster than | expected. ] 
Asura nodded before he suddenly frowned. 


[...such concentrated divine power. Is there a Demigod 
nearby?] 


Frey was amazed. 


Riki was currently in his cabin, and because the space inside 
the hut was distorted by Riki’s ability, it could be said that it 
was in a separate section of space from the forest. 


Frey, who was extremely sensitive to divine power, could not 
even feel a hint of it till Riki opened the door and stepped 
out. 


However, Asura had instantly realised that there was a 
Demigod around. 


‘Is it because he’s an Archduke?’ 


An Archduke of the Demon World and the Ruler of the 
Slaughter Hell. 


It seems he was truly not inferior to Demigods when it came 
to ability. 


“That’s right. There’s a Demigod nearby.” 


[Hmm. You want to sign a contract with me now in case you 
have to fight him?] 


“No. For now, there won’t be any fights with Demigods.” 


[I see. ] 


He didn’t find it necessary to tell him about the alliance with 
Riki, and Asura did not question him further. 


His attitude showed that he didn’t care whether they had to 
fight or not. 


Only an avatar was brought to Middle Earth anyway. 


Although it came with extremely limited power, death or 
injury had no significant effect on his real body as a result. 


If Frey asked him to fight against Riki, then he would do so 
to the best of his ability. 


Even though the Demons, as a race, had no hostility toward 
the Demigods. 


[The contract has already been completed. ] 
“Already?” 


[Right. Your blood was transferred to my main body in the 
Demon World by the summoning circle.] 


l ” 


He’d signed a contract with a Demon Archduke, yet he felt 
like nothing had changed. 


As Frey inspected himself, Asura added. 


[You won’t find any significant changes because the contract 
| signed with you was not normal.] 


“is it because I lack talent?” 


[In the first place, a person with your talent could never 
become my Contractor. ] 


He understood. 


The ‘talent’ that the Demon was talking about was a 
completely different field from the magic he was good at. 


And Demons were able to see a Contractor’s talent with just 
a glance. 


He didn’t know the standard, but Frey believed that his 
talent was ‘underqualified’ in the eyes of the Archduke 
Asura. 


[Anyway, keep in mind that the contract can never be 
terminated unless you do it yourself. ] 


[I look forward to the next time you summon me. Of course, 
you'll need to use mana. ] 


He smiled in a strangely bright way. 


[Your talent is definitely lacking. but your mana is really 
amazing. The density and purity of your mana has probably 
not been seen in over a thousand years... if Lilith learned 
about you, she’d probably get jealous. ] 


“Lilith...you mean the Succubus Queen?” 
[Right. Hmph... vulgar Demon slut. ] 
Asura’s voice was filled with contempt. 


Frey knew that Lilith was also an Archduke of the Demon 
World like Asura, but Frey didn’t focus on her. 


“If mana is required for your contract, how did Oydin 
summon you?” 


Then Asura spoke in his deep voice. 


[Divine power and mana are both just lumps of energy to 
me. When they’re sent to the Demon World, everything is 
converted to demonic energy.] 


[If you have nothing else to say, I’m leaving.] 


Asura’s body was sucked into the summoning circle, and it 
disappeared together with the demonic energy. 


Frey then approached Snow, who was standing a distance 
away. 


“it’s not even enough to call you amazing anymore. | can’t 
believe you signed a contract with a Demon Archduke after 
only a couple words.” 


It was not strange that she felt that way. 


For Frey, the contract with Asura was due to an agreement 
they made 4,000 years ago, but in the eyes of Snow, a third 
party, he was a monster who signed a contract with a Great 
Demon without even having a proper conversation. 


Frey didn’t correct her misconception. 
He started preparing to spend the night near the hut. 


He found a relatively flat piece of land, made a bonfire and 
took out a sleeping bag. 


Snow noticed this and came over to the bonfire. 


Frey handed her some jerky from his bag. Snow said thanks 
before biting into it. 


Just like Syax, she didn’t really behave like an Elf. 


They looked up at the starlit sky. 

Frey fell asleep while looking at the sky. 
x KO 

“It’s done.” 


Frey received the glass bottle from Riki with a strange 
expression on his face. 


“Some of the effect was lost in the process of refining the 
elixir, but there isn’t that much of a difference.” 


“You refined it yourself?” 

“That’s right.” 

“If you’re done here, then leave. | have work to do.” 
Frey left the hut at Riki’s prompting. 

Snow stretched and said. 

“Then shall we go back home?” 


Frey once again used Warp to take them to the entrance of 
the Great Forest. 


Then he followed Snow into Lilund and went directly to the 
basement below Hruhiral. 


It had only taken them half a day to return, and the sight he 
Saw was the same as when they left. 


Ivan was still sweating profusely and moaning in pain as his 
mana spread messily around him. 


Magic Warriors usually had no knowledge of how to make 
fine adjustments with their mana, and it seemed Ivan was no 
different. 


Frey walked over to him and placed his palms on his back. 
Ssss- 
“Hm!” 


Ivan stiffened up for a moment before he relaxed as he 
realised it was Frey. 


Frey infused his mana into him and helped calm the wild 
mana, causing lvan’s expression to become more relaxed. 


Frey then removed his palms and turned to Snow. 


“I’m going to take the elixir that Riki made for me now. It’ll 
take between three days and a week for me to absorb it. This 
place is very isolated, so | want to absorb the mana here.” 


“Do whatever you like. l'Il get some food and water for when 
you and Ivan wake up.” 


Things to eat. 


Frey turned to look at Ivan and found an arrangement of 
salads at his side. 


Snow let out a laugh. 
“It’s the perfect payback for that savage.” 


“If lvan sees that, he might collapse in despair.” 


“Ahaha. That sounds wonderful.” 
Snow playfully waved her hands before taking her leave. 


Frey then picked a spot near Ivan and sat down before 
taking out the elixir he got from Riki. 


‘Let’s leave Hruhiral’s fruit alone for now.’ 


The elixir alone was enough to let him reach 8 stars, so he 
decided not to waste the fruit. 


Frey’s expression became a bit strange. 


Just by looking at the elixir, he could tell just how much 
mana it contained. 


‘If | just measure the quantity of my mana, | will soon 
surpass my past life.’ 


Frozen River, Torkunta’s heart and now Indra’s crystal. 


It was natural that this would happen as he’d consumed 
those three items that were worth more than their weight in 
gold. 


But real his problems would start now as he could no longer 
increase his strength with the help of elixirs. 


It would take a completely different process for him to reach 
9 stars instead of simply increasing his mana control and 
Capacity. 


Frey shook his head. 
“That’s something to think about later.” 


He took the elixir. 


x KO 


“You called for me, Your Majesty.” 


Syax bowed her head. It was a very humble and polite 
greeting. 


Snow smiled gently, inwardly feeling sad at her attitude. 
“I called you because I'd like to ask something.” 
“Ask me something?” 


The Queen of the Great Forest shared her consciousness 
with Hruhiral, and the knowledge of every successive Queen 
was Stored in Hruhiral to be shared with the next generation 
of Queens. 


In others, as the Queen, Snow had immediately become one 
of the most knowledgeable Elves in the forest. 


“Right. It’s about Magical Science. You are the best Wizard in 
all of Lilund.” 


“J see.” 


Syax nodded. Certainly, if it was about magic, it wasn’t a 
surprise that the Queen didn’t know about it. 


“Do you know that Frey is a 7 star Wizard?” 
“| do.” 
“To put in simple terms, how strong is he really?” 


Syax went silent for a moment before slowly opening her 
mouth. 


“| have wandered the continent for decades.” 


She’d recently been staying in Pillat, but in fact, she had 
traveled all over the continent. 


The memories of her travels had remained imprinted in her 
mind. 


“It was an opportunity to broaden my horizons. I’ve been to 
almost every region, and I’ve met a lot of people. Among 
them were 7 star Wizards who were praised as great 
Archmages.” 


Syax remembered the scene of Frey fighting against the 
Bone Dragon. 


At that time, Syax was probably the only person who 
accurately understood the power Frey displayed. 


“They are 7 star Wizards like Frey. But their skills aren’t on 
the same level. Frey is far better than any Archmage I’ve 
ever encountered.” 


“better? In some aspects?” 
“In every way.” 
Syax was certain. 


“His mana capacity, casting speed, the strength of his spells, 
his mental ability and his situational awareness are all 
perfect. To be honest, his true strength is not something | 
dare to guess. Frey is the strongest Wizard I’ve ever met.” 


“Hmm...” 


Snow felt that she had to agree with Syax’s words. 


The power he’d shown in their fight against the Dragon was 
extraordinary. 


He used triple casting as easy as breathing, and his 
situational awareness made one wonder if he had a third eye 
in the sky. 


‘He’s an expert.’ 


Snow only had a superficial knowledge about Magical 
Science. However, she could see that he was very skilled at 
fighting. 


‘| can’t see the limits of his power.’ 
After thinking for a while, Snow finally spoke. 


“What exactly is the difference between 7 stars and 8 
stars?” 


“Spatial control.” 
“Huh?” 


“ ” 


There was a moment of silence as Syax tried to organize her 
thoughts before speaking. 


“8 star Wizards are able to project their mana rooms in the 
Space around their body.” 


“|I don’t understand what you mean.” 


It was a bit of an esoteric theory to explain to someone who 
wasn’t a wizard, but Syax tried to explain to Snow who had a 
confused expression on her face. 


“Every Wizard has a mana room, and they are able to control 
the mana stored there at will.” 


“then if they were to project it out...” 


“Exactly. Although the scope would be limited, they would 
be able to take control of the space that embodies their 
mana room. In other words...” 


Syax’s eyes shined. 


“At least within that space, no one else would be able to use 
mana.” 
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“Mm...” 
Ivan opened his eyes with a groan. 


He’d finally managed to get that goddamn mana under 
control. 


He stood up with a grimace. 


He had been sitting in place for a long time, so his muscles 
were so sore he felt like he wanted to die. 


He hadn't even been able to wash himself, so he smelled 
quite bad at that moment. 


In simple words, he was in the worst condition. 
“You're finally awake.” 


Ivan turned around and saw Frey standing there. He stared 
at him with wide eyes. 


“How long has it been?” 
“One week and two days.” 


His sense of time was a mess. He’d felt like only four or five 
days had passed. 


Ivan stretched his sore muscles while looking at Frey. Unlike 
him, he was dressed in a neat and clean outfit. 


“I guess the fruit’s mana wasn’t much of a problem for you.” 
“| didn’t eat it.” 
“Huh?” 


When Frey took out the fruit and showed it to him, his 
expression became strange. 


“Weren't you also sitting here with me? I’m sure | felt it.” 
“You’re right, but | took something other than the fruit.” 
Ivan looked at Frey with the same strange expression. 


While Frey’s words were a bit strange, it was Frey himself 
that he was paying more attention to. 


The aura around him was completely different to what he’d 
felt a week ago. 


‘This... why does it feel like he’s a normal person?’ 


From his aura, one would think that he was a normal person 
who had never studied magic rather than a powerful 
Archmage. 


In fact, lvan couldn’t feel any mana from him at all. Just like 
his teacher. 


And that made the way he looked at Frey even weirder. 


Finally, he couldn’t help but ask. 


“You... did you advance?” 
Frey laughed at his question. 
“Right.” 

“You were 7 stars, SO now...” 
“l'm 8 stars.” 


Ivan was dumbfounded. Even he, a Magic Warrior, knew the 
significance of an 8 star Wizard. 


“You... how old are you?” 

“l'm twenty.” 

Or was it twenty-one? 

Frey tilted his head as he muttered to himself. 
However, Ivan, who saw this, was lost for words. 


He’d grown up hearing he was talented, but Frey was on a 
completely different level. 


a r 


NO. 


Could Frey even be described by the word ‘talented’ 
anymore? 


As though he didn’t notice lvan’s emotional turmoil, Frey 
spoke calmly. 


“So what are you going to do now?” 


“Huh?” 


“Although we didn’t really achieve our goal, we still killed 
Oydin as Riki requested. We have completed our mission.” 


“Hmm...” 
Frey was right. 


Oydin was dead, and he’d even managed to obtain a fruit 
from Hruhiral. 


Lilund was an amazing village, but it was the worst place for 
someone like Ivan. 


“I'll continue doing what | was doing before.” 
“What you were doing before?” 

“Right. I’m looking for Kasajin’s relics.” 

“By relics...” 


“The Tiger King’s Gloves, the Giant’s Belt and the Gale 
Necklace. Kasajin’s three artifacts.” 


Ivan clicked his tongue lightly. 


“Master has the Gale Necklace, but even he doesn’t know 
where the Tiger King’s Gloves and the Giant’s Belt are. | 
don’t like relying on magic items, but Master told me that | 
needed to find them if | ever wanted to surpass Kasajin.” 


“Master?” 


“The former Magic Warrior King’s Successor. He’s dirty and 
strong... but mostly dirty.” 


Ivan made an expression of disgust. 


This reaction made Frey curious about the identity of lvan’s 
master. 


“Where is he now?” 


“No idea. He suddenly disappeared three years ago and left 
nothing but a letter telling me to find the Tiger King’s Gloves 
and Giant’s Belt. | had nothing better to do, so I’ve been 
doing that ever since.” 


Frey nodded. 
Finding the three artifacts was the best thing for Ivan to do. 


“If you want to surpass Kasajin, you'll need to find the three 
artifacts.” 


“Huh? What for?” 


“Only then will you be able to see the true form of the 
Warrior King’s Fist.” 


“Really? No, more importantly... how do you know all of 
that?” 


Come to think of it, he still hadn’t asked how this guy knew 
the Warrior King’s Fist. 


He’d forgotten to after the whole series of crazy events 
recently. 


Frey didn’t even pretend to find an excuse and simply 
shrugged. 


“Somehow.” 


“So you won't tell me. Hmm. Well, I’m not that curious 
anyway.” 


Ivan’s reaction to that, however, was surprisingly cool. It was 
clear that he wasn’t pretending when he said that - he truly 
wasn’t curious. 


And even more than that, he felt that if Frey didn’t want to 
tell him about it, then there must have been a reason. 


However, he still felt a bit strange. 


That was because he’d only ever felt this kind of trust with 
his teacher before. 


‘Is this normal?’ 


The important thing that he kept in mind was that Frey was 
strong and trustworthy. 


“So what are you going to do, Frey?” 

“I’m going to attend the Demigod meeting with Riki.” 
“Huh? Why are you going there?” 

“That...” 


Frey briefly explained what he’d heard from Riki. He also 
told him some of the things he’d learned about the Blake 
family. 


This was because Frey was certain that Ivan’s attitude 
wouldn’t change after he learned where he was from. 


“Ooh. So you’re a hybrid who can use both mana and divine 
power?” 


l ” 


His reaction was just as he’d expected, but it did not feel 
good being called a hybrid. 


Frey nodded stiffly. 
“| see. Nevertheless, it will be dangerous.” 


“It’s dangerous, but | don’t intend to die. And Ivan, after 
that.” 


When Frey’s tone became serious, Ivan tilted his head 
curiously. 


“Huh?” 


“The biennial Circle meeting will be held in about a year and 
a half. It is said to be an important meeting that all the 
important members of the Circle will attend.” 


“Right. I’ve heard about it.” 
He’d heard about it from his master a few times. 


Of course, Ivan had never attended it, and his master also 
stopped attending it after an unpleasant event. 


“I’m going to overturn it.” 
“huh? Overturn it? Overturn what?” 


“Everything. As you said. The current Circle is a pigsty filled 
with livestock.” 


Frey let out a short laugh. 


“I agree with you. So I’m going to fix that. l'Il remove the 
smell and organize it properly... think of it as house 
cleaning.” 


“House cleaning!” 


Ivan looked excited. Had it been anyone else saying those 
words, he would have just ignored them. But if it came from 
Frey’s mouth, then it was different. 


This guy was a bit strange, but he was not a fool. 
When he thought this, he laughed subconsciously. 
“Why are you telling me this.” 

“You'll help...” 

“Help...?” 


lvan’s expression became a bit proud, and upon seeing that, 
Frey decided to change his words a bit. 


“create a chance.” 


The grammar became a bit strange, but he didn’t care. It 
was the meaning that mattered. 


As he said that, Frey reached out a hand to Ivan. 
“Uhahaha!” 


Ivan couldn’t hold it in any longer and burst into happy 
laughter, his loud voice filling the dark room. 


With tears in his eyes, he gripped Frey’s hand tightly. 
“After a year and a half.” 
“After a year and a half.” 


Ivan couldn’t help but think to himself. 


‘It will be a mess.’ 


He was looking forward to it so much that he didn’t know if 
he would be able to wait patiently. 


x KO 
Ivan said he was going south. 


“Silkid, the Desert Country. According to Master, it was the 
last place where traces of Kasajin were found.” 


“Is it in the Amakan Desert?” 
“That’s right.” 


He knew it because he’d heard of Kasajin’s demise from Riki. 
(TL: I’m pretty sure Hruhiral was the one who told him, but 
it’s cute that the author made a mistake) 


“I'll try to find the traces left there. It shouldn’t be too 
boring. | heard that the desert is filled with strong warriors.” 


Frey nodded. 

“I wish you luck.” 

“Thanks.” 

And with that, Ivan left. 

Syax was the one to guide him out of the Great Forest. 


It seemed that she had managed to let go off all the bad 
feelings she had towards Ivan. No, rather, her eyes were 
clearly filled with respect as she looked at him. 


Well, her attitude was understandable since he was one of 
the heroes who had saved her village. 


Thinking that they looked better together than he expected, 
Frey then spoke softly. 


“Snow.” 
“While I’m wearing the mask, call me Swordna.” 


Snow dropped down from above him. She then turned to 
look at Frey with confusion visible in her eyes. 


“How did you know | was there? | didn’t reveal myself like 
last time. And I’m quite confident in my ability to hide.” 


“It’s because I’m now 8 stars.” 
It really was because he became 8 stars. 


Snow’s expression changed a little as she remembered the 
explanation Syax had given her. 


“something like that is really possible at 8 stars?” 

“That’s right. But that’s not why I called you.” 

“Can you take me to Riki? I’d like to talk to him.” 
“Understood.” 

With that, Frey and Snow headed to Riki’s cabin once again. 


However, this time, Frey completely skipped the process of 
drawing the magic circle and just directly cast Warp. It took 


a bit of time to cast, but the spell felt as light and asa 
simple Blink spell. 


Just as Riki’s hut came into view. 

[Don’t come here!] 

they Aas 

It was Riki’s voice. 

Frey and Snow's expressions changed instantly. 
[Hide nearby! Quickly!] 


Hearing Riki’s urgent tone for the first time was enough to 
explain the seriousness of the situation. 


Their reactions were swift. Frey and Snow met each other’s 
eyes for a moment before they immediately scattered to 
both sides of the clearing and hid in the underbrush. 


At the same time, the door to the cabin opened. 

It was a woman with snakes for hair. 

Frey shuddered slightly at her bright, yellow eyes. 
‘A Demigod.’ 


The pressure she gave him wasn’t the same as Nozdog or 
Riki, which meant she wasn’t an Apocalypse. 


However, she was still a Demigod, so he had to be vigilant. 


Slurp. 


She stuck out her long tongue. 
“That’s weird~ I’m sure | felt a wave of mana~” 


She had a strange, listing tone that made her voice difficult 
to listen to. 


Riki, who was following her, spoke with an expressionless 
face. 


“You must’ve been mistaken, Hydra.” 

“Is that so~ Hmm~” 

The woman named Hydra tilted her head to the side. 
It was then. 

Her gaze turned to the spot where Snow was hiding. 
“Hmm.” 

Her expression became strange. 


Once again, she struck out her tongue and wiggled it a few 
times. 


Then she began to walk to the place where Snow was 
hidden. 


“ ” 


Frey’s expression hardened. 


‘Did she notice my divine power?’ 


Snow’s expression was even more serious. 


With her hand on the hilt of her sword, she watched as 
Hydra walked towards her with anxiety. 


“Where are you going, Hydra?” 

However, Riki blocked her at the last minute. 
Then Hydra tilted her head again. 

“I could sense something over there~” 
“...my Apostle is over there.” 

“Hmm? Really?” 


“That’s right. And I have no intentions of showing anyone 
what my Apostle looks like until the identity of the traitor is 
revealed.” 


Even though Riki’s tone was quite sharp, Hydra still acted in 
a carefree manner. 


“Hmm. Right. That’s right. Lord said so too. The identities of 
our Apostles should remain hidden.” 


It was then. 

Hydra suddenly began to giggle hysterically. 
“Hehehe! Hehehe!... but it’s so funny.” 
“What is funny?” 


“In fact, | saw them already. Because | have a lot of eyes...9 
times more than you do. So I didn’t miss it~” 


Hydra let out another laugh. 


“Riki, your Apostle is an Elf? Huh. Come to think of it, the 
bait that Nozdog lost not so long ago was also an El-” 


It was at that moment, that Riki’s expression which had 
been only a bit embarrassed, sank like a stone in a river. 


Then. 
Shik. 


Hydra’s head flew into the air, and green blood shot up like 
a fountain. 
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It happened so quickly. 

They blinked, and Hydra’s head was on the ground. 

Had he killed Hydra in one stroke just like he’d killed Indra? 
‘No.’ 


It wasn’t the same. In fact, these two situations couldn’t be 
more different. 


Hydra hadn’t been hibernating, and Frey knew how resilient 
Demigods were. 


The sword skill Riki had shown was better than Lucid, but he 
didn’t think it was good enough to kill a Demigod in one 
strike. 


“Kyahahaha!” 
As if responding to Frey’s doubts, Hydra’s voice rang out. 


Two heads grew from the stump of her neck. It was a very 
grotesque sight, but no one present was weak enough to cry 
out in disgust. 


Hydra fluttered around as though she were dancing. 


She then made a noise of excitement. 


“Now | understand! Riki! It was you! You were the traitor all 
along! Hehehe! If I tell Ananta, he will surely reward me 
greatly!” 


Hydra’s hair quickly began falling out. 
No, it wasn’t just her hair. 


Snakes began crawling on the ground at a tremendous 
speed. 


Then Riki swung his sword again. 
Shuk. 


Green blood splattered once again as the snakes were all 
precisely cut into six pieces. 


Chiiik. 

The blood corroded the ground. 

Did her blood contain strong acid? 

As Frey noticed this fact, Riki spoke with a stiff expression. 
“l missed two.” 

As he stepped out of his hiding spot, Frey asked. 

“What do you mean?” 

“She split her lives and ran.” 

“Split her lives?” 


It was not an easy concept to understand. 


Riki spoke quickly as he explained. 


“Hydra has 9 lives. This means that she will not completely 
die unless she has died nine times. In addition, she has a lot 
of annoying skills that make it possible for her to divide and 
scatter her lives like she just did.” 


Frey couldn’t understand much, but he understood that it 
made her extremely dangerous. 


Riki’s expression also hinted at the urgency of the situation. 


“Then this is not the time to be explaining like this, is it? We 
need to start tracking her as soon as possible...” 


Frey agreed with Snow. 
But Riki’s expression remained the same. 


“Although, it’s just two of them. They scattered in two 
different directions. Chasing one means inevitably losing the 
other.” 


“Even with your abilities?” 
Frey asked with a disbelieving expression. 


At first glance, it might have seemed impossible to catch the 
two Hydras that had gone in opposite directions; however, 
the one standing in front of him was an Apocalypse, one of 
the five who stood above the normal Demigods. 


Riki sighed. 


“If | could use all of my power, I’d naturally be able to kill her 
even if she scattered in four directions instead of two. But 
I’m currently putting a great deal of effort into maintaining 
the barrier currently surrounding this forest.” 


He was talking about the barrier that Frey had felt before. 
“Then can’t you release it and hunt Hydra down?” 


“The moment that happens, Hydra will immediately tell the 
other Demigods everything she learned here. The barrier is 
blocking any communication to the outside.” 


Only then did Frey truly understand the urgency of the 
situation. 


If the other Demigods learned that Riki was the traitor, 
everything would be over. 


“Then what will we do?” 
“I'll take one. As for the other one...” 
“We'll handle it.” 


He hadn’t said it first because he understood what Riki 
intended to do. 


Riki’s expression stiffened a bit. 
“Can you do it?” 


“It’s not about whether we can or not. If we let Hydra go, we 
all know what will happen.” 


“That’s true.” 
“Then we have no choice.” 


“ ..1 know. We don’t have time, so let’s move out 
immediately.” 


Riki looked at the forest around them. 


“My barrier covers this entire forest. However, that means 
we have to kill Hydra before she can leave.” 


“Understood.” 


“... The power of the snake clone would be only about 1/9th 
of Hydra’s full power, but that doesn’t mean she can be 
underestimated.” 


That made sense. 


Originally, Frey would not have accepted such a request. It 
was not easy to deal with a Demigod even when he had 
been at his peak. 


But this time was different. 
Frey felt calm confidence fill his heart. 
‘... the first time | defeated a Demigod, | was also 8 stars.’ 


However, now was not the time for him to dwell on such 
thoughts. 


“Snow, we'll have to hurry.” 
“Understood.” 


“You go east. l'Il handle the one in the west. She stopped 
controlling her power, so you shouldn’t have any trouble 
tracking her, right?” 


“Of course.” 
“Then | wish you luck.” 


Just as Riki was about to leave, Frey called out to him. 


“Wait. What exactly is Hydra’s power? | don’t think that it’s 
just the extra lives you just told me about.” 


“It’s tenacious vitality, regeneration and poison. Stay away 
from the green liquid that she spits. You guys wouldn’t be 
able to withstand it.” 


“green liquid.” 
It seemed that her blood was also like that. 


“Fire is her weakness. If you can manage to cast powerful 
fire spells, you will have an advantage.” 


Riki said this as though it was insignificant, but the 
information was actually extremely useful for Frey. 


Originally, these were all things he would only earn after 
entering a life and death struggle with the Demigod, but 
now, he had been given such information without any risk. 


‘| definitely can’t break this alliance with Riki just yet.’ 


He still had yet to fully grasp his ally’s true intentions, but at 
least for now, it was worth it to stick with him. 


Shik. 
Riki’s figure disappeared, and Frey left with Snow. 


As Riki had said, Hydra no longer paid attention to 
controlling her enormous strength, which made her easy to 
track. 


It wasn’t long before they caught up. 


“Hehehehe! Hihihihihihi!” 


She was showing off her tremendous strength, her aura 
rising fiercely. Trees were uprooted and thrown out of the 
way as they collided with her body. Even so, her speed did 
not decrease at all as she swept forth like a typhoon hellbent 
on destroying the forest. 


‘It doesn’t seem like she’s trying to run away.’ 


Frey felt that the situation might’ve been a little dangerous 
as he turned to Snow. 


“Let’s split up and attack. There is no plan. We will attack 
while assisting each other.” 


This was more efficient than trying to create a detailed plan 
on the spot. Both Frey and Snow had a lot of practical 
experience so they could fully understand each other’s 
intentions. 


“Understood.” 

Snow then shifted her trajectory, moving to the side. 

As he kept following Hydra, Frey decided his next move. 
‘If fire magic is her weakness...’ 

It may have a much greater effect than they expected. 
A resolute glint flickered in Frey’s eyes. 


He had no intention of holding back just because they were 
surrounded by trees. Even if the entire forest was to turn to 

ashes, it would still be worth it if they were able to get rid of 
Hydra. 


“Lava Blast.” 


He didn’t even need to chant. 


As soon as Frey said those words, a Lava Blast, which was 
the 7 star spell with the highest destructive capability, 
appeared immediately. 


It had been powerful enough to destroy the lightning barrier 
that Lukes had been proud of! 


However, the Lava Blast that he cast this time was much 
more powerful than it was at that time, despite the fact that 
he’d omitted the chant. 


Kaboom! 
The spell struck Hydra’s side. 


Despite this, Frey did not lower his guard, and instead, he 
paid close attention to the cloud of smoke created by the 
explosion. 


“Hihihi!” 


With her signature giggle, Hydra’s body shot into the sky. 
One of her arms hung loosely while covered in horrible 
burns, but Hydra simply ripped it off with her other hand. 


It was a similar situation to what happened with Lukes. At 
that time, Frey’s Lava Blast had also injured Lukes’ arm. 


The difference, however, was the attitude. 


Hydra didn’t show any reaction even after discarding one of 
her own arms. 


Taht. 


Snow shot up after her. Her speed at that moment was so 
fast that she appeared to be twice as fast as Ivan. 


And the speed with which she swung her sword was even 
greater. 


Shiik. 
Hydra’s head was cut off. 


Nevertheless, her body was still filled with overflowing 
vitality. 


“Hehe!” 


She turned in the air while letting out a laugh, causing her 
green blood to splash towards Snow. 


‘The green liquid is dangerous.’ 


She remembered Riki’s advice at that moment, but because 
she was in the air, there was no way for her to evade it. 


She tried to minimize the damage as much as possible with 
the one handed shield in her other hand. 


Psshk! 
Nevertheless, Frey’s barrier was much faster. 


The barrier didn’t last very long. After blocking the blood for 
a few breaths, it shattered. 


However, it was enough. 
Snow hurriedly dived away from the blood. 


Kuurk! 


The heads sprouted from Hydra’s neck, and her severed 
head flew toward Snow at a tremendous speed. 


The two heads sprouting from the severed neck was 
something she’d witnessed before, so Snow had raised her 
sword in preparation. 


Kwak! 
“Ugghh...!” 
Snow grit her teeth. 


The blade of her sword creaked, and more than that, her 
joints screamed in protest. But if she reduced her strength 
for even a moment, there would be a new Hydra head sized 
hole in her body. 


Her body smashed through several large trees, creating a 
large scar in the ground. 


“Ahhhhhp!” 


Snow desperately hit Hydra’s head into the sky. (YH: home 
run?) 


Hydra, who was still in the air, sooke with a laugh. 
“You're pretty good! Then it’s my turn...” 

And with that, she began to vomit something. 
“Urrk!” 


a“ ” 
anal 


From her mouth came snakes with bright green scales. 
These snakes rained down from the sky, which would cause 


one to wonder how so many snakes managed to fit in sucha 
small body. 


Snow made an expression of disgust. 
“You are so disgusting.” (TL: agreed, bleh) 
This was very tricky. 


Her vitality was beyond imagination. Before Snow realised, 
her arm had also regenerated. 


If this was just 1/9th of her power, just how strong was this 
Demigod at full strength? 


Snow had never doubted herself, but now, she couldn’t help 
but feel something deep within. 


‘| just need to stall for time. Frey will use that chance to cast 
a powerful spell.’ 


They would need to burn her entire body all at once. 
Otherwise, they would never be able to kill this ridiculous 
monster. 


But now wasn’t the time to ponder. 


She had to delay this Demigod as long as possible, even if it 
meant using Riki’s divine power. 


It was then. 
“Aun?” 


Suddenly Snow looked up at the sky, wondering why there 
were suddenly two suns floating there. 


Of course, that wasn’t the case. She soon heard Frey’s 
telepathy. 


[Snow, get back.] 
Snow didn’t think too deeply and retreated hurriedly. 


After confirming that Snow was out of range, Frey muttered 
while looking at Hydra. 


His first 8 star spell. 

“Another Sun.” (TL: literally) 

“..h-, huh?” 

Hydra looked back with a blank expression. 
‘| see the sun... but why are there two?’ 


That was Hydra’s last thought. Shortly thereafter, her entire 
body became black ash before scattering in the wind. 


Frey didn’t let his guard down against Demigods because he 
knew better than anyone how strong they were. 


He had had countless experiences of someone he thought 
dead jumping up and attacking him again. 


That was why he didn’t lower his guard until he was certain 
that Hydra had definitely been killed by the spell. 


8 star Magic, Torkunta’s heart and the Staff of the Great 
Sage. 


The synergy created by these three elements created an 
effect that not even Frey had been able to expect. 


No. It wasn’t just that. 


Originally, it should have taken many times longer to cast 
an 8 star spell. Yet Frey had been able to drastically reduce 
that time. 


‘Ultra-high speed computation gained from my years in the 
Abyss. I’m finally able to use it.’ 


In that space completely cut off from the outside world, the 
only thing that Frey had the freedom to do was think. 


He thought a great deal to maintain his sense of self. 
However, the only thing that he’d been able to think about 
was Magical Science. 


Frey thought and thought and thought. 

It was strange to call it hard work. 

Killing time. 

Right, it was more accurate to call it killing time. 


Nevertheless, one of the by-products of this endeavour to 
kill time was an ultra fast computational ability. 


As he was now, he could do the calculations for dozens of 
magical formulas at the same time. (TL: | was wondering 
why he was so fast at that and didn’t want to put it under 
the banner ‘well he’s the great mage’...now it makes sense) 


Regardless of how complex it was, if he was to calculate it 
hundreds or even thousands of times, eventually he would 
figure it out. 


This meant that even the most complicated large-scale 
spells could be created instantaneously. 


Omitting the chant required a tremendous amount of mana, 
many times more than if one was to chant the spell, but 
even that could be disregarded. 


Frey’s current mana capacity was already double of when he 
was Lukas. 


And when he reached 8 stars, the Ultra-high speed 
computation that had only been possible in his thoughts 
had become a reality. 


In a sense, this was much more important than any elixir he 
had taken so far or the Staff of the Great Sage. 


Frey realised. 


At that moment, he was already stronger than the ‘8 stars 
Lukas’ of the past. 


And also that it wasn’t impossible for him to deal with 
Demigods. 


Chapter 93: Whatever It 
Takes To Become Strong(5) 


Snow was shell-shocked. 
The scene she’d just witnessed was too unbelievable. 


Half of the forest, which had completely filled her sight just 
moments ago, had become ash in the blink of an eye. 


She didn’t even see them burn. 
Her gaze then turned to Frey. 


Even when the Demigod had been killed in an instant and 
most of the surrounding forest had been turned to ash, he 
hadn’t even broken a sweat. 


‘Doesn't that mean that he can cast more spells like that?” 


When she heard Syax’s explanation, she’d thought he was 
amazing. However, the prowess he was displaying now far 
exceeded her expectations. 


He was like a natural disaster that a human would be 
powerless against. 


Shuk. 
Riki appeared beside her. 


It was obvious that he’d hurried over as his clothes were 
messy, and sweat was dripping down his face. 


Riki’s expression stiffened as he looked around. 


He clearly saw the ashes on the ground and felt the traces of 
Hydra’s aura lingering in the air. The result of their battle 
was already clear for him to see. 


His gaze also turned to Frey. 
“Did you kill Hydra?” 
“| did.” 


Mt ” 


After hearing Frey’s response, Riki’s expression became 
strange. 


He paused for a moment before speaking in a weak voice. 
“l see. So my worry was unnecessary in the first place.” 


He then raised his head, and Frey felt his gaze had become 
more serious. 


“First, let’s return to the hut.” 
Frey and Snow nodded. 


The middle of the burnt scene, where ash was blowing 
constantly, was not a suitable place to have a conversation. 


“Is Hydra completely dead now?” 
“That’s right.” 


Riki nodded, but his expression didn’t improve. 


Although it was an unexpected situation, since they’d 
managed to deal with one Demigod, didn’t that mean they 
turned a crisis into an opportunity? 


Snow wanted to ask this question, but his expression made 
it hard for her to say anything. 


Soon after, they arrived at the hut. 


Perhaps it was because he returned to his own territory, but 
Riki’s expression relaxed a little. 


Frey observed him for a moment before asking. 
“Why did a Demigod come to you?” 


“There wasn’t a specific reason. Hydra stops by from time to 
time.” 


They had arrived at the worst possible time. Had it been 
earlier or later, he could have prepared properly. 


Riki let out a heavy sigh. 


“The fact that Hydra died won’t be hidden for long. Ananta 
will soon learn of it.” 


“Ananta?” 
“He is one of the Apocalypses. He uses the power of poison.” 
So that old man’s name was Ananta. 


He had met him a few times when he was Lukas, but he 
hadn’t known his name. 


Snow asked with a strange voice. 
“Then what do we do now?” 


“If Hydra told Ananta that she was coming to visit me... then 
her death would make him suspicious.” 


Mt ” 


“This would make attending the meeting an act of suicide. 
I'll have to investigate some things.” 


Riki’s expression became even more serious. 
“Time is running out. Frey, have you made up your mind?” 


There was no need to say anything since he was already 
determined. 


Frey simply took out the vial of the elixir containing Indra’s 
lightning and put it on the table. 


“PIH do it.” 
Divine power. 
The transcendent power used by Demigods. 


To learn more about it, he decided to learn how to control 
this energy. 


It was an old saying, but if he knew his enemies and he 
knew himself, wouldn’t victory be assured? 


‘The harmony of mana and divine power.’ 


The words that Riki said resounded in his head. 


Maybe he would be able to find a clue to defeat Lord. 


It was impossible for him to defeat him. This was something 
that Frey had realised 4,000 years ago. 


Because of that, he had tried to learn as much as he could in 
this life, after he’d gained Frey’s body. 


Warrior King’s Fist, Spiritism, Alchemy and even making 
contracts with Devils. 


He learned everything regardless of the type. 


And now, for Frey, the divine power would just be another 
way to increase his own power. 


He had no intention of rejecting a method to become 
stronger because the power of the Demigods had always 
made him uncomfortable. 


“Good. Then absorb the energy in that lightning elixir right 
away.” 


Frey stared at the lightning elixir in his hand. 
“Can | really drink this?” 

“You can.” 

Pijik. 


The pale lightning swirling within the bottle made him think 
the elixir wasn’t edible. 


Perhaps he would just be electrocuted. 


Riki spoke to the suspicious Frey. 


“It will probably sting a bit.” 


Mt ” 


... The worst case scenario would be it colliding with his 
mana, which was something that Frey believed he could 
handle. 


Frey opened the bottle and took a deep breath before 
putting the vial to his lips. 


Gulp. 

cae 1” 

Krrrng! 

He immediately felt dizzy. 


The shock of the lightning racing down his spine made his 
mind completely blank, and he almost lost consciousness. 


“Kuk...” 


“Because it is divine power, it might collide with your mana 
at first. It would be best to not forcefully separate them. Just 
let it run its course.” 


He heard Riki’s cold voice. 

Frey desperately controlled his roaring mana. 
‘So this is divine power...’ 

He had a rough idea of how the energy felt. 


However, feeling it running through his veins allowed him to 
realise just how explosively powerful this energy really was. 


Before, he had only seen it from afar, but now, it was like he 
was touching, tasting and smelling it. 


At that moment, Frey truly began to understand just what 
‘divine power’ truly was. 


“Gather the power into your heart. It’s more efficient to store 
it there.” 


After a while, the divine energy, which had been running 
around like a mad bull, slowly began changing direction, 
following Frey’s guidance. 


Snow, who was watching from the side, couldn’t help but 
make a shocked expression. 


Frey’s body had only just received divine power for the first 
time. More importantly, he had to control his mana to stop it 
from reacting. 


Nevertheless, the skill with which Frey was handling the 
divine power was completely incomparable to her when she 
took it in for the first time. 


Riki’s eyes shined brightly. 
‘...a natural talent.’ 
No. 


Divine power was not something that could be controlled 
with just talent. 


This was only possible because Frey’s body had the Blake 
family’s blood in its veins. 


His body had been optimised to handle divine power. 


‘Isn’t this creating a being that can’t be contained?’ 
A thought suddenly occurred to Riki. 


He didn’t know much about the inner details of the 
experiment being conducted in the Blake family. He only 
knew that it was possible for mana and divine power to 
coexist in their bodies. 


However, Leyrin had said that the current rate of 
synchronisation was not too good. 


[It will get higher and higher in the future generations! If we 
wait a few hundred years, we’ll get a race better than any 
other mortal! ] 


Leyrin had laughed loudly at the time. 
Riki looked at Frey. 


Divine power and mana, two energies that could not coexist 
naturally, were now gently embracing each other as though 
they were lovers. 


It could even be called fusion. 


The vortex that had silently formed around Frey slowly 
subsided, and Frey’s body, which had seemed on the verge 
of collapse, stabilised. 


When he saw this, Riki laughed in a way that he hadn’t for 
decades. 


‘... hundreds of years?’ 
How long had he been waiting? 


Frey slowly opened his eyes. 


Pijiik. 

Lightning wriggled around his head. 

Riki observed this calmly for a moment before speaking. 
“It seems it was successful.” 

Of course, this was only the beginning. 


It was natural for him to be able to use divine power since he 
was a descendant of the Blake family. 


His synchronisation rate was much higher than Riki had 
expected, but what really mattered was what would happen 
from that point on. 


There were three months left until the meeting. During that 
time, Frey would need to learn how to use his divine power 
to some extent. 


At least to a level where no one would be suspicious of his 
disguise as an Apostle. 


“You'll be really busy starting today. It'll be difficult, and you 
will feel that time is passing quickly.” 


Riki looked at Frey before saying. 
“Are you still going with me?” 
Frey nodded. 


Although Riki had asked him something, he couldn’t even 
open his mouth. 


... His tongue was paralysed, and he couldn’t speak. 


kK 
‘Time will pass quickly.’ 

Riki was right. 

Time flew by in the blink of an eye. 

A bolt of lightning from Frey’s hand upturned the ground. 
He was running, his robe flapping wildly in the wind. 


His sharp gaze turned towards Riki, who was standing there 
with his hands at his sides. 


Pijiik 
Once again, lightning shot out from his fingertips. 


Riki had just one thought as he looked at the bolt of 
lightning that twisted like a spiderweb. 


‘Isn’t his power higher than a normal Apostle?’ 
He gently swung his sheath. 
Chain Lightning. 


This was the name that Frey had given to the fierce bolt of 
lightning that looked like a spiderweb. 


At the same time, Frey jumped into the air. 


When he stretched his arms up to the sky, Indra’s divine 
power, which filled his body, shot into the sky. 


Dark clouds formed instantly. 


Boom! 


Then, without warning, a lightning bolt struck down towards 
Riki. 


Shik. 


However, Riki’s sword cut through the lighting at an even 
greater speed. 


Silence fell upon the clearing. 


At first glance, it would appear that Riki had cut Frey’s 
momentum, but instead, a deep smile blossomed on Frey’s 
face instead. 


“You drew your sword.” 

“right.” 

On the other hand, Riki’s expression was not happy. 
He’d drawn his sword, so he had to admit it. 


The man before him had been learning to control divine 
power for about two months. 


‘It’s not perfect. There are still a few shortcomings.’ 
However, that wasn’t very important. 


What was truly important was the fact that it had only been 
two months since Frey had accepted divine power into his 
body. 


He’d learned how to utilise his new power at a tremendous 
speed. 


Snow was a true genius who only needed to be instructed 
once to learn something. 


But Frey’s talent was much more than that. 
‘No.’ 
It could no longer be considered as just talent. 


Frey’s power was already close to exceeding that of an 
Apostle. 


Riki could only guess the reason. 
‘Maybe it’s because Indra’s dead.’ 


In essence, Apostles borrowed divine power from the 
Demigods and utilised that power. 


However, Indra, who was the owner of the divine power of 
lightning, was already dead. 


That was the reason why Frey’s lightning power was 
uninhibited and was able to grow to such an extent with 
training. 


At that point, it might be an advantage or a disadvantage. 


What would happen if they created fake Apostles using the 
energy extracted from dead Demigods? 


This was something that not even the research fanatic, 
Leyrin, would have been able to research. 


In the first place, the death of a Demigod was something 
that would only happen once every few hundred years or so. 


Riki concealed his thoughts and said. 


“| drew my sword today, so as promised, it will be the last 
day of training.” 


To reach the level where he would be forced to draw his 
sword. That had been the minimum requirement. 


Even if Riki hadn’t been serious, this was still an incredibly 
hard thing to do. 


At least, it was not something that most Apostles would be 
able to accomplish. 


“What about the situation with Hydra?” 


“It seems no one has noticed anything yet. We'll attend the 
meeting as planned.” 


“Where is it being held?” 

“The Luanoble Kingdom.” 

“Hmmm.” 

It was the country of Knights and Sonia Aquarid’s homeland. 
It was quite far from the Great Reynols Forest. 

“Did you think of a means of transportation?” 

“I’m thinking about using Warp Stones.” 


“l didn’t think Demigods would use Warp Stones as well.” 


He knew that Riki had a different way of getting from one 
location to another. 


When he killed Indra, he’d suddenly appeared and 
disappeared. However, Riki shook his head as he realised 
Frey’s thoughts. 


“Space-time movement is not an option. There are many 
conditions to using it, and the human body wouldn’t be able 
to withstand it. There’s a high probability that at the end of 
the movement, you would become a pool of blood.” 


Over the past two months, Frey had become accustomed to 
Riki’s way of speaking, which often included harsh words. 


Thanks to this, Frey’s expression didn’t change much as he 
heard that. 


“There’s a Warp Stone in Pillat. If we use it, we'll be able to 
arrive in Luanoble in no time. But we have a lot more time 
than | expected.” 


It wouldn’t even take them a week to get to Pillat. And even 
if they were late, they could just use the Warp spell to arrive 
nearby. 


As though he suddenly remembered something, Riki turned 
and said. 


“You shouldn’t use mana from now on.” 
“Why?” 


“Because you have to completely erase the reverberation 
that mana gives off.” 


The mana reverberation. 


At 8 stars, it was possible for him to appear no different from 
the general public, but it wasn’t perfect. 


The possibility of Lord sensing his mana was very high. 


And if he didn’t use mana for a month, the reverberation 
would fade by a large amount, if not completely. 


“If you use your divine power, you should be able to trick 
Lord’s senses.” 


This meant that he had to use divine power as much as 
possible. 


Frey nodded. 

“Understood.” 

“Shall we go then?” 

“right now?” 

“Why? Is there a reason not to?” 


When he heard Riki’s words, Frey pondered for a moment 
before shaking his head. 


“No.” 


He felt a little bad for not saying goodbye to Snow, Camille 
and Syax, but they were all busy anyway. 


Snow helped Frey learn to control his divine power for the 
first month before she had to return to deal with her overdue 
work, and Syax was busy helping rebuild the village. 


Camille also had her hands full with the Dark Elf youths she 
was leading. 


‘It’s fine. l'II meet them again soon anyway.’ 


He felt that it wouldn’t be long before he met Syax, as well 
as Snow and Camille, who were a part of the Circle, again. 


“Then let’s go.” 


Riki only carried his sword as he turned and began walking 
away. 


Frey also followed him since most of his belongings were in 
the Subspace bag. 


‘| never would have imagined that I’d go on a trip witha 
Demigod.’ 


If he told the Lukas from 4,000 years ago that this would 
happen, he would have laughed in his own face. 


Frey gave a wry smile as he followed Riki. 


There was very little conversation as they walked through 
the woods. 


Frey didn’t have much of a chatty personality, nor did he 
really want to have any real conversation with Riki. 


Riki was also the type who only spoke when absolutely 
necessary. 


However, their comfortable silence was soon destroyed. 
“Halt!” 
“Kuhuhu!” 


A group of men stepped out from behind the trees. 


There were about twenty armed men, and greed was clearly 
visible on their faces. 


Thanks to that, it was easy to identify them. 
‘Bandits.’ 


They were dressed in shabby clothes and didn’t appear to be 
very strong. 


From what Frey could see, even the most common 
mercenaries would be able to defeat them easily. 


They were probably a group of bandits who specialised in 
terrorising the merchants who traded with the elves. 


Frey’s expression became strange. 

Riki also looked at them with slight confusion. 
“Can we help you with something?” 

“Of course you can. That’s why we stopped you.” 


“Boss! Doesn't the silver-haired one look pretty good fora 
man?” 


“Kukuku! If we sell him to a male brothel after we’re done 
playing with him, we’d probably make a lot of money!” (TL: 


“That one has a nice sword. | call dibs.” 
Frey was dumbfounded. 


This couldn’t even be called a comedy. 


These poor men couldn’t even dream of the fact that the 
silver-haired man in front of them was one of the strongest 
beings in the world. 


A hairy man standing at the front let out a cruel laugh, not 
even imagining the terror he was about to face. 


“If you do everything | say, this old man will allow you to 
keep your puny lives.” 


“you mean my life?” 

Riki tilted his head as if he didn’t understand. 

“Do you really mean that?” 

“Does our boss look like someone who would mess around?” 
Shwing. 


One of the bandits drew his sword with a twisted expression 
on his face. 


Riki’s expression became more suspicious. 
The hairy man laughed loudly. 


“Be careful. The silver-haired one is mine. | don’t care if you 
kill the other one.” (TL: poor Frey) 


“Yeah!” 


“You heard that, didn’t you? Don’t resist too much. We 
wouldn’t want you to get hurt.” 


Frey looked at Riki and folded his arms. 


“You get a penalty for killing humans, right? Should | take 
care of this?” 


But Riki shook his head expressionlessly. 
“No.” 

He drew his sword quietly. 

Chuk. 


“| just have to not kill them.” 


Chapter 94: Meeting(1 ) 


Five people from all walks of life were gathered in a room. 


While only one candle lit up the interior, a blonde girl, who 
didn’t seem to fit into the heavy setting, opened her mouth. 


“Is it true that the ‘Sword’ has made a move?” 
Her voice was filled with irritation. 


Shepard Jun, the middle aged man who was being glared at 
by the girl, could only give a bitter smile. 


“He removed the barrier he placed in the forest. Trust me, 
Rounder Sheryl, l'Il bet my reputation on it.” 


If anyone were to see this sight, they would have doubted 
their own eyes. 


Shepard Jun, master of a magic tower and head of the 
renowned Jun family, was acting so differentially to a young 
girl? 


Was he really the one who did not dare to meet this girl’s 
gaze and continuously avoided it? 


However, there was no one in the Circle who would find fault 
with Shepard Jun’s actions when they heard his words. 


Rounder Sheryl! 


This blonde girl was none other than the second in 
command of the Phisfounder Armlets, one of the Three Great 


Circles. 


On the surface, she appeared to be a blonde girl who did not 
exceed twenty years, but in fact, she was actually a vampire 
who had already lived for hundreds of years. 


Sheryl smiled slightly and lifted her chin. 

“Where is he headed?” 

“Pillat, the city we are in currently. That’s why I called you.” 
“Hmph...” 


Sheryl’s sharp crimson eyes swept across the people in the 
room. 


Most of the people who received her gaze seemed to feel 
uncomfortable as they hurriedly avoided meeting it. 


She licked her lips once before saying. 


“Well, it makes sense that you’d call for me. After all, you’re 
nothing but a baby chick in front of an Apocalypse.” 


Crunch. 
She gritted her teeth with an angry expression. 


“But aren’t you forgetting the battle to subjugate Nozdog? 
The Trowman Rings, who were on par with the Three Great 
Circles, was almost completely annihilated in one battle. At 
that time, we only obtained one piece of information, and 
that was the fact that that monster had the power of death.” 


Hundreds, almost thousands of people died just to obtain 
that one piece of information. 


She knew the five of them were very talented. Even Sheryl 
alone had centuries worth of knowledge and experience. 


As long as she had a good enough plan, she could even take 
down a small fortress by herself. 


But the opponent this time was a Demigod. Transcendent 
beings who could destroy a city or even a country by 
themselves, depending on their power. 


Shepard shook his head with a determined expression. 
“Of course, | didn’t call you here to fight.” 

“Then?” 

“We're thinking of tailing him.” 

It was a grey-haired man who said that. 

Sheryl frowned. 

“You... what was your name again?” 

“Heinz Blake, Rounder Sheryl.” 


“The youngest executive in the Strow Necklaces? I’ve heard 
the rumors.” 


Nevertheless, she still looked at him with her sharp gaze. 
“What can we get from following him?” 


“We received information that the Demigods are gathering 
in one place.” 


Shepard was the one who spoke, but Sheryl didn’t take her 
eyes off of Heinz. 


“From which source?” 

“Me.” 

Once again, it was Heinz who spoke. 
Sheryl’s expression became strange. 

“Is it information from the Blake family?” 


“| overheard a conversation between Isaka Blake and a 
Demigod.” 
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The fact that Isaka, the head of the Blake family, had a 
certain relationship with the Demigods was something that 
was an open secret among the main figures of the Circle. 


And Heinz was the one to report it. 


From then on, he kept on giving the Circle information that 
couldn’t be obtained by normal means. 


Therefore, the information that Heinz brought was highly 
reliable. 


Nevertheless, there were still many in the Circle who 
doubted him. 


Heinz’s expression remained calm even when he knew that 
she might be one of them. 


He didn’t look like he was lying. 
‘He’s a strange kid.’ 


That was the judgement Sheryl reached for Heinz. 


Even with her experience, it was difficult for her to see 
through him. 


Either he was really telling the truth, or he was really good 
at lying. 


“The meeting will be somewhere in Luanoble, but I don’t 
know the exact location.” 


“Luanoble? That’s the exact opposite direction from here.” 
“I think he wants to use the Warp Stone here.” 
For a moment silence fell in the room. 


“A Demigod using a Warp Stone? Don’t they have their own 
form of transportation? I’ve never heard of them entering a 
human city just to use a Warp Stone.” 


This time, it was Dugenjar, a force honor of the Phisfounder 
Armlets. 


Shepard’s gaze turned to him. 
‘He’s changed a lot.’ 


Dugenjar was a Wizard who was widely rumored to have a 
personality that didn’t quite match his ability. 


Although he was a 7 star Archmage, his stubbornness and 
narrowmindedness made him unpopular among the other 
executives of the Three Great Circles. 


However, this man had suddenly changed a few months ago. 


It was said that he no longer argued about pointless things, 
and his reputation in the Circle had been climbing since 
then. 


Shepard had been disbelieving at first, but after soending 
these few days together and conversing with him, he 
realised he really had changed. 


He didn’t know what happened, but it seemed Dugenjar had 
come to some kind of realisation. 


Then a Knight with a thick mustache tapped on his armor. 


“That’s not the problem. This is a very serious situation. Can 
we be sure that monster doesn’t intend to just destroy Pillat 
completely?” 


He was an executive from the Lucid Swords named Jerome 
Berner. 


Heinz shook his head. 


“If that was his purpose, he would not have moved so slowly 
and allowed us to catch onto his trail.” 


“It could be just a whim. Nothing is more pointless than 
trying to rationalise a Demigod’s behaviour.” 


“That’s true, but Pillat has the Blake family. The Demigods 
have a relationship with the Blake family, so | don’t think 
they will attack this place.” 
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Jerome didn’t say anything further because there was 
nothing to refute. 


Sheryl pressed against her temples before speaking firmly. 


‘Alright. | think | understand. He’s coming to Pillat just to 
use the Warp Stone to head to Luanoble. Then he will attend 


the Demigod meeting that’s being held there somewhere. 
that everything?” 
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“That’s right.” 
“Then what can we do with that information?” 
Shepard agreed with Sheryl. 


Usually, when your enemies congregated in one place, it 
was the perfect opportunity to strike them down in one blow. 


However, their enemies were Demigods. 


It would not be possible for them to overwhelm the 
Demigods when they were congregated together. 


To put it bluntly, if dozens of Demigods gathered in one 
place, the Circle would be unable to do anything even if 
every member showed up. 


Heinz spoke calmly. 


“Throughout the long history of the circle, there has never 
been a case of more than a dozen Demigods gathering. For 
those arrogant beings to all gather in one place to discuss 
something, I’m not sure what it could be about, but I’m sure 
that it would be incredibly important.” 


“...SO you want to eavesdrop on whatever they are going to 
talk about.” 


“| think it would be worth the risk.” 
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Sheryl tapped on her chin. 


Certainly... Heinz was right. 
It wasn’t just a matter of curiosity. 


If there was something that could cause dozens of Demigods 
to gather, then it would be worth finding out even at the risk 
of their lives. 


“And we don’t have to attack the Demigods directly.” 
“Huh?” 


“I heard the Apostles will also accompany the Demigods to 
the meeting.” 
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This information caused a ripple to spread throughout the 
room. 


Sheryl stared at Heinz with wide eyes. 
“Are you certain of this information?” 
“That’s right.” 
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If that were true, the situation would be completely 
different. 


The most effective means that they knew of to hurt a 
Demigod was to kill their Apostle. 


The Circle had not yet figured out what kind of penalty the 
Demigods faced when their Apostles died, but they knew it 
caused some form of break in their usual operation. 


And the people in this room were all powerful enough to 
handle even the most skilled Apostles. 


‘Even if we only got a few of them, it would be a great 
harvest.’ 


Everyone seemed to turn and look at Sheryl at the same 
time. 


This was because she was the most authoritative among 
those gathered. 


Shepard and Heinz were the ones who called this meeting, 
but in order to carry out such an emergency operation, 
Rounder Sheryl’s presence was indispensable. 


They were powerless in this regard. 
“Good.” 
Sheryl’s lips slowly parted. 


“First, we'll stay in Pillat and monitor the situation. And after 
the Sword makes his move, we'll make ours. Understood?” 


Everyone nodded with serious expressions. 


Chapter 95: Meeting(2) 


Frey looked on. 
It happened in an instant. 


Riki seemed to simply draw his sword before sheathing it 
again. 


“Huh?” 
“What are you doing?” 


“If you draw your blade, then you should probably cut 
something. Hm?” 


Riki’s Unusual actions caused the bandits who had been 
approaching them to pause for a moment. 


However, they simply thought he was scared and laughed 
uproariously. 


Tuk tuk tuk. 


In the next moment, the arms of all the approaching bandits 
suddenly fell to the ground simultaneously. 


At the same time, blood shot up like a fountain as the 
bandits experienced pain more terrifying than they could 
ever imagine. 


“Aaaack!” 


“M-, my arms!” 


It was a beautiful sword stroke. 


Even Frey was only able to barely make out the trajectory, 
and there was no way these weak bandits could’ve kept up 
with such speed. 


Frey walked up to the hairy man. 


He hadn’t been overwhelmed by the pain; instead, his eyes 
were rolling around as he tried to analyze the current 
situation. 


But when he noticed Frey walking over, he immediately 
pressed his forehead to the ground. 


“M-, My Lord! Please spare my life!” 
That silver haired man was a monster. 


He realised that the man before him was much more 
powerful than anyone he had ever encountered in all his life. 


If he dared run his mouth here he would certainly become a 
cold corpse in an instant. 


“Who are you?” 

“W-, we are the Red Evil.” 

It was a very tacky name. 

Frey thought for a moment before continuing. 
“What are you doing here?” 

“Th-, that...” 


“Speak honestly.” 


After saying that, Frey deliberately looked at Riki. 


The hairy man then spoke quickly, his voice filled with 
nervousness, fear and pain. 


“W-, we came to steal goods.” 
“From whom?” 


“T-, the merchants who trade with the Elves in the Great 
Forest...” 


“How many times have you done this?” 
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When Frey’s eyes sharpened, the hairy man hurriedly 
answered. 


“A-, about ten times.” 

Ten times. 

It seemed they were quite experienced. 

“You must have killed everyone during those robberies.” 
“Th-, that...” 

He didn’t need to hear more. 

Lightning shot out from Frey’s hand. 

Pajik. 


The bodies of the bandits were consumed by the lightning in 
an instant. 


They died without even being able to let out a proper 
scream. 


As the scent of charred meat filled the area, Riki looked 
down at the bodies and said with a calm tone. 


“That was unexpected.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“| didn’t think you would kill humans so easily.” 
“You must have thought | was a good-natured man.” 
That was a big misunderstanding. 

And Riki had misunderstood something else. 

The trash that he just killed was not human. 

Riki looked at Frey’s face for a moment before saying. 
“You humans are quite interesting.” 

“What?” 

He hadn’t expected that statement. 


Frey looked at him like he thought he was making a joke. 
However, Riki’s expression didn’t change. 


In the first place, he wasn’t the type to make jokes. 


“Because you are more three dimensional than any other 
intelligent race I’ve ever encountered.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I mean what | said.” 


Riki continued walking along the path, and Frey followed 
him after a brief moment of hesitation. 


A Demigod who was interested in humans. 
He wasn’t sure he could quite believe it. 
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They bypassed the inspection at the gate easily since Riki 
already had sufficient identification. 


The moment he pulled out the mercenary card with his 
distinctive lack of expression, Frey became speechless for a 
while. 


“D class Mercenary Riki. Is that correct?” 

“That’s right.” 

It was crazy. 

He hadn’t even bothered to create a pseudonym. 


If the guards hadn’t been in front of them at that moment, 
Frey would have definitely looked at Riki with a strange 
expression. 


“And you?” 
“Kain Rixton, A class Mercenary.” 
“Hmm. You’ve been verified. Welcome to Pillat.” 


The guards nodded before returning their cards, and they 
easily entered the city. 


Looking back at the gates, Frey couldn’t help but say. 

“| didn’t think you’d even have a mercenary card.” 

“It has quite a few uses, so! got one in passing.” 

Did that mean that he travelled around the continent often? 


He lived in a hut in the middle of a forest, so Frey had 
thought he lived a hermit life away from the rest of the 
world. 


‘...well, if he hides his true strength, no one would be able to 
realise who he is.’ 


At least, they wouldn’t be able to realise unless Riki himself 
decided to reveal his power. 


However, Frey could clearly feel the enormous power that 
was circulating around Riki’s body at all times. 


Was it because he’d received divine power? 
‘It will be nice to know whenever I encounter a Demigod.’ 


As Frey had this thought, they headed to the Warp Stone in 
the city’s center. 


When they asked the guards about the schedule, they 
learned that there would be a trip to Luanoble in three days. 


“Three days. Why aren’t there any today or tomorrow?” 


“Isn’t it a foreign destination? Besides, three days isn’t that 
long. Instead, you guys should consider yourselves lucky.” 


“Lucky?” 


“The only reason you can go directly to Luanoble without 
any special procedures is because of your statuses as 
Mercenaries. That’s because your job requires such freedom 
in order to travel all over the continent with merchants. If it 
was anyone else, they’d have to fill out many documents 
and undergo a strict process. And if you think this is slow, 
that process is even slower; it can take a few weeks rather 
than just three days.” 


The guard spoke while waving his hands at them. 


In other words, Eizek’s advice that it would be better to 
obtain Mercenary status was indeed correct. 


They had no choice but to stay at an inn for three days. 
That night, after dinner, Riki looked up and said. 

“I’m going to the Blake family home.” 

“What?” 

It was an unexpected statement. 

Frey turned his gaze to Riki, asking him to continue. 


“They already know that | am in the city. If | don’t go to them 
first, they will come to me. They might not be suspicious of 
us, but it would be better if they didn’t encounter you here.” 


Then, after a moment of silence, he added. 


“If l'm lucky, | might be able to learn more about Leyrin’s 
experient or even a clue to the identity of her Apostle.” 


Leyrin, one of the Apocalypses like Riki. 


At the same time, she was the figure that controlled the 
Blake family from the shadows. 


“A clue to the Apostle’s identity?” 


“It’s just a speculation, but | believe that Leyrin’s Apostle is 
likely to be a member of the Blake family. The one with the 
highest probability is the family head, Isaka Blake.” 


Isaka Blake, the Tower Master of the 6th Magic Tower, the 
current head of the Blake family and Frey’s father. 


‘The Circle would never even imagine the possibility of him 
being an Apostle.’ 


Mana and divine power could not coexist, and Isaka Blake 
was one of the strongest Archmages in the empire. 


If Frey hadn’t learned that vital piece of information from 
Riki, he would have also had trouble believing Isaka was an 
Apostle. 


At best, he would have only assumed that he had 
succumbed to the Demigods’ temptation. 


But it was different now. 


He knew that the Blake family was just an experiment 
designed by the Demigods and that it was possible to use 
both divine power and mana as long as one was a 
descendant of the family. 


For this reason, he did not doubt Riki’s assumption that the 
head of the Blake family was the Apostle of Leyrin, who was 
in charge of the experiment. 


Riki got up from his seat, and it seemed that he had decided 
to head to the Blake family immediately. 


He stopped as he was about to open the door and turned 
back to Frey. 


“It might be unnecessary, but l'Il tell you anyway.” 
“Huh?” 

“There’s a tail clinging to us.” 

Frey’s expression stiffened. 

Tail. 

He clearly understood what that meant. 

They were being followed or watched. 


“It seems that the one watching us is a Contractor.” (TL: 
should | change to ‘Ssummoner’?) 


“A Contractor?” 


They hadn’t used magic, which made the fact that Frey 
didn’t notice understandable. 


“Is it the Circle?” 


“There’s a high probability of that. There have always been a 
few people following me, even when I was in the forest. They 
are probably trying to figure out the situation since | 
removed my barrier and came here. They should at least be 
executives.” 
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“They should have already confirmed that | have a 
companion. Even if | go to the Blake family, the watchers will 
not go away. In fact, they might even use the opportunity to 
approach you.” 


Frey didn’t want to stand on the other side of the Circle. 
Things were getting troublesome. 


Frey frowned while Riki spoke in his usual calm tone. 
“I can kill them.” 

“What?” 

“Aren’t you worried they will attack you?” 


“...didn’t you say that you are punished by god for killing 
mortals?” 


“That doesn’t matter since it would require hundreds of kills 
for me to really feel anything. And unlike that trash from the 
forest, executives from the Circle are worth having me draw 
my sword.” 


Frey noticed the subtle tone in Riki’s voice. 


If he agreed, the man in front of him would really kill all of 
the Circle executives monitoring them. 


“No. | want to assess the situation first.” 
“Alright. Be careful.” 

With those blunt words, Riki left the room. 
Frey sighed. 


He was truly a tricky man to deal with. 


Although he was listening to his opinion at the moment, Frey 
could not guarantee that he would continue to do so. 


Riki’s power was too dangerous to handle. 


After he began using divine power, Frey had felt this fact 
even more clearly. 


‘That’s why this is even more troublesome since | can’t break 
our alliance just yet.’ 


At least, if he knew the reason why he betrayed the 
Demigods, Frey felt that he would be able to trust Riki more. 


However, he never said a word about it, which caused Frey’s 
doubts and suspicions to become even more pronounced. 


Frey shook his head. 


It wasn’t something he would be able to figure out even if he 
thought about it all night. 


Chapter 96: Meeting(3) 


“It appears the Demigod is heading toward the Blake 
family’s residence.” 


“| will handle the surveillance.” 


As Heinz said this, he glanced at Sheryl as though to seek 
information. 


There was no reason for her to refuse. 


Heinz’s entrances and exits would draw the least attention 
in the Blake family’s residence. 


“Then we'll find out about the man who was with the 
Demigod.” 


“I've already investigated his identity.” 
Jerome was a little surprised by Shepard’s words 
“Already?” 


“It wasn’t hard. | simply asked the guard who inspected 
them what form of identification they presented. They 
entered the city as Mercenaries.” 


“Mercenaries, huh. Definitely one of the easiest identities to 
fake.” 


Dugenjar nodded. 


Anyone could become a Mercenary, regardless of status, age 
or race, as long as they had no criminal record and there was 
no problem with their skills. 


It was a system with many loopholes, but the advantages 
were so clear that not even the empire could suggest an 
alternative. 


“Their names are Riki and Kain Rixton. When I checked at 
the Mercenary Guild, they’re a D class Swordsman and anA 
class Wizard. Riki has no mission records in the last three 
years, while Kain went missing on a mission two months 
ago.” 


It had only been a few hours since they entered the city, yet 
he had been able to acquire such detailed information. 


As the others looked at Shepard with admiration, Sheryl 
shook her head firmly. 


“There’s no need to investigate further. You won’t discover 
any vital clues anyway since they are undercover, and if you 
try to dig further, you might be discovered.” 


“Understood.” 
Sheryl pondered while rubbing her chin. 
“Kain Rixton.” 


If there was any person they could get leads from, it would 
be with this man who accompanied the Demigod. 


Sheryl smiled, revealing the canines that were characteristic 
of vampires. 


“I'll need to get close to him. 


“Do you think that’s a good idea?” 

“I’m thinking about using Lilith.” 

Shepard’s expression changed when he heard that. 
Lilith. 


There had been rumors that Sheryl had signed a contract 
with the Succubus Queen, one of the six Grand Dukes who 
ruled over the Demon World, but he hadn’t believed them. 


“l Know Mongma is good at gathering information, but I’m 
afraid she’d leave a trace.” 


“Lilith is the Succubus Queen. In other words, dreams are 
something that she can manipulate with ease. So we won’t 
have to worry about anything.” 


Moreover, she would be extremely effective. 


Even a man with steel-like willpower, who wouldn’t open his 
mouth even with the harshest torture or blackmail, wouldn’t 
be able to last more than a few moments in a dream before 
he revealed everything he knew. 


What was great was that it wouldn’t leave any traces. 


The man named Kain would even forget meeting Lilith in his 
dreams. 


“Then | will summon Lilith this very evening. | will inform 
you of what | learned tomorrow.” 


Everyone nodded. 
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That evening. 
Sheryl entered her room and drew the curtains. 


Immediately, the soace became pitch black, but she was still 
able to see since a vampire’s dark vision was excellent. 


She bit her index finger slightly. The blood dripped down to 
the floor before flowing to form a precise Summoning circle. 


As light began to flow from the circle, Lilith slowly rose up. 
She was a woman with a very distinct charm. 


She had eyes filled with lust and purple skin that was almost 
completely revealed by her breathtakingly seductive 
clothes. 


Even a man with an iron will wouldn’t help but glance over 
at her, and when he did, his body would be unable to 
contain the lust created by her fatal charm. 


The room became filled with an atmosphere that would even 
cause a woman to blush and feel hot even if they were the 
Same sex, but Sheryl did not show any reaction. 


She was a vampire. The race that was known for its 
seduction and charm. 


This was why Sheryl was such a good match for Lilith. 


If she wasn’t a vampire, there was a high probability that she 
wouldn’t have been able to sign the contract. 


“Huhu. It’s been a while, Sheryl.” (TL: why do I get some 
‘ara, ara’ vibes right now?) 


“| summoned you because | have a favor to ask.” 


“Of course, l'Il do whatever my cute baby bat wants.” 
Lilith giggled seductively. 


It was clear from her tone that she treated Sheryl like a 
child, but at the same time, the expression on her face 
seemed to tell a different story. 


Sheryl spoke in a flat tone. 
“There’s a man whose dreams | want you to manipulate.” 
“Huh? Who?” 


“A man staying on the third floor of an inn in the western 
part of this city. The exact location of his room is...” 


After listening to the explanation, Lilith giggled again. 
“Understood. Right, what should I ask him?” 


“If there really is a meeting between the Demigods and the 
reason for it.” 


“Hmmm... information about the Demigods?” 
Lilith’s expression changed slightly, but that was it. 
She nodded again with the same coy smile. 

“I'll be right back.” 

Sss. 

Her figure disappeared. 


She became a Sprit Body and went to find Kain. 


Sheryl sat in a chair and waited for Lilith to return. 
After about thirty minutes, Lilith reappeared. 


Sheryl immediately rose from her seat, her expression tinged 
with anxiety. 


“You came back really quickly. What did you learn?” 
“Lilith?” 


Lilith remained silent for a while. Her expression was also 
quite strange. 


She looked at Sheryl for a long time before speaking with 
the same strange expression. 


“l failed.” (TL: this would have been a perfect cliffhanger if 
the scene wasn’t so short) 
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“You failed? What the hell is that supposed to...” 
It wasn’t unreasonable for Sheryl to be so shocked. 


The one standing before her was the legendary Succubus 
Queen, not some ordinary dreamweaver. 


She had been contracted to Lilith for hundreds of years and 
had asked her to do the same thing countless times before, 
and never once was she met with failure. 


“Is that man also a Demigod?” 


That idea suddenly came to mind. 


After all, it would’ve been impossible for Lilith to infiltrate 
the dreams of a Demigod, even if she was the Succubus 
Queen. 


But Lilith shook her head. 


“No, he was human. Though, I’m not sure if I’d still call him 
human.” 


“Please stop being vague and explain in detail.” 
“Umm...” 
Lilith’s wings fluttered slightly to show her embarrassment. 


“His mental power is ridiculously strong. If a normal mortal is 
like a wooden fence, then | suppose he is an impregnable 
wall? It’s the first time I’ve ever encountered one so strong 
except for Dragons or Demigods.” 


Sheryl’s expression became strong. 

“And you said he’s human?” 

“I’m positive he is.” 

“But you’re comparing him to Dragons and Demigods?” 


“| cannot properly explain how strong it is without using 
them as references.” 


Lilith grumbled bitterly, but Sheryl was still confused. 


Naturally, mental power varied widely depending on the 
individual, even among humans. 


As far as Sheryl knew, the strongest mental power could 
only be found among two types of individuals. 


Wizards and Contractors. 


The Contractors who had to make direct contracts with 
Demons and the Wizards who were required to train their 
mental power could be considered exceptional among the 
humans. 


However, Lilith had been able to easily penetrate and 
manipulate the dreams of a 7 star Wizard, as well asa 
Contractor who had signed a contract with a High class 
Demon. 


“If I try, | could maybe get in, but he smelled quite 
dangerous, so | decided against it.” 


“Dangerous smell?” 

“I’m sure he’s signed a contract with another Grand Duke.” 
“what?” 

Sheryl’s eyebrows rose subconsciously. 


“By Grand Duke... do you mean one of the rulers of the 
Demon World?” 


“Do you think | meant a peacock from the human world?” 
A Grand Duke’s contractor was working with the Demigods. 


If Lilith’s words were true, then the situation was much 
worse than she’d initially imagined. 


“Which Grand Duke is it?” 


“| don’t know. If I’d tried to find out, he would have noticed 
my presence.” 


Although Lilith said this calmly, the fact that someone might 
have been able to notice her in her Spirit Body was already 
strange in itself. 


Sheryl couldn’t help but feel that everything was going 
wrong. 


“Hoo...” 
It couldn’t be helped. 


As Lilith said, if they tried to press further, they might’ve 
gotten caught, which would cause the situation to change 
drastically. 


For the time being, they had no choice but to watch him 
while maintaining their distance. 


Chapter 97: Meeting(4) 


There was something that Lilith hadn't realised. 

Frey had noticed when her Spirit Body arrived and left. 
No, to be precise, someone told him. 

[Hmph...] 


Standing beside Frey with his arms crossed was none other 
than Asura, Ruler of the Slaughter Hell. 


His appearance was as daunting as ever, but it was strange 
that his overwhelming aura could not be felt at all. 


This was because he had not been summoned directly, and 
his current form was only an illusion meant for 
communication. 


“I didn’t think you’d be able to contact me from your world.” 


[It’s possible because I’m a Grand Duke. It’s impossible for 
even the best Demons. ] 


“Do you dislike Lilith?” 


[Are you really asking me that? She’s an embarrassment to 
Grand Dukes like me. She’s a cowardly bitch who’s afraid to 
even leave her territory in the Demon World. If | met her in 
person, I’d tear her crotch apart.] (TL:...tmi) 


Asura’s voice was dripping with malice. 


He slowly turned his head to look at Frey. 


[Anyway, be careful. | don’t think you need to worry with 
your mental power, but at least for now, that bitch is still a 
Grand Duke. You never know if she might have different 
means to get inside your head. ] 


“Right. Thanks for the advice.” 
He sat down and fell into thought. 
‘So it’s a circle member from the Phisfounder Armlets.’ 


The evidence wasn’t conclusive, but the probability was very 
high. 


This was because he didn’t think there would be anyone 
from the other circles who would be able to sign a contract 
with a Grand Duke. (TL:...except him...) 


‘A Force Honor? Or is it the Circle Rounder?’ 


Still, he didn’t think the Circle Master would show up in 
person. 


Then was it the Circle Rounder? 


The Circle Rounder of the Phisfounder Armlets was a 
vampire by the name of Sheryl Roland. This was what Ivan 
had told him. 


He remembered because he said she looked like a girl who 
didn’t appear to be that old. 


“Hmm...” 


Frey narrowed his eyes. 


One thing was clear at that moment. 


If they were acting so carefully, it would be difficult for Frey 
to find them first. 


“Such a headache.” 


He was also uncertain if he’d be able to explain the situation 
even if they met in person. 


This was because he was unsure if they would even believe 
anything he’d say. 


He didn’t know if there were any members from the Trowman 
Rings among them, and he couldn't tell executives from 
other circles about his divine power or Riki. 


‘Should | just kill them?’ 
He thought about it for a moment before deciding against it. 


This was because they were people with the potential to 
help him in his fight against the Demigods. 


This meant that he would have to subdue them if he was 
forced to fight them. 


Unfortunately, this wouldn’t be easy since he couldn’t use 
mana for a while, and it was naturally harder to subdue 
people than it was to kill them. 


Frey looked down at his hand. 


Crackle. (TL: considering using this as the sfx for the 
lightning) 


Lightning bounced across his hand. 


Although it was only slightly released, the destructive aura 
of his divine power could be felt clearly. 


‘It should be stronger than 7 stars but weaker than 8 stars.’ 
He was referring to the destructive power of his lightning. 
This fact was certainly amazing. 


It had only been two months since Frey had first come into 
contact with divine power, but it had already reached such a 
high level. 


This allowed him to understand a little why Lukes and Oydin 
had fallen to the allure of divine power. 


The thought of achieving such strength without much effort 
or time was certainly alluring, and the more desperate the 
person was, the harder it would be for them to escape the 
temptation after falling into it. 


It was a powerful force that came with little risk. 
However. 
“It’s not so simple.” 


It was possible to get strong fast. However, easily gained 
strength would lead to weakness of their willpower. 


That was, in a way, much worse than ruining your body. 


There was no way that kind of strength could be gained for 
free. 


But Frey didn’t intend to rely on divine power. 


It was but another means to an end. His foundation was 
firmly embedded in Magical Science, and it was not 
something that could be shaken. 


He had resolved to remain this way for the rest of his life. 
“First, l'II wait for Riki.” 


Frey murmured to himself before laying on the bed and 
extinguishing the candle. 


x KO 
Riki returned exactly three days later. 
He spoke in his characteristically blunt tone. 


“I didn’t learn anything. Leyrin wasn’t there, and the head, 
Isaka Blake, was also away... Ah.” 


Then he suddenly paused as if he just remembered 
something. 


“The second son, Heinz Blake, was there.” 
“Heinz?” 


“Right. He was the one who guided me. However, his timing 
was too coincidental. He arrived just after | got there.” 


It seemed Riki didn’t know he was a member of the Circle. 


Frey thought about sharing that fact fora moment, but he 
decided against it in the end. 


After all, he didn’t fully trust Riki. 


‘Heinz...’ 


Certainly, as Riki said, the timing was too coincidental. Frey 
felt that there was a very high possibility that Heinz was 
among the circle members who were monitoring them. 


It wasn’t like he wasn’t strong enough. 
Riki led him out of the inn while saying. 
“Shall we get going?” 


That very afternoon, they used the Warp Stone to head to 
Luanoble. 


After the short Warp ended, Frey looked around. 
“So this is Luanoble...” 


The place that Frey and Riki had arrived at was ‘Lupei’, a city 
in the Luanoble Kingdom. 


Although it wasn’t the capital, it was one of the largest cities 
in the country. 


The Luanoble Kingdom in itself was not small, so Lufei’s 
appearance was quite grand. The architectural style 
especially caught his eye. 


There were many white, sharp-tipped buildings that looked 
like swords, giving the entire city a very sharp aura. 


“This way.” 
Riki’s tone was a bit sharp as he walked ahead. 


Frey stopped looking around and followed him. 


Riki led him through the back alleys in a skillful manner as 
though he was familiar with the complex road structure. 


“Don’t we have time before the meeting starts?” 
“There’s still a month left.” 

“Then why are you in such a hurry?” 

“The meeting isn’t being held in Lufei.” 
“Hmm?” 

It was the first time he’d heard of that. 

Riki spoke without turning his head. 


“Just follow me for now. There’s something | need to do 
before we go to the meeting.” 


He paused for a moment before saying. 
“I'll soeed up a little.” 

Swish. 

He immediately accelerated. 


Frey wondered why he’d increased pace so suddenly, but he 
soon realised it was an effort to lose any pursuers who might 
have followed them to Lufei. 


‘The next warp won’t be for at least four days,’ 


That thought occurred to him before he realised that with 
the Circle’s influence, it wouldn’t be impossible to carry out 
successive warps. 


An hour or so passed. 


By the time they stopped walking, Frey was slightly out of 
breath. 


Riki glanced at Frey before speaking. 

“You are weak, unlike Ivan.” 

How could he compare him to that stamina monster? 
Frey looked around, keeping those thoughts to himself 
The loud noise of the city sounded faint. 


This place was dark even though it was broad daylight as 
the buildings in the other sections of the city almost 
completely blocked the sun. 


A disgusting smell lingered in the air, and rats could be 
clearly seen running around the garbage filled streets. 


In other words, this was a very dirty place. 


Riki pointed to a stairway leading down to a basement and 
Said. 


“If you go down there, you will find an old man wearing a 
straw hat. Ask him for a mask.” 


“What mask?” 


“If you’re going to the meeting, you need to hide your 
identity. Didn’t | tell you before? Most of the Apostles will 
participate in this meeting, but they will all hide their 
appearances.” 


“Are you saying that l'Il be able to hide my appearance if | 
use that mask?” 


“Right. It will completely conceal the aura of your divine 
power.” 


If that was the case, then it would be very useful indeed. 
However, there was still something he wanted to know. 
“Why aren’t you going with me?” 


“The man down there is one of Lord’s men. If | go with you, 
they would immediately know that you are my Apostle.” 


That made sense. 

Frey glanced at the stairs for a while before walking down. 
It was an incredibly deep, dark staircase. 

Frey slowly stepped deeper into the basement. 

‘So long.’ 

How much farther would he have to go? 


Because of the circular structure of the staircase, the light 
from outside, however little it was, could not reach very far, 
and by the time Frey felt it would have been polite to place a 
lightsource, the staircase came to an end. 


The basement was very bright. 


The light that Frey felt was previously lacking in the stairwell 
was now overly abundant in the basement. 


Frey looked around, noticing the heavy scent of dust. 
It was like an old junk shop. 


It was large, but it was smelly because many miscellaneous 
items were piled up like a mountain. 


As Frey looked at one strange object after another, he heard 
a lively voice from behind him. 


“Welcome!” 
Frey was a bit surprised. 


He had not been able to sense the slightest thing before 
hearing the voice. 


“What brings you here?” 
Blonde hair, purple eyes and a maid outfit. 


None of these things seemed to match the description Riki 
had given him. 


However, Frey’s gaze deepened slightly. 


The person before him appeared to be a cheerful girl with 
moist eyes and a healthy blush on her cheeks. Her body 
seemed to be brimming with vitality. 


Yet he could feel none of it. 
“A Golem?” 
It was a Golem of extremely high quality. 


It was very possible that another person would never have 
been able to notice this. 


Frey thought of Schweiser. 
He had been the best puppet master Frey had ever known. 
“It seems a very perceptive guest has arrived.” 


A man appeared from inside a back room with a relaxed 
expression. He was a messily dressed man wearing an old 
straw hat. 


He walked over and patted the girl’s shoulder. 
“Aeri, head back for now.” 
“Yes, Master.” 


The girl called Aeri gave a bright smile before heading to the 
back of the store. 


“I apologise if that made you uncomfortable.” 
“It’s fine.” 

“That’s good then.” 

The man then sat on a stool and spread his arms. 


“Welcome to Hector’s General Store. Ah. For reference, I’m 
Hector.” 


“You're quite a tight-lipped customer.” 
Hector grumbled. 


Frey ignored his words and stated his reason for being there. 


“I came to get a mask.” 
“Ay. You're a boring customer too.” 
He scratched his head for a moment before heading inside. 


After a while, he returned with a white mask in his hand. The 
mask had a crying face printed on it and was covered in dust 
as though it had been poorly stored for a long time. 


Hector glanced at Frey as he brushed the dust from the 
mask. 


Hector’s expression then changed, and his mouth opened 
wide as he spotted the bracelet on Frey’s wrist. 


"He huk..” 


His entire body convulsed slightly, and he jerked his head 
up to look at Frey. 


A strange light shined in Hector’s eyes. 


“...E-, excuse me. But would you mind if | took a look at that 
bracelet?” 


Chapter 98: Meeting(5) 


‘Did he notice the bracelet’s secret?’ 


Frey was concerned for a moment before quickly regaining 
his composure. 


It was impossible. 


Very few people knew that the Staff of the Great Sage could 
be transformed into a bracelet. 


Even the Strow Necklaces, who claimed to know Schweiser 
best, and Shepard Jun, who was an executive in that circle, 
did not know the bracelet was a relic. 


Frey shook his head. 
“You can’t.” 
“C-, come on, just a little...” 


“Why are you so interested in this bracelet? It’s just an 
ordinary bracelet.” 


Hector laughed when Frey said those words indifferently. 
“An ordinary bracelet... you don’t need to lie to me.” 


a“ ” 


“Well. It makes sense that you’d think so. Most people 
wouldn’t be able to realise the true value of that bracelet.” 


Perhaps, even the most proficient appraiser wouldn’t be able 
to notice anything. 


However, he was different. 

Hector’s gaze sharpened. 

This item was definitely priceless. 

He calmed his desperately beating heart. 


“I know it’s not believable if | say it myself, but | am one of 
the best alchemists. In fact, I’m sure that | am among the top 
three among those on the continent.” 


It was something that was not completely believable since 
he was the one that was saying it. But it was impossible for 
Frey to dismiss it just because he couldn’t take his word for 
it. 


At least, this man in front of him was the first to even notice 
Schweiser’s bracelet. 


“I can’t even remember the last time | saw a magic tool and 
admired it. That’s why that bracelet is so shocking. This is 
just my speculation, but | believe it might be a relic passed 
down from the Age of Light, where Magic Science was most 
prevalent.” 


This was the first time he'd ever felt inferior while looking at 
a magic item since he’d begun studying alchemy. 


Hector wasn’t confident that he’d be able to make 
something like that bracelet even if he was given all of the 
necessary materials. 


This was what made him so curious. 


He wanted to see how it was made. 
Pure curiosity practically boiled within his gaze. 


Frey was happy to hear his acknowledgement of Schweiser’s 
Skills, but there was absolutely no way he would show this 
item to one of Lord’s followers. 


He couldn’t afford to get caught in such a foolish way. 
“You can’t.” 

“...h00. Of course, my words wouldn’t mean anything.” 
Hector’s voice was low. 

He stood up from his seat with a firm expression. 


Seeing this, Frey raised his guard as he noticed Hector’s 
strange momentum. 


Thud! 

Hector pounded his forehead against the floor. 
“Please!” 

“W-, what are...” 

“Please! Show it to me just once!” 


After saying that, he crawled over and grabbed the hem of 
Frey’s robe. 


Frey looked down at him with a shocked expression. 


Hector’s face looked desperate and pitiful. 


Was this all an act? 
No. 


He would not have been able to make such an expression 
even if he was the best actor in the world. 


Frey hesitated after he saw this performance. 

‘,.an alchemist ranked among the top 3 on the continent.’ 
This was how Hector had introduced himself. 

So he should be better than Adelia, right? 


Frey couldn’t tell. However, even Adelia had not been able 
to notice the Staff of the Great Sage in its bracelet form. 


At least in this aspect, Hector was better than her. 

“I want to ask you something.” 

“Yes! You can ask me anything.” 

Hector’s eyes shined brightly as he said this. 

Frey quickly spoke with a slightly troubled expression. 


“this doesn’t mean that I’d show you the bracelet just 
because you answer.” 


“That doesn’t matter! After hearing my response, your heart 
might soften a little!” 


This was what Frey wanted. 


He nodded and recalled the questions he had asked Adelia 
in the magic tower in the past. 


“Can you create a Golem with a core that contains 1 million 
ME?” 


“A core with 1 million ME? Hmm....” 

Hector narrowed his eyes. 

After thinking for a moment, he shook his head. 
“It would be extremely difficult.” 


His response was better than Adelia’s, who had called it 
downright crazy, but it wasn’t a far cry from Frey’s 
expectations. 


“I see. As expected.” 
“Expected?” 


“Even the best alchemist | know told me it was a crazy 
idea.” 


Hector’s expression changed a little. 

“Hmm... can you tell me in detail? What they said.” 

Was he interested in the other alchemist’s opinion? 

That didn’t matter. Frey told him what he heard from Adelia. 


“First of all, they said it was almost impossible to create a 
Golem using a 1 million ME core.” 


“I agree with that opinion. In general, a 10,000 ME core is 
required to make an Iron Golem.” 


One Iron Golem was capable of fighting ten Ogres at once. 


In other words, with a simple calculation, that would mean 
that a single Golem with a 1 million ME core would be able 
to fight 1,000 Ogres at the same time. 


When he thought that, he realised just how ridiculous a 1 
million ME core really was. 


In terms of raw numbers, it might not be challenged even if 
it went head to head with an adult Dragon. 


“They said the body would have to be made with 
Orichalcum, and Mithril would have to be used as the 
nervous system in order to drive such a large amount of 
energy. They also said that the process of calculating 
formulas, programming commands and establishing its 
consciousness would be even more challenging.” 


“ ” 


Hector lowered his head as he pondered for a while before 
looking at Frey again. 


“What is their name?” 
“I have no intention of telling you that.” 


After all, Adelia was a member of the Circle. And even if she 
wasn’t, he wouldn’t reveal her name since his identity could 
be traced through her. 


“There’s no need to be so cautious. Lord has ordered me to 
not reveal anything I see or hear here. Once given, a 
command cannot be disobeyed. In other words, everything 
that’s happened here would be a secret kept between the 
two of us.” 


M ” 


“Anyway, that person is pretty good at alchemy. Although, 
they still have some ways to go. Huhu. They remind me of 
myself from a hundred years ago.” 


A hundred years ago. 

Frey’s expression became strange. 

Exactly how old was this man? 

“You mean you're better than the alchemist | know?” 
“Of course.” 

“You don’t seem to believe me. Then...” 

Hector put his hands together and clapped twice 
Pak pak! 

“Yes, Master!” 


The maid, Aeri, who had left earlier, approached them once 
more. 


Hector pointed at her and said. 
“This kid is a Golem | made myself.” 


“| see,” 


There was silence for a moment. 


Hector then looked at Frey with a strange expression on his 
face. 


“Is that it?” 
What other reaction was he supposed to give? 


When he saw Frey’s puzzled expression, Hector’s expression 
became weirder. 


‘He had the insight to tell that Aeri was a Golem with just a 
glance, but he doesn’t have any knowledge of puppet 
making?’ 


He was a strange man. 


Then he wouldn’t be able to figure out just how elaborate 
Aeri was or how skilled he was at puppet making to have 
created her. 


Hector sent Aeri back with a bitter smile. 
“Do you really have a 1 million ME Golem core?” 
Once again, he received no answer. 


Hector’s expression became awkward. He didn’t know just 
what this man was thinking. 


If he had some idea of what he wanted, then maybe, he 
would be able to make a deal to get what he wanted. 


‘| want to see that bracelet one way or another.’ 


Recently, Hector had been feeling like there was a slump in 
the progression of his alchemy knowledge. 


To put it bluntly, he hadn’t made any progress in decades. 


He’d searched, examined and read countless research 
books, magic tools and Golems of other people, but he 
couldn’t find any new stimulation. 


This was natural. 
Most of them were much worse than him. 


Day by day, he felt his body and mind slowly rot, and he 
feared that he would not be able to progress any further in 
his life. 


Alchemy was the only thing keeping him going. But at this 
rate, he would lose interest in alchemy. 


This was the last thing he wanted to happen. 


Frey’s bracelet, which had appeared in a time when he was 
floundering in the dark and shivering in fear, was like a light 
of salvation for Hector. 


Then Frey spoke. 


“Hypothetically, if | said | had it, would you be able to make 
a Golem with it?” 


Mt ” 


Hector’s expression became serious. 


Frey couldn’t help but feel that this face was the true face of 
the man before him. 


His expression was one that could only be seen when 
someone who took pride in their job became serious about 
their job. 


Hector pondered for a long time. 


He blankly tapped his finger on the counter and mumbled to 
himself. 


Frey waited patiently. 

Finally, Hector opened his mouth. 
“It’s possible.” 

“You don’t believe me?” 

“Would it be strange if | didn’t?” 
Hector let out a laugh. 


“The hardest thing to do would be to get the ingredients. 
You would need large quantities of orichalcum and mithril. 
You must know that those two metals are not things you can 
just buy with money.” 


He was right. 
Both were valuable items fit to be called the divine metals. 


This meant that not only were they basically impossible to 
buy even if you could afford them but that they were also 
incredibly hard to work with. 


“But those aren’t the only metals you can use. | know of 
metals that can be used as replacements. | assure you, there 
is no other alchemist who knows as many metals as | do.” 


Could he be sure that this man was better than Adelia? 


Hector sighed as though he could sense something from the 
subtle shift in Frey’s expression. 


“I do not want to belittle the alchemist you know, but as far 
as | know, there are only three top alchemists on the 
continent currently.” 


“Including you?” 

“Including me.” 

His eyes were firm as he said those words. 

Frey looked at him for a moment before asking. 
“Who are the other two?” 


“The Eleventh Tower Master of the Kastkau Empire. And 
Akrich of the Frozen Lands in the North.” 


The Eleventh Tower Master and Akrich. 

They were figures that he would have never imagined. 
Especially the former. 

“I thought there were only ten magic towers” 


“That’s right. However, the Eleventh Tower Master exists. He 
is one of the hidden guardians of the Kastkau Empire. That’s 
all | can say.” 


“And Akrish of the Frozen Lands?” 


a“ ” 


Hector’s gaze deepened slightly. 
He stared at Frey fora moment before saying. 


“He’s not an alchemist; he’s a Wizard. But he’s a damn 
monstrous bastard who’s knowledge of alchemy surpasses 
both myself and the Eleventh Tower Master’s. This can be 
considered natural, though, since he’s lived for more than 
1,000 years.” 


a“ ” 


“Anyways, you should remove any thoughts you have about 
asking him for help. He’s stuck in his dungeon below the 
Frozen Lands, devoting all his time to Magical Science. He’s 
also got a nasty temper, so don’t approach him unless you 
want to risk getting cut into unrecognisable pieces.” 


His words only made Frey curious. 


But there was something else that Frey was even more 
Curious about. 


“Who are you?” 
“I’m Hector.” 


“I’m not asking for your name. I’m asking who you are since 
you are able to stand equally beside the hidden guardian of 
the Kastkau Empire and Akrich who has over 1,000 years of 
accumulated knowledge.” 


Hector was silent for a moment before slowly opening his 
mouth. 


“Well. Although my current state appears quite miserable, | 
used to be a member of a pretty powerful race.” 


A powerful race from the past? 


“All of it was stolen from me, and I was trapped inside this 
fragile body. Strong scales that couldn’t be cut even with the 
sharpest sword, a body that was large enough to blot out the 
sun and a heart that was more powerful than any power 
source imaginable.” 


After hearing that, Frey’s expression changed greatly. 


“Still, | survived because he recognized the large amount of 
knowledge I’d accumulated in my life. Or maybe he wanted 
to laugh at my miserable existence from close by.” 


“you can’t mean...” 
Hector gave a self deprecating smile. 


“I... was a Dragon.” 
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He ‘was’ a Dragon. 
The fact that he used past tense was shocking. 


At least, Frey had never seen such a self-deprecating and 
miserable use of past tense. 


Hector’s bitter smile quickly disappeared. 
He returned to his customary lively tone. 


“Sorry for bringing up such a boring topic. So... uh. What 
were we talking about again?” 


Frey was left speechless for a moment as he watched Hector 
scratch his head and apologize. 


Suddenly, Beniang’s words came to mind. 


[The report at the time said the lair was already destroyed, 
and no Dragon bodies were found. The only thing that had 
been left in the lair was my egg. ] 


They hadn’t even found a body. 
Of course, at the time, he hadn’t thought this was strange. 
A Dragon's corpse had immense value. 


There was the Dragon Heart, which was regarded as a 
Supreme treasure, as well as the other parts like its teeth, 
bones, scales, eyes, blood and flesh. 


So Frey had thought the Demigods had simply taken all the 
corpses after killing the Dragons. 


But now that he thought about it, that was strange in itself. 


Mortals were the only ones who would put a high value on 
the corpse of a Dragon. 


For Demigods, even the Dragon Heart would not be 
something they really needed. 


But what if the Dragon’s body hadn’t been their target? 


What if they wanted something else, like capturing the 
Dragons alive to subjugate and control their powerful souls? 


...If the man in front of him was truly a Dragon, then Frey’s 
guess would no longer just be speculation. 


It would mean that in the end, the Demigods managed to 
subjugate the soul of a Dragon and made it into their 
servants. 


‘Dog-like bastards.’ 
Frey forcibly suppressed his urge to curse. 


Before the Demigods had revealed their horrific presence, 
Dragons were the only completely transcendent race on the 
continent. 


Not only that. 


They had also been the ones who realised the danger the 
Demigods posed first, so they supported the mortals in their 
bloody battle with the Demigods 4,000 years ago. 


Or rather, it would be more accurate to say mortals assisted 
the Dragons in their fight against the Demigods. 


There was only one race capable of confronting the 
Demigods. 


The Dragons. 
Frey bit his lip and clenched his fist tightly. 


Such revered beings were now in a more miserable state 
than humans. 


They weren’t extinct. However, their current state was much 
worse than that. 


They were barely living while being forced to do the 
Demigods’ bidding. 


Considering this, it wasn’t even enough to say that their 
race ‘fell’. 


‘They wanted to see their miserable appearance up close.’ 


This was the reasoning Hector had just given about why 
they were keeping a Dragon alive. 


And he was probably right. 
“Why are you looking at me like that?” 
It wasn’t unreasonable for Hector to say this. 


The fact that he was a Dragon was not only known by the 
Demigods; some Apostles knew about it as well. 


He hadn’t intended to reveal it, but it was discovered 
anyway. 


Then the Apostles, people who had betrayed their races to 
side with the Demigods, looked at him with eyes filled with 
ridicule. 


They mocked the miserable fate of the ones who once ruled 
over the continent, who fought against the Demigods till the 
end. 


And as they looked at him, they felt that their choice wasn’t 
wrong. 


He couldn’t even laugh at the fact that they were feeling 
satisfied by their decisions and actions. 


Since then, he’d come to accept reality. 


Now, he didn’t mind revealing his identity as he’d already 
built up a bit of tolerance. 


“You...” 
Frey started speaking before he stopped. 


The words he was about to say got stuck in his throat, and 
instead, he said something entirely different. 


“...are the other Dragons the same as you?” 
“Some of them. Not all. Most are dead.” 
“Are you sympathising with me?” 


“No.” 


Frey shook his head. 
He didn’t intend to do that. 


He used to pay homage to the Dragons in the past, and even 
now, as he saw Hector, it was the same. 


“I'm sorry if you felt that way.” 
Hector was puzzled by Frey’s sudden change of attitude. 


It was exactly from the point when he’d revealed that he was 
a Dragon. 


A smile forced its way onto his face. Hector chuckled and 
shrugged. 


“Ay. Do you have any reason to apologise? Like I told you. | 
was a part of a race that was considered pretty powerful in 
the past. It’s nothing now.” 


Frey wanted to ask Hector about his teacher, but he 
couldn't. 


After all, he couldn’t believe everything Hector said. 


To put it simply, it was impossible for Frey to know if this 
man was under Lord’s full control or not. 


Therefore, he kept all his doubts, regrets and sadness to 
himself and opened his mouth with a stiff expression. 


“'..can | have the mask?” 
“Ah. Here you go.” 


Frey received the mask from Hector and dusted it off a bit 
before saying. 


“Do you stay here?” 
“That’s right.” 


To be exact, rather than staying, he couldn’t leave. It 
wouldn’t be entirely wrong to say he was confined to this 
space. 


Of course, he wouldn’t reveal that. 


“Then, please make the body of Golem that can handle a 1 
million ME core that | mentioned earlier.” 


Did he really have a core with so much ME? 
Hector’s expression became strange. 


Even he was not confident in his own ability to make a core 
with such capacity. 


And he felt the same for the Eleventh Tower Master and 
Akrich. 


He scratched his cheek while hiding his inner thoughts. 


“Hm. Just showing me that bracelet wouldn’t be enough 
for that. I’m a businessman after all.” 


“What else do you want?” 
Hector made a playful expression. 
“That bracelet. Give it to me.” 


M ” 


He’d said this intentionally to see his reaction. 


Perhaps Frey hadn’t expected this as his expression changed 
subtly. 


However, to Hector’s surprise, he didn’t refuse right away. 


“If you promise me in Dragon Tongue, I’d be more than 
happy to give it.” 


“...! You know about Dragon Tongue?” 
No, that was a silly question. 


If he didn’t know about Dragon Tongue, he wouldn’t have 
brought it up in the first place. 


Hector sighed. 
“...You seem to know a lot about Dragons.” 
“Can you not do it? Is it because your body was stolen?” 


“The body doesn’t matter. The power of Dragon Tongue 
comes from our very souls. | might not have the same 
destructive and transcendental power, but making oaths is 
still possible.” (TL: Fus Ro Dah!) (YH: | don’t get it ;| ) 


Hector seemed to contemplate something for a moment 
before he looked at Frey. 


Then he spoke in the serious tone from before. 


“I'll take back what | said about the bracelet. Ah. I’m not 
saying this because | don’t want to make an oath in Dragon 
Tongue. It’s just, | said that in the first place because | 
wanted to see your reaction... | apologise for that.” 


“It’s fine.” 


“Just let me take a look. That’s enough payment.” 
Hector let out a laugh. 


“I had nothing to do anyway. But | think | might make one 
that matches my taste. Would that be okay?” 


His taste. 


However, Frey didn’t pay much attention to Hector’s words, 
and he simply nodded. 


“It doesn’t matter as long as it can handle the core.” 


“Great. Now, hmm. To get the supplies and craft it... should 
take at least 6 months. So you can come see me at that 
time.” 


“...6 months.” 
“Will that be a problem?” 
Frey couldn’t respond immediately. 


He wasn’t sure whether Riki’s identity could remain hidden 
until then. However, he’d finally found a person who could 
make the Golem that even Adelia said was impossible to 
make. 


He didn’t think he’d find a better opportunity than this. 
“No. l'Il see you then.” 

“Have a Safe journey.” 

Hector mumbled farewell as Frey turned and left. 


“what an impressive man.” 


He wasn’t sure, but Hector had a strong feeling he would 
have more interactions with this man in the future. 


x KO 
When Frey came up from the basement, Riki asked him. 
“What about the mask?” 


Frey showed him the mask without responding, and Riki 
nodded before turning around and walking away. 


Frey followed him while memorising the coordinates for this 
place. 


They soon left the dark area and once again arrived in the 
city proper. 


The sun was about to set, but Riki never had any intention 
of staying in the city. 


They immediately left and began walking down a road. 
In the meantime, the sun set, and day turned into night. 
Still, Riki didn’t stop walking. 


Around the time when moonlight fell gently, Riki finally 
opened his mouth. 


“The Luanoble Kingdom. Although it’s called the Country of 
Knights, it is the most corrupt among all the human 
countries | know.” 


..? | see.” 


Riki seemed quite aware of the state of humanity. 


Frey simply nodded. 


It was the first time he was hearing this, but it would be 
strange if there was no corruption in a large group of 
humans. 


As he looked at Riki’s face while he said this, though, he 
couldn’t help but be surprised. 


This was because, for the first time, there was a trace of 
anger on Riki’s face. 


“they'd rather talk and do bullshit rather than carry on 
that man’s legacy.” 


“That man?” 
“Look at that mountain.” 
Riki pointed to the mountain he’d led Frey to. 


It was a large, dense mountain. Of course, it wasn’t as large 
as the mountains in the Ispania mountain range, but those 
mountains were the largest in the continent. 


“Marquis Dalaman. The oldest and ugliest among the 
Luanoble nobles. Trash who does anything to satisfy his own 
self interest.” 


“What does he have to do with this mountain?” 


“This is the place where Marquis Dalaman does his 
business.” 


“business?” 


“Slave camps were secretly built all over this mountain.” 


Those words shocked Frey greatly. 


“Slaves? There’s no slavery in the Luanoble Kingdom, is 
there?” 


It should’ve been the same with the Kastkau Empire. 


In Lukas’ time, most countries still participated in slavery, 
but now, 4,000 years later, most of them had abolished 
Slavery, except for a few barbaric ones. 


Were there really slave camps in the Luanoble Kingdom, 
which was praised as the country of Knights? 


On a mountain that wasn’t far from a large city? 


“You're a really strange man. You have knowledge that not 
even some of the wisest men on the continent would know, 
but you still can’t see behind the thin curtain that conceals 
the darkness of human society?” 


Riki sighed. 


“Slavery still exists in the dark. The size of the slave market 
is growing continuously every year. In fact, the current 
supply cannot even keep up with the demand.” 


..It wasn’t a bright spot for human society. 


Frey suddenly felt that Riki was extremely strange at that 
moment. 


‘Isn’t he a Demigod?’ 


At least, in his memory, there had never been a Demigod 
who showed such deep interest in humans. 


Without responding to Frey’s curious expression, Riki 
continued. 


“You don’t hesitate to kill trash-like humans.” 


He was talking about the bandits back in the forest who Frey 
had turned to ashes. 


Frey didn’t deny it, though, because he wasn’t wrong. 


“And you have to use your divine power as much as possible 
for the remainder of this month.” 


Riki stopped talking after saying that, but Frey understood 
what he wanted him to do. 


Frey’s eyes followed Riki’s as he looked toward the 
mountains once again. 
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“I'll have to take a look first before deciding.” 
“Do you not trust me?” 

“It wouldn’t be wrong to say that | don’t” 
Frey gave a blunt answer. 


However, Riki’s expression showed that he had expected 
such a response. 


“And we look at things differently.” 

“You want to see it with your own eyes. | understand.” 
As he nodded, Riki paused for a moment before saying. 
“What do you think about other races?” 

“what?” 

What kind of question was that? 


When Frey turned to him with a puzzled expression on his 
face, Riki said in a flat tone. 


“I’m asking you if you believe humans are a superior race.” 
“No. Not really.” 


Naturally, Frey liked humans. 


He liked the positive actions and potential that humans had, 
and above all, he valued their determination even when 
faced with challenges. 


However, this didn’t mean he considered them superior, as 
Riki said. 


He knew that there were many other amazing species 
besides humans. 


Riki nodded in relief. 


“If so, then | have nothing to worry about. Go take a look. 
There are a few camps on the mountain, but | personally 
recommend that one.” 


Riki pointed with his finger. 


Frey focused his eyes on where he was pointing, but he 
couldn’t see anything. 


“ ..| don’t see it.” 


“There’s a castle hidden in the trees. He has about thirty 
men guarding it. Most of them are Knights, but they’re only 
Second class at best. It wouldn’t be hard for you to get rid of 
them with your divine power.” 


“If | decide that they don’t deserve to be killed...” 
“Naturally, you can just leave. | won’t force you.” 
Riki spoke in his normal, calm tone. 


Frey felt a bit strange when he saw this because it seemed 
like he had already guessed his reaction. 


‘Firstly.’ 


He had to check for himself. 


It might cause an issue if he killed one of the country’s 
Marquises, but Frey showed no reluctance or hesitation. 


This was because he had successfully reached 8 stars. 


As long as his opponent wasn’t a Demigod, Frey was not 
afraid to have a one on one battle with anyone. 


And even if he were to fight a Demigod, Frey had the 
confidence to at least escape with his body intact, as long as 
it wasn’t Lord or one of the Apocalypses. 


As he thought this, Frey flew over to the place Riki had 
pointed out. 


As Riki had said, there was an old castle hidden behind the 
trees. 


He didn’t see it before because he was far away, but now 
that he was closer, it didn’t seem hidden at all. 


Instead, its surroundings were brightly lit by a number of 
torches. 
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Frey’s expression stiffened slightly. 


This mountain wasn’t very far from the city. So if this place 
was displayed in such an open way, there was a high 
probability that the officials of Lufei knew about the 
existence of this camp. 


‘It’s the most corrupt human country | know.’ 


Riki’s words sounded in his head again, but Frey shook his 
head and decided to check the interior of the castle. 


There were Knights in armor standing atop a short wall. 
‘Their levels are definitely not high.’ 

Riki’s information was accurate. 

These people were Second class warriors at best. 


Currently, Frey was capable of facing off against Master class 
Knights even if he didn’t use his mana. 


At their level, even hundreds of these Knights wouldn’t be 
able to stop him. 


From the start, Indra’s divine power was especially effective 
when used against crowds. It was difficult for them to defend 
against because of its long range and the effects of the 
electricity. 


However, it wasn’t just their lack of power. 
Their vigilance was also quite lax. 


There were some who yawned loudly, chatted with their 
colleagues or even sat on the ground and dozed off. 


It seemed that they didn’t expect anyone to attack them. 
Frey silently climbed over the wall. 
The first thing he saw was a large clearing. 
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And in it, there were dozens of cages. 


The cages were all made of iron, and every single one of 
them was filled with slaves. 


There weren’t just humans. 


As well as other intelligent races like Elves, Dwarves and 
Beastkin, all kinds of rare creatures were imprisoned here. 


They all had something in common. 


Physically, they looked fine. However, while they had no 
visible injuries, they all appeared listless as if they had lost 
their souls. 


Those who were particularly bad would randomly start 
hyperventilating, seemingly for no reason. 


The cages were all very small and dirty. 


They were almost the perfect size for their captives, so even 
a sane person would go crazy after a few days if they were 
forced to stay in these cages. 


There was something piled on the right, and when Frey 
focused on it, his expression immediately changed. 


Bodies of dead slaves had been piled up. 


Frey’s rage built up in an instant, but he still managed to 
quickly analyze the situation calmly. 


‘Why did they kill them?’ 


For these people, slaves were commodities, products that 
they used to make money. 


They were pieces of trash, but Frey didn’t think they would 
ignore the value of their own merchandise like this for no 


reason. 
But after a while, he realised why. 


A Knight was walking toward the place where the corpses 
were piled with light steps. 


On his shoulder was a Beastkin girl. 

A Knight standing near the pile started talking to him. 

“Did you let it all out?” 

“Mhm.” 

“That’s...? Is she dead?” 

“Not yet. But from the looks of it, it shouldn’t be long now.” 


“Urajil... take it easy. Don’t you know the Marquis hasn’t 
been in a good mood for the last few days?” 


“It doesn’t matter. He only cares about the Elves anyway.” 
“One of the Elves died today, so be careful.” 
“Really? Hmm... understood.” 


The Knight then threw the girl from his shoulder onto the 
pile. 


The girl flailed her arms for a moment with dead eyes before 
she slowly stopped moving. 


Frey saw this scene from start to finish. 


It wasn’t just the Beastkin girl. 


Occasionally, the Knights would take slaves to use or torture 
to relieve their desires or boredom. (TL: | put ‘use’ here, but 
you all should know what it means...) 


That was the reason why the corpses of the slaves were 
treated in such a way. 


It was a scene of collective madness. 


Had they all lost their minds because they were stuck in this 
place for a long time? 


Or was this a place where only the ugly and evil people 
gathered? 


Frey completely understood Riki’s attitude. 


How could he not be angry when he saw humans behaving 
in this way? 


As someone who liked and had faith in humans, this sight 
made Frey feel disgraced as though his privates had been 
exposed in public. 


SSS. 
His emotions were soon restrained. 


The calmness and tranquility that came with his 8 stars rank 
did not let him get swept up by his emotions. 


Taht. 


Frey descended from the wall and landed with a light sound. 


With just the robe and mask, Frey’s identity was effectively 
hidden. 


The mask had the effect of concealing his divine power, but 
when Frey actively used it, this concealment stopped. 


“Huh?” 


One of the guarding Knights tilted his head as Frey appeared 
in front of him. 


“What the...? That’s a funny mask.” 
He spoke with a drowsy expression on his face. 


Even though Frey had appeared before him so openly, he 
did not consider him as an intruder. 


After all, they didn’t believe that there was anyone brave 
enough to infiltrate this place, and so openly at that. 


He probably thought it was one of his colleagues playing a 
prank. 


Crackle. 
Blue lightning sparked in Frey’s hand. 


At first, he’d just intended to get rid of the person in charge 
of this place. 


But he no longer thought that way. 
All of the people working here were rotten garbage. 


He was ashamed to even consider calling them human. 


But above all, it was their outfit that made Frey the most 
angry. 


“What the hell are you wearing?” 
“What?” 


“Plate armor, silver sword and cape. Do you really think of 
yourself as a Knight?” 


The Knight’s expression changed to one of anger. 


“What the hell are you talking about? No. Who the hell are 
you? I’ve never heard your voice before...” 


In the next instant, shock became plastered across his face. 
“No way, intrude...!” 
Crackle. 


Deep blue lightning pierced the man’s body before he even 
got the chance to scream, causing him to fall to his knees, 
his body burnt black. 


However, the lightning was bright and noticeable. 
“Wh-, what was that?” 
“Intruder! There’s an intruder!” 


Only then did the other Knights charge towards Frey as a 
group. 


Frey stood in the middle of the clearing with his hands at his 
sides, waiting for the Knights to get closer. 


‘Knights?’ 


No, these weren’t Knights. 


Frey recalled his idiotic friend who worked himself to the 
bone in order to become the best Knight in the world. 


The Sword King Lucid. 


What would he have done if he had been here and seen 
what these evil trash had done while boasting the name 
‘Knight’? 


Of course, Frey knew the answer. 
What he was about to do was nothing special. 


He was simply going to do what Lucid would’ve done if he’d 
been there. 


That was all. 
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“Another one died?” 
“|-, im sorry.” 
The Marquis’ face turned red. 


Then, he threw the glass of wine that he had been drinking 
at the subordinate who brought the report, causing the 
sparkling glass to shatter. 


The subordinate didn’t get hurt since he was wearing a 
helmet, but as a Knight, he still felt humiliated to be treated 
in such a way. 


However, the Knight simply deepened his bow with a servile 
smile on his face, not daring to show any dissatisfaction. 


Dalaman’s bloated body was quite large. 


Although he was an outstanding Knight who had crossed the 
threshold of the Master class in the past, his body, which 
had been soaked in the pleasure of retirement, had become 
large like a pig’s. 


“Haven't | told you to handle the Elves with care? Do you 
know how much even a single one of them is worth?” 


“I’m sorry.” 
“Useless.” 


Dalaman gritted his teeth in frustration. 


The value of Elves was so high that they were easily one of 
the ten most expensive types of slaves to purchase around 
the world. 


With beautiful appearances, long lasting youth and even 
high spiritual talent, it would’ve been strange if their value 
wasn’t high. 

Of course, there were also some drawbacks. 


They were quite difficult to maintain. 


They were used to living in the forest, and they even drew 
energy from nature, so if that energy wasn’t replenished 
regularly, they would die quickly. 


They were also quite tricky to ‘tame’ as they were a proud 
race who looked down on everyone else. 


Of course, there were many kinky nobles who loved that 
particular trait. 


There was a reason why Elven slaves bought by nobles 
didn’t last more than five years at best. 


Of course, this was a good thing for Dalaman. 


When a slave died, their master would simply come to him 
to buy another one. 


But now, out of the 10 Elven slaves that he had taken a lot 
of effort to capture, three had already died. 


Two of which were female, which made the loss all the more 
painful. 


“| need to calm down.” 


Dalaman looked toward the attendant standing beside him 
before saying. 


“Prepare some alcohol and meat.” 
The attendant shivered after hearing those words. 


That was because they knew what kind of ‘meat’ Dalaman 
was referring to. 


“The ingredients...” 

“Didn’t you just hear that fool’s report?” 

“...S-, sorry. l'II do as Master has ordered.” 

Dalaman swallowed a mouthful of saliva. 

Elven meat was the delicacy among delicacies. (TL:...wtf...?) 
But it wasn’t just Elves. 


Dalaman also enjoyed eating the flesh of Dwarves, Beastkin, 
and even Humans. 


He was under the impression that he was quite the gourmet 
foodie. 


Just as Dalaman rose from his seat with a bottle of alcohol. 
“M-, Marquis.” 


The Knight, who he had thrown the wine glass at, came 
back. 


Anger once again erupted on Dalaman’s face. 


“If you came to tell me another slave died...” 


“Th-, there’s an intruder.” 

“What?” 

An intruder? 

At that moment, Dalaman wondered if he’d heard wrong. 
This was natural. 


It had been more than 20 years since he had invested in the 
slave trade, and in that time, not once had there been any 
intruders. 


He always made sure to handle the rats who might’ve known 
too much after completing each deal. 


But Dalaman simply shook his hand in annoyance. 
“Just deal with it quickly.” 


It was clear that the guards he’d hired didn’t know how to 
deal with intruders, so they had come to bother him with 
such things. 


They really were useless. 
Dalaman clicked his tongue. 


They had been cheap, but it wasn’t like he couldn’t afford to 
spend more now. 


‘Should | just hire better guards...’ 


He felt that it would’ve been better to soend some more 
money. 


As he thought this, Dalaman turned to see that the Knight 
who had reported to him still hadn’t left. 


Instead, he was sweating and stuttering incoherently. 
“What is it?” 
Now he was truly angry. 


Dalaman began wondering as to how he could punish the 
Knight to make up for the annoyance. 


“A-, all the Knights have been annihilated.” 
“What?!” 
Dalaman’s expression stiffened. 


This happened just as the wall crumbled with a loud 
explosion. 
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A man wearing a robe and a mask appeared from the dust 
cloud created by the explosion. 


The mask was a crying face, but it didn’t feel like it was 
mourning at all. 


Instead, the clown-like mask gave a very ridiculous feeling. 


If it weren’t for the current situation, it was quite possible 
that Dalaman would have burst into laughter. 


However, he couldn’t laugh right now. 


Not even a little. 


The man walked forward at a slow, steady pace, without 
saying a word. 


“Wh-, who are you?” 

Dalaman’s face was red as he asked this question. 
“You're Marquis Dalaman.” 

“| asked who you were...” 

Frey didn’t feel like he had to answer. 

It was then. 


The attendant beside the Marquis leapt toward Frey ata 
tremendous speed, his teeth lengthening visibly. 


‘Beastkin.’ 


The instantaneous speed wasn’t something that could be 
ignored, but Frey didn’t so much as twitch. 


He didn’t need to. 
Crackle. 
“Aarrgh!” 


An electric current shot through the body of the attendant 
who had been rushing toward Frey. 


Lightning Barrier. 


This was an ability that Lukes, the Apostle of Indra that Frey 
had fought in the past, had used. 


Frey’s barrier was not as conspicuous as Lukes’. At first 
glance, it was almost impossible to even tell it was there. 


However, the barrier was much stronger than Lukes’. 


The attendant fell to the ground, their entire body burned 
black. 


They had died immediately. 


Dalaman’s expression became stiff to the point where it 
looked like he was wearing a mask on his face. 


Only then had he truly come to understand his situation. 
“Do you think you'll be able to get away with this?” 
“Guys like you always say the same things.” 

Frey muttered in a calm tone. 


Dalaman then swung his hand at the Knight who had come 
to report to him. 


“What are you waiting for?! Go kill him!” 
“H-, huk...” 
The Knight shivered and drew his sword. 


However, in the same instant, a bolt of lightning shot out 
from Frey and pierced his body. 


He died without being able to make a sound, just like the 
other Knights. 


Now, Dalaman was the only one left. 


“Wh-, what do you want?” 
Dalaman’s eyes rolled frantically in his head. 


He couldn’t tell what kind of power this person was using, 
but he was certain he could be killed in an instant. 


Still, they had kept him alive. 
There must have been a reason. 


He was almost certain that it was his identity. After all, he 
was a Marquis of the great Luanoble Kingdom. 


‘He probably doesn’t have the confidence to kill me.’ 

When he thought this, Dalaman’s face regained a little color. 
Frey nodded. 

“Right. There’s something | want.” 

“T-, tell me what it is. As, as long as you Spare my life-” 

Zap. 

“Ahhhk!” 

Dalaman screamed. 

Frey wanted him to suffer. 


Unlike with the others, Frey reduced the power of the current 
so that it wouldn’t kill him instantly. 


Dallahan’s screams resounded for a long time before he 
eventually became hoarse. 


He didn’t last as long as Frey thought he would. 


After some time, Dalaman’s eyes closed, and Frey realised he 
was dying. 


He didn’t have a habit of torturing people. 


After all, he couldn’t derive any pleasure from hearing 
people scream. 


Frey realised he had vented his anger, but it didn’t really 
make him feel better. 


Click. 

Frey left the castle and looked at the large clearing. 
“It’s done.” 

Riki appeared beside him. 

He was looking at the slaves trapped in the cages. 
“What are you going to do about them?” 
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“Are you just going to leave them in the middle of the 
Luanoble Kingdom?” 


Frey looked at the slaves. 
He couldn’t even see a Sliver of hope on their faces. 


Dalaman and his subordinates were all dead, but the slaves 
couldn’t even pretend to be happy. 


They had already lost their will to live. 


Frey left the responsibility to Riki. 


He didn’t believe Riki made him save them without 
considering the aftermath. 


‘| could take them somewhere safe with Warp.’ 


However, that would completely defeat the purpose of using 
his divine power to mask his mana’s aura. 


Riki jumped down to the clearing. 

Then he approached them and drew his sword. 
Chuk. 

His swordsmanship was incredibly precise. 


However, the slaves didn’t appear happy that their restraints 
had been broken. 


They simply looked at Riki with dead eyes. 

“You are free now.” 

“what is freedom?” 

It was a Beastlkin man who asked this in a hoarse voice. 
He looked at the pile of corpses and said. 


“My younger brother is there. He lived like a puppet for the 
humans and still died. And it’s not just my brother. Out of 
my twenty relatives, only five are left.” 


Juk. 


Tears of blood fell from his eyes. 


“So please tell me. What is freedom?” 
“At least, it is not death.” 
Riki’s tone was the same as uSual. 


“I know you've lost a lot. And that you have scars that will 
take the rest of your lives to heal.” 


“Don’t try to console us!” 

The Beastkin man opened his eyes and shouted. 
He knew Riki was extraordinary. 

He knew that he could kill him with just a finger. 
But still, he didn’t restrain his anger. 

From the start, this was not something he wanted. 
“It’s not consolation.” 


“..we are tired. You said death is not freedom. But for us, it 
would be a long rest.” 


The man collapsed, and the other slaves lowered their heads 
at the same time. 


It was like they were all agreeing with the man’s words. 
Riki looked around at them before saying. 


“If you want to die, you can. | will do it for you. There would 
be no pain. In fact, you wouldn’t even be able to tell it 
happened.” 


Riki slowly drew his sword, the blade shining in the 
moonlight. 


“But are you satisfied with just that?” 
“what are you talking about?” 


“I’ve seen many like you. Those who wished to end their 
lives to escape from despair. Those who stopped moving 
forward. Those who gave up.” 


“Gave up? You're saying we’ve given up?” 
“Isn’t that exactly what you did?” 
Riki tilted his head slightly. 


“I understand. | don’t want to admit it, but in the end, it’s 
your choice. It is something that must be respected, and it’s 
not something that a third party can comment on. But you 
should also consider it from another angle.” 


“Another angle?” 


“You are fortunate. Me and that man happened to be here by 
chance, learn what was happening to you, and have the 
power to kill all the people here, including the Marquis. So 
you were freed. But what about those who aren't?” 


Emotion slowly began to show in Riki’s voice. 


“There are some who are in much worse situations than you 
but are still unwilling to give up.” 


“So you want us to live on with gratitude for our good 
fortune?” 


“No.” 


After a moment of silence, Riki asserted. 
“| want you all to save them.” 
“Huh...?” 


“There are still many like you on this mountain. There are 
dozens of camps around this place, all filled with slaves.” 


The Beastkin man’s body trembled. 
It wasn’t just him. 


As though they’d been struck by lightning, all the slaves 
perked up at Riki’s words. 


His voice was quiet, but there was something in it that 
seemed to stir the spirits of everyone listening. 


“To be honest, it would be much easier for you all to just die 
here. So if you’re not confident, speak up. l'Il send you on 
your way without pain, just like | said. But if you were moved 
even a little by what | said.” 


Puk! 
Riki stabbed his sword into the ground. 
“Then this time, you all will be their good fortune.” 
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Frey watched the Beastkin man and the other slaves as they 
left, unable to forget the look in their eyes. 


There was anger, determination and a liveliness that hadn’t 
been there before. 


And it was clear who gave them that new energy. 
Riki. 

He was the one who gave them the will to live. 
“They won’t last very long.” 


It was no wonder a Marquis of the Luanoble Kingdom had 
been able to engage in the slave trade for such a long time. 


Just as Riki had said, it was very likely that the royal family 
and the nobles of this kingdom were all corrupt. 


And the place that these slaves had been released into was 
the heart of the Luanoble Kingdom. 


Even if they engaged in guerilla warfare in the mountains 
between the cities, it wouldn’t be long before they were 
overpowered. 


And it would take at least a month’s travel for them to get to 
the nearest border. 


Therefore, the probability that they would be able to escape 
this country was less that 1 percent. 


Frey was sure that Riki knew that. 

“I know.” 

“And you let them go anyway? That’s irresponsible.” 
“It’s up to them now. I’ve done my part.” 

Riki spoke as emotionlessly as always. 


‘What is he thinking?’ 


He was very straightforward. 


Still, there was one thing he could be certain about Riki after 
staying with him the last few months. 


Riki was completely different from the other Demigods. 


He’d especially felt it during Riki’s conversation with the 
Beastkin man. 


“There are still more camps around here.” 


This was what Frey had been told before he attacked this 
place. 


Frey looked up the night sky and muttered. 
“There’s still some time until sunrise.” 


“No. That’s all for today. Marquis Dalaman is already dead, 
and the rest are just garbage.” (TL: any KoreanEnglishman 
fans?) 


“Won't the fact that Dalaman died spread soon? They'll be 
expecting us.” 


“That’s right. At least, they won’t be as defenseless as this 
group was. They'll definitely be more prepared.” 


“Right.” 
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The battle that just took place could not be called a battle; 
was a massacre. 


Riki had told him to use divine power as much as possible, 
but it was useless if it was for ‘battles’ like that. 


“| still think it’s too big for the middle of the kingdom.” 


“Luanoble won’t be able to move openly. Since they opened 
an illegal place of business in the first place, they won’t be 
able to send a subjugation team. Marquis Dalaman was 
officially supposed to be staying at his own estate during his 
retirement.” 


Riki pointed to Lufei. 


“At best, they would only be able to request reinforcements 
from nearby cities, so they wouldn’t be much of a threat to 
you.” 


“Right.” 


They were playing with mud in the first place, so even if Frey 
made a mess, they would have a hard time dealing with it. 


Frey thought that this place was perfect for getting rid of the 
traces of his mana while also practicing his divine power. 


“Then we'll stay in this castle for the rest of the month.” 
Frey turned and looked at the castle. 
It was in a bad shape. 


This was natural since he’d used his divine power to his 
heart’s content. 


If he had known he would end up living in it he would have 
practiced a bit more restraint. 
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A month passed by quickly. 


Frey destroyed the camps around him in a systematic 
manner. 


They prepared as much as they could, but the difference in 
power was too stark. 


In addition, as more slaves were liberated, their strength 
increased gradually, and they also became a threat. 


Eventually, the slavers, who could not handle the pressure, 
abandoned their camps and ran away. 


It was just as Riki had said. 
Luanoble did not send any official reinforcements. 


By their last day on the mountains, Frey was certain that all 
the remnants of Marquis Dalaman had been destroyed. 


“Thank you.” 
The Beastkin man bowed his head. 


It seemed like after a month of fighting together, the freed 
slaves considered Frey to be their benefactor. 


“Where will you go?” 


“We’re thinking about going to the Ispania Mountains in the 
south.” 


It was definitely the closest place they could go to. 


And as the monster paradise, if they escaped to that place, 
the Luanoble Kingdom would not be able to pursue them. 


“That’s not an easy place to live.” 


“It would still be better than this one... We will definitely 
repay the grace you have given us.” 


“Wait.” 

Frey stopped him. 
“What’s your name?” 
“Bekend.” 


After saying that, Bekend turned around and left without 
looking back. 


As he watched the former slaves leave, Frey spoke. 
“Will the meeting start soon?” 

“That’s right.” 

Riki’s expression was quite relaxed as he said this. 
It wouldn’t be a problem even if they left now. 


Frey’s mana aura had already disappeared completely, and 
there was no longer anyone for them to deal with. 


Frey, who was a bit puzzled, soon nodded. 
“Then let’s head to the meeting.” 
“Hmm?” 


Riki looked at Frey with a weird expression for a moment 
before realising. 


“It seems | forgot to tell you.” 


“What?” 
“It’s here.” 
“here?” 


“The place where the meeting will be held. ...Hmm. Put on 
your mask, Frey.” 


He didn’t even have to ask why. 


As soon as Riki said those words, the sky suddenly split. 


Chapter 102: Lord(1) 


The Circle members, including Sheryl, continued following 
the Sword Demigod. 


They almost lost track of them a few times, but somehow, 
they were able to catch up. 


Though catch up might not have been completely accurate. 
To be precise, they’d only managed to catch up because 
they had stopped on a mountain near Lufei and didn’t move 
from there. 


Still, they didn’t dare get too close even though they had 
stopped on a mountain. 


Because there was still a chance that it was a trap to catch 
them. 


Due to this, they camped out a distance away from the 
mountain and monitored it from afar. 


The pursuers were deeply puzzled by their subsequent 
actions. 


For some reason, they were attacking camps located on the 
mountain. 


“What are they doing?” 
“I think this is one of their old outposts.” 


Only Jerome Berner’s expression was strange. 


“This place... is where they conduct the slave trade.” 


He knew the affairs of the country better than the others 
because he himself was a citizen of Luanoble. 


Although there were no bodies left in the places destroyed 
by the Demigod, they were able to ascertain what was being 
done in those places because of the cages and other tools. 


He also knew that the country had been going down a very 
unsightly path recently. 


However, the exact location of this place had never been 
revealed. 


‘| would never have thought that they were doing this right 
next to Lufei.’ 


Jerome’s face was stained with shame. 


Fortunately, his companions didn’t have the time to care 
about the corruption in the Luanoble Kingdom. 


This was because the Demigod’s actions were too strange. 
‘What the hell are they planning?’ 


And just as they were getting a headache trying to figure 
out what was happening. 


“That... how...” 
Shepard’s jaw dropped. 
The same thing happened to the others. 


The sky, which had been normal just a moment ago, was 
now split open. 


This sight made it hard for even Shepard, who was a 7 star 
Wizard, to maintain his composure. 


Sheryl was the only one who managed to keep her cool. 


She simply bit her lip with her sharp fangs, showing that the 
experience that came with age wasn’t for naught. 


“We're in trouble.” 
“Why do you say that, Rounder Sheryl?” 


“Being able to see this phenomenon means that we are 
already within the boundaries of that Demigod’s domain.” 


“that means...” 

“Right.” 

Sheryl’s expression was severe. 

“We cannot leave until the Demigods’ meeting is over.” 
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Frey suddenly felt a wave of heat. 


But it was strange because it didn’t actually make him feel 
hot. 


The heat came from the sky. 


A huge being completely made of fire in the shape of a man 
appeared among the clouds. 


His figure was burning fiercely as though he would burn the 
whole world. 


“I told you about him before, didn’t I? He is one of the beings 
you Call Apocalypse.” 


M ” 


“From now on, be careful with your words and actions. In 
fact, it would be better if you didn’t say anything at all.” 


Frey nodded. 


As Riki said, it was better to keep his mouth shut than speak 
and reveal a clue. 


Riki shot him a glance before looking toward the sky. 


Agni, who was even larger than the mountain, slowly began 
shrinking until he was the size of a normal human. 


If he was like a transcendent being made of fire before, now, 
he was like a normal human man with flaming red hair. 


Frey had subjugated and exterminated many Demigods in 
his time, but it was the first time he’d seen such a sight. 


‘He can change his size this much?’ 


He thought about it for a moment but soon realised that it 
wasn’t that strange. 


Because Dragons also had the ability to change their shape 
and size. 


‘Maybe Riki can as well?’ 
Was Riki the same? 


Frey was curious, but he couldn’t ask in this situation. 


This was because Agni had already approached them. 


To his right was a figure wearing a robe and mask just like 
Frey. 


“It seems you were the first this time.” 
“Right.” 


“Hmm... but it’s a bit unexpected. | wouldn’t have expected 
you to already clean this place up.” 


Cleaning. 


It seemed that he was talking about Dalaman and his men 
who had been staying on the mountain. 


Riki answered bluntly. 

“I did it because | was already nearby.” 
“I see. Anyway, good job.” 

Then Agni turned his eyes to Frey. 

“Is this your Apostle?” 

“Right.” 

“Hmm. Indeed.” 

Agni nodded before walking to the side. 


“He should be able to withstand seeing Lord face to face. You 
got a pretty good one.” 


“I see you finally made an Apostle.” 


“Right. | struggled a bit to get this one.” 


At that moment, the figure who was standing behind Agni 
turned to glance at Frey. 


The moment their eyes met in the air. 


M l ” 


Mt l ” 


They both felt the other person’s shock. 


They then looked away at the same time and pretended to 
be calm. 


‘Why are they here...?’ 
He couldn’t even begin to imagine the reason. 


But he was certain that he knew the person behind that 
mask. 


Frey hurriedly fixed his expression. 

Fortunately, Agni didn’t seem to notice Frey’s shock. 

He just walked past him and into the castle. 

Frey wanted to tell Riki about it, but now wasn’t the time. 
Suddenly, a huge gale blew, and Frey’s expression stiffened. 


He felt three overwhelming presences at the same time, and 
at that moment, he found it hard to even breathe. 


The space seemed to twist, and before long, three figures 
stepped out. 


A young woman with blonde hair, a Skeleton and a wrinkled 
old man with a hunched back. 


Leyrin, Nozdog and Ananta. 
Frey realised that he had some history with all three of them. 


Leyrin was the puppeteer who was pulling the strings of the 
Blake Family from behind the curtains. She was the reason 
‘Frey’ could use both divine power and mana in the same 
body. 


Nozdog tried to bait the traitor by using Oydin, and he 
appeared as an illusion in front of Frey before Oydin died. 


He had felt the pressure of his aura at the time, but it was 
nothing compared to meeting him in person. 


And Ananta was one of the Demigods he’d fought against 
when he was Lukas. 


At that time, Lukas, Schweiser, Iris, Kasajin and Lucid could 
not defeat this ‘monstrous old man.’ 


On the contrary, Kasajin had been inflicted with his poison 
and was bedridden for a month in a near-death state. 


Of course, they had succeeded in doing some damage to 
Ananta, but defeat was defeat. 


It was even more shocking since at that time, Lukas and his 
party had only just started building up their confidence to 
fight the Demigods. 


Compared to back then, Ananta didn’t look much different 
except for the fact that his clothes were different. 


“| don’t think we're too late.” 


“Kukuku. | can’t believe Agni beat us. How surprising.” 


Ananta smiled and spoke in his phlegmatic voice as he 
looked at the castle. 


He could feel Agni’s power within it. 
Riki looked at them with folded arms. 
“The three of you came together?” 
“Yeah.” 

“What for?” 


“| heard some interesting information from Lord, so | came to 
see if it was true.” 


“interesting information?” 
“PI tell you when the meeting starts. I’m sure you'll like it.” 


Leyrin smiled as she said this, but Riki couldn’t help but feel 
anxious. 


Nozdog, who hadn't said a word since they arrived, looked 
down from the mountain as he said. 


[There are intruders. ] 
“What?” 


[Just that. There are intruders trying to enter the barrier. No. 
They’re already in... that’s strange. ] 


Nozdog’s blazing eyes turned to Riki. 


[I don’t believe that you, who are the most sensitive among 
us, did not sense them. What’s going on, Riki?” 


“there have been a lot of things I’ve had to worry about, so 
my senses have been dulled lately.” 


[...] 

After a moment of silence, Nozdog nodded. 
[If it’s coming from you, then it must be true. ] 
[Then I shall go take care of the rats. ] 

“Will you be okay? Won't you get penalised?” 


[Leyrin said it, didn’t she? We heard something really 
interesting from Lord.] 


At that moment, Frey couldn’t help but feel that the skinless 
Skeleton in front of him was smiling. 


[Everything has been confirmed. It will be very fun and 
exciting. ] 


Then Nozdog disappeared. 


Frey followed his presence. Fortunately, he was able to 
clearly see outside of the castle. 


And he immediately became confused. 


Because there were hundreds of Knights in black armor 
standing in a clearing. 


Riki muttered. 


“they came here with Warp.” 
He said it as though he was explaining to Frey. 


“| didn’t think they’d send the Black Dragon Knights. It 
seems they valued the Marquis’ business more than | 
expected.” 


“Riki. Luanoble is your territory. How could they set up here 
without your knowledge?” 


It was Leyrin who answered Ananta’s words. 


“This territory. It’s been hundreds of years since he left. The 
path this country took is quite the spectacle. Did you know, 
Riki? The reason Lord wanted to meet in Luanoble.” 


“No.” 
“He thought it needed cleaning.” 

Leyrin pointed toward the Black Dragon Knights. 

“This is the beginning.” 

Nozdog was standing in the sky, looking down at them. 


The Black Dragon Knights noticed his presence, and they 
began to busily prepare, but nothing could save them 
anymore. 


They couldn’t damage Nozdog, who was in the air, with their 
swordsmanship. 


Nozdog, with a relaxed motion, stretched out a finger, and a 
clump of black energy began gathering at the tip. 


Shuk. 


The black energy then separated to form hundreds of small 
black spikes. 


Frey realised the number of spikes matched the number of 
Black Dragon Knights exactly. 


The spikes then accurately pierced through their helmets 
like paper. 


Then the Knights, who stood there for a few moments after 
their deaths, collapsed in unison. 


That was it. 


In an instant, all of the Black Dragon Knights had been 
annihilated. 


[This is death. ] 


After muttering contentedly, Nozdog’s body flashed and 
reappeared beside Riki. 


Riki had an incomprehensible expression on his face. 


“Even if you could withstand the penalty... isn’t it too much 
to kill hundreds of people?” 


[Huhu. We won't have to worry about that anymore.] 
“What?” 


[Rejoice, Riki. We have finally found the possibility of 
evading god’s punishment.] 


Frey’s expression twisted behind his mask. 


Riki’s Surprise was no less than his. 

It was then. 

[Come inside. ] 

Frey’s entire body froze. 

It was a voice he would never be able to forget. 


It was a voice that sounded as sacred as hearing God's call 
in a cathedral, but the owner of this voice was anything but 
sacred. 


Frey turned to look inside the smashed wall of the castle. 
Beside Agni, a being was silently revealing its presence. 


The reason it was called a ‘being’ was because there was no 
other way to express it. 


It had the overall shape of a man. However, its head was as 
smooth as an egg because it lacked any features at all. 


It didn’t even have hair. 


There was not a stitch of clothing on its body, revealing its 
strong masculine figure, and above all, white light was 
constantly being emitted from its body. 


It looked exactly as it had 4,000 years ago. 
[Come inside, my dear family. ] 


Lord beckoned gently. 


Chapter 103: Lord(2) 


At those words, the Demigods, including Riki, began 
entering the castle. 


Frey was reluctant to face Lord. 


However, some Apostles were already waiting in the castle, 
so he had no choice but to follow Riki. 


[It’s a little chilly. ] 
Lord mumbled quietly to himself before shaking his hand. 


Then, the broken wall was restored as if time itself had been 
reversed. 


It was a process that could not be explained with the laws of 
nature. However, the Demigods present seemed to be used 
to such things as they showed no reaction. 


There was a new Apostle in the castle, who was also wearing 
a mask. 


‘When did they get here?’ 


Except for Agni, the other Apocalypses had not brought their 
Apostles. 


Was that person Lord’s Apostle? 


Just like himself and Agni’s Apostle, this person wore a large 
robe, which not only hid their appearance but even 
information about their sex and age. 


As Frey thought this, Riki turned to Lord and said. 
“It’s been a while.” 

[Riki, my oldest brother. Have you been well?] 

“I have.” 

[That’s good.] 

Lord laughed happily. 


Riki kept looking at Lord for a while before opening his 
mouth once again. 


“May | ask what it is you’ve been doing all this while?” 


[It was very important. Of course, you'll find out right now. 
Leyrin.] 


Lord gestured to Leyrin, who smiled and took something 
from her pocket. 


It was a metal ingot. 
[Mluminium] 
“This is the first time I’ve heard of this.” 


[That’s to be expected. After all, it’s a metal we discovered 
and named personally.” 


Riki felt a bit anxious. 


It seemed the other Demigods knew about this metal 
already. 


Only Riki and Agni were making expressions to show that 
they hadn’t heard of it before. 


Leyrin touched the metal before saying. 


“At first glance, it’s a simple metal without any special 
properties. It’s not that strong, and it does not conduct 
divine power very well. But.” 


Then a shocking sight unfolded. 


Leyrin ripped off a small piece of metal with her finger and 
put it in her mouth. 


Crunch crunch. 


The piece was about the size of a knuckle, and even if it 
wasn’t hard, per se, it was still a metal. 


Even a Drake, which was known for its strong jaws and sharp 
teeth, would be left with a bloody mouth if it tried the same 
thing. 


Nevertheless, Leyrin moved her jaws as though she was just 
munching a cookie before swallowing it. 


Huk. 


Then, at that moment, Riki felt the divine power in Leyrin’s 
body disappear. 


“What do you think? Doesn’t it feel like my divine power has 
disappeared?” 


“It does.” 


“But it’s still the same.” 


Whoosh. 
A small whirlwind formed above Leyrin’s hand. 


It was clear that her divine power was just as powerful as 
before. 


Nevertheless, it couldn’t be felt at all. 
Riki’s expression stiffened. 
“did you conceal it?” 


“Do you think I’d deceive you? You’re still too behind the 
times.” 


Leyrin was smug. 
Riki looked at her strangely. 
“How? 


“The power of Illuminium. It’s an alloy | created, but | 
Originally made it to conceal our divine power. | was tired of 
those Circle bastards following me around. But it ended up 
being more effective than | predicted.” 


Leyrin didn’t hold back her laughter. 


“Just by eating a bit of metal, you could kill as many mortals 
as you want for a certain period without having to worry 
about punishment. In other words, we can deceive god’s 
laws.” 
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“Well. It only lasts a few minutes at best, and the more you 
use divine power, the shorter the duration, but it’s better 


than nothing, right?” 


If this was true, then this was catastrophic news for all races 
on the continent who opposed the Demigods. 


Behind the mask, Frey’s face was harder than stone. 


Only then did he understand why Nozdog had been able to 
annihilate the Black Dragon Knights without worry. 


“Can the metal be produced indefinitely?” 
Riki casually pointed out a very important point. 
Frey paid close attention to what Leyrin said next. 


If this metal could be mass produced, then it wouldn’t take 
more than a few years for the entire continent to completely 
fall into the Demigods’ hands. 


“It would be great if | could, but the production process is so 
complicated that it’s no joke. The ingredients are also 
difficult to acquire. So for now, we need to use it sparingly.” 


After saying that, Leyrin threw the IIluminium in her hand to 
Riki. 


“Cut it into small pieces and eat it. I’m also considering 
making it into a liquid, but l'Il have to wait to do research, or 
our supply might run out.” 


Riki put away the ingot silently. 
Nozdog narrowed his eyes. 


[You don’t look very happy, Riki.] 


[This is an opportunity to destroy the insects that have been 
troubling us for so long. Aren’t you excited? ] 


“I’m not interested.” 
[...You’ve always said that. No. Not always.] 
Nozdog swayed slightly. 


[Did you know? Ever since you destroyed Icollium 4,000 
years ago, you've been acting very strangely. ] 


Frey was once again grateful that he was wearing a mask 
since it was almost impossible for him to conceal the flash of 
surprise that appeared on his face. 


Icollium was Lucid’s birthplace. 
Was Riki the one who destroyed it? 


[The Sword King Lucid met his end together with his 
country. ] 


Hruhiral’s words once again resounded in Frey’s mind. 


Then didn’t that mean that Riki, the one who destroyed 
Icollium, was also the one who killed Lucid? 


“4,000 years have already passed, Nozdog. That’s enough 
time for things to change.” 


[Stop saying disgusting things. Change is something only 
imperfect beings experience. It doesn’t apply to beings like 
us, who are perfect from birth.] 


“| don’t think we are perfect.” 


[vss] 
At those words, a terrifying aura suddenly billowed out. 
Nozdog had released his full power. 


Clear suspicion was visible in his gaze. (TL: aren’t his eyes 
just fire?) 


Frey felt a little frustrated by Riki’s attitude. 


He didn’t understand why he was using words and actions 
that could cause conflict with Nozdog when it was better to 
lay low. 


“Kukuku... come to think of it.” 
It was Ananta who began speaking with a grim smile. 


His smile made his heavily wrinkled face look even worse as 
he said. 


“Hydra’s dead.” 
“Huh? Really?” 


Leyrin tilted her head since it was the first time she was 
hearing this news. 


It was the same for the others. 

Agni spoke bluntly. 

“Why are you only saying this now?” 
“I only just found out.” 


Ananta locked gazes with Riki. 


‘They’re suspicious.’ 
Riki was convinced at that moment. 


Even if the others didn’t think the same, these two 
suspected him. 


However, he wasn’t too surprised by this. After all, he had 
done too many suspicious things. 


It was clear that they weren’t yet certain, but the current 
atmosphere was already bad. 


There was a chance that their suspicion might spread to 
Agni and Leyrin. 


It was then. 
[Nozdog, Ananta.] 


At Lord’s quiet words, Nozdog and Ananta shivered before 
turning to look at him. 


Suddenly, a mouth appeared on Lord’s previously 
featureless face. 


As if something that had been buried in a snowfield finally 
revealed itself, Lord smiled, revealing white teeth. 


[What are you doing to your brother? ] 

[...1’m sorry. ] 

“| was too hasty.” 

The two proud Demigods immediately apologised. 


Lord’s mouth disappeared again. 


This time, he turned to Riki. 


[Please understand, Riki. This is proof of how unusual our 
current situation is.] 


“| know.” 


Riki responded bluntly, and Nozdog felt angered inwardly by 
that fact. 


‘It’s so different.’ 
It was different. 
Apocalypse. 


That was the term the Circle used to describe the five 
Demigods gathered here, but Nozdog was the only one who 
knew that unlike them, Riki was not pressured at all by Lord. 


He could guess why. 


Lord was the first to separate from the enormous body of 
energy known as the laws of the world. 


And the next Demigod to emerge with self consciousness 
was Riki. 


For this reason, there was a relationship between Lord and 
Riki that they could not even wish to interfere with. 


In fact, there were several instances where Lord was soft to 
Riki when he would normally be brutal to others. 


The Demigods here all controlled large cities or even small 
countries from the shadows. 


And even if they didn’t have total control, it was certain that 
they had some amount of influence. 


But this country, Luanoble, was supposed to be completely 
dominated by Riki. 


But Riki didn’t do it. 


Instead, he built a hut in the woods and started living like a 
hermit. 


It was like blatantly throwing away his responsibility. 
But Lord did not reprimand him at all. 

Nozdog couldn’t understand that. 

Riki opened his mouth with a calm expression. 


“Let’s get down to business. Didn’t you call this meeting to 
find the traitor?” 


[Right. But not all the Demigods have arrived yet, so we'll 
wait a bit longer. Why don’t we share a little secret? ] 


“A secret?” 
[Let’s reveal our Apostles to each other.] 
“ ,.Lord, are you serious?” 


It wasn’t unreasonable for Leyrin to ask this question with 
such a strange tone. 


She didn’t doubt Riki like Ananta and Nozdog did. 


She wasn’t raising her hand to say one of the people here 
was the traitor. 


Nevertheless, there was still a possibility. 


If there really was a traitor among the people gathered here, 
then revealing the identity of their Apostles was very risky. 


[You might be reluctant. | completely understand. It’s okay, 
no need to worry about it.] 


As he said this, Lord’s voice was very quiet. 


He told them not to worry, and he also hadn’t given them a 
reason, but Leyrin’s expression softened at his words. 


The same was true for the others. 
Only Riki’s expression remained the same. 


[Since I’m the one who brought it up, l'II show you mine 
first. ] 


Just as Lord laughed and said this, he was interrupted. 
“Wait.” 

[What is it, Agni? ] 

“Lord, | don’t think you should reveal your Apostle.” 
[Hmmm.] 

Lord paused for a moment before saying. 


“You are the core of the Demigods. If there really is a traitor 
here, then your Apostle would be the one they care about 
the most.” 


How accurate. 


This thought flashed through Riki’s mind, but he didn’t show 
it. 


Somehow, Lord managed to show an awkward expression. 


[Then I’d be the only one who wouldn’t reveal my Apostle, 
wouldn’t I? I’m the one who brought it up, but it has become 
such a funny situation. ] 


Lord’s head dropped down for a moment before he said. 


[If you all agree with Agni’s opinion, then | won’t reveal 
mine. ] 


Riki almost sighed. 


It was clear that he had predicted this situation since he was 
the one who brought it up in the first place. 


“| agree.” 
“| concur.” 
[I am in agreement. ] 
“Agreed.” 


The other four all nodded. Then, as if planned beforehand, 
they all turned to look at Riki. 


“| don’t care, but.” 
Riki turned to look at Lord. 


“If you don’t reveal your Apostle, then | won’t, either.” 


Chapter 104: Lord(3) 


“Stop talking nonsense.” 

“Riki, are you out of your mind?” 

Anger was evident on the other Demigods’ faces. 

This was a natural reaction. 

After all, what Riki had just said had clearly crossed the line. 


Even Agni and Leyrin, who had simply been observing the 
situation from the side, stared at Riki with fierce expressions. 


However, it was Nozdog who was most angry. 
He looked at Riki as if he wanted to tear him apart. 


[If Lord doesn’t reveal his, you won’t reveal yours? Don’t be 
ridiculous. Are you now considering yourself equal to Lord? ] 


All Demigods were inherently equal. 


But by calling Lord ‘Lord’, the Demigods were paying 
homage to the being who was the very first Demigod. 


[Stop spouting nonsense. He is the only one who can handle 
the work and responsibility that comes with being Lord. On 
his own, he can do things that even all of us combined 
would fail to do.] 


“You’re not wrong. But there are things | can do that Lord 
can't.” 


[You...!] 
The terrifying aura of death rose from Nozdog’s body. 
This time, Riki also put his hand on the hilt of his sword. 


With just these actions, the atmosphere in the room became 
as taut as a bowstring waiting to be released. 


Once again, it was Lord who broke the tense silence. 
[Enough.] 

But this time, Nozdog didn’t intend to back down. 

The flames in his eye sockets burned fiercely with rage. 


[Do not stop me any more, Lord. It is clear that Riki is 
suspicious. I’m not the only one who thinks that. ] 


“Kukuku. That’s right.” 
Ananta nodded. 


From the moment he had learned of Hydra’s death, he had 
begun to have doubts about Riki. 


He was the only one who could get rid of such a resilient 
person without a trace. 


Leyrin and Agni were clearly hesitating, but it was obvious 
that their suspicion had grown stronger. 


[Nozdog, your suspicion is valid. However, it would be best 
to pay attention to your words and actions until everything 
is confirmed.] 


Nozdog grit his teeth. 


However, since he wanted to gain the authority that came 
with Lord’s recognition, he could not continue to be 
disobedient. 


The deathly aura disappeared as if it had been washed 
away, and Riki also let go of his hilt. 


[... The thing that truly makes me angry is the fact that Riki 
is not even trying to alleviate our doubts. His attitude makes 
it seem like it doesn’t matter if we are suspicious of him. It’s 
impossible for me to not feel upset by this. ] 


eal 

Lord fell silent for a moment. 

He felt that Nozdog had a point. 

After thinking for a while, he finally said. 
[I understand. ] 

“You understand?” 


When Leyrin asked with a confused expression on her face, 
Lord spoke in a flat tone. 


[After this meeting ends, | will personally check if Riki is the 
traitor or not.] 


Silence fell at those words. 
This was because they knew Lord was not one to lie. 


Lord turned to look at Riki before saying. 


[Of course, you will cooperate, won’t you?] 
“Sure.” 

[Good.] 

Lord then stood to his feet. 

[Now then, will you show me your Apostles? ] 
“that.” 

“Well...” 

[...] 


At Lord’s words, the other Demigods showed uncomfortable 
expressions. 


They all glanced at Riki. 


If Riki was truly the traitor, it would be very risky for them to 
reveal their Apostles to him. 


When he saw this, Lord waved his hand. 


[There’s no need to worry. I’ve put a barrier around this 
place. People can enter, but it is impossible for anyone to 
leave. ] 


This explained why the Black Dragon Knights had been able 
to enter this place. 


Frey turned to Lord. 


[I will not release the barrier until we have confirmed the 
identity of the traitor. Even if it takes a week, a month, ora 
year.] 


eel SOC. 

“It can’t be helped.” 

The Demigods all nodded since it was understandable. 
“Then I'll go first.” 

It was Agni who stepped forward. 


In the first place, he seemed to have very little hesitation 
when it came to revealing his Apostle. 


Looking at him, Frey couldn’t help but feel that he was quite 
similar to Ivan. 


He seemed to be the type who could burn with passion from 
his very soul if he found something interesting. Conversely, 
he also seemed to be the type that wouldn’t care what 
happened if it was something uninteresting to him. 


And to Agni, this meeting seemed to be the latter. 
He turned to the Apostle standing behind him and said. 
“Take off your mask.” 


The Apostle stepped forward slowly, removing the mask 
from their face. 


“ ” 


The face revealed was that of a woman Frey had never seen 
before. 


She was very beautiful, with full lips, a small nose and 
burning eyes. 


The hair that could be seen from under her hood showed a 
color that was reminiscent of boiling lava. 


However, Frey felt a connection to this woman. 
Babump. 

His heart beat felt exceptionally loud at that moment. 
He knew that she was probably feeling the same. 
‘Phoenix.’ 


Her appearance had changed, but she was definitely the 
Phoenix he had left in Torkunta’s body. 


Frey was certain. 
The reason he felt this was simple. 
He had absorbed half of Torkunta’s heart. 


A slight exaggeration would be to say that Frey felt like she 
was his other half. 


It wasn’t too surprising that she’d gained a human form. 


In a near death state, the Phoenix had absorbed Torkunta’s 
body and half of his heart. 


The enormous amount of energy she had absorbed would 
have made it easy to construct her body. 


In fact, there would still be a lot of energy left after the 
reconstruction, and there was a chance that the great 
change in the Phoenix’s appearance might have been 
influenced by her will. 


But... he never imagined that she’d become Agni’s Apostle. 


‘Was she forced to become Agni’s Apostle? Or... was it of her 
own volition?’ 


He couldn’t tell, but Frey sincerely hoped it wasn’t the latter. 
Leyrin narrowed her eyes before saying. 


“The outer shell looks human, but within... I’m not sure. 
What exactly is she?” 


“A Phoenix. | found her when I was passing over the Ispania 
Mountains. She’s a dozen times stronger than a normal 
phoenix.” 


“A Phoenix? Those are really rare nowadays, yet you 
managed to find one. But it seems to be... mixed with 
something... It doesn’t appear to be a half-breed. Hmm. It is 
certainly a unique entity. How interesting.” 


Leyrin’s eyes sparkled. 


If it wasn’t for Lord’s next words, it was quite possible that 
she would have said something ridiculous like wanting to 
dissect it. 


[Next. ] 
At Lord’s words, Ananta beckoned. 


The Apostle standing behind him took off his mask. (TL: | 
even double checked, the author did not mention anything 
about the others bringing their apostles, only Riki, Agni and 
maybe Lord.) 


It was a man with a very common appearance. Brown hair 
and eyes with a blank expression on his face. 


Nozdog didn’t look pleased as he said. 

[Ananta. We’re in front of Lord.] 

“Right. Jenta, take it off.” 

The man named Jenta pulled on his face without a word. 


The skin on his face ripped easily and revealed his real face 
beneath. 


The man’s face gave off a very sharp feeling, especially 
because of the large wound that went across his nose. 


‘Is he an assassin?’ 


The mask made of human flesh caused Frey to have an idea 
about the man’s identity. 


The man had a very formidable aura, and Frey was sure that 
he was a very skilled assassin. 


‘If this kind of assassin decided to hide...’ 


He would be difficult to find even if one had thousands of 
troops searching. 


Ananta must have taken that into account when making his 
decision. 


Even 4,000 years later, he was a tricky and wicked old man. 
[Next.] 


It was Nozdog’s turn. 


When he beckoned his Apostle to remove their mask, the 
person that was revealed turned out to be a Demon. 


“A Demon? Isn't that a Demon?” 
Leyrin couldn’t help but ask in surprise. 


“How did you make a Demon into your Apostle? No. More 
importantly... isn’t this this Demon’s true body?” 


Moreover, it wasn’t a weak Lower Demon. For it to be of any 
use, it would have to be a Superior Demon at the least. 


“How did you manage to do that?” 
[I had help.] 

Help. 

Frey thought of Iris. 


She had researched for a long time for a way to allow a 
Demon to project its full power to the continent. 


At that time, she hadn’t made any progress, but 4,000 years 
had passed, so it was possible that she’d made a 
breakthrough. 


It was also suspicious that Oydin knew Asura’s summoning 
circle. 


‘...Nozdog has some connection to Iris.’ 
Frey thought that this speculation was pretty credible. 


[Next] 


When Leyrin beckoned, the Apostle behind her also took off 
their mask. 


The person behind the mask was a woman with a very cold, 
expressionless face. 


She looked to be about 30 years of age, but Frey knew she 
was older than that. 


...Riki had said there was a high chance that Isaka Blake was 
Leyrin’s Apostle, and Frey agreed with him. 


He felt that even if it wasn’t him, it would still be a member 
of the Blake family. 


The eldest son, Mischael, or even Heinz... the second son. 
But it wasn’t any of them. 


Leyrin’s Apostle was none other than the Lady of the Blake 
Family, Reita Blake. 


[Good. Thank you for fulfilling my request despite the risk, 
my companions. ] 


When Lord spoke out with satisfaction, the Apostles placed 
their masks back on their faces. 


Frey realised that everyone’s eyes were on him. 
They must have been curious. 


Because he was the only Apostle who hadn't revealed their 
appearance. 


‘...come to think of it.’ 


Lord’s Apostle was not among the people gathered here. 


It seems he did not intend to reveal his Apostle from the 
beginning. 


Or maybe he could summon them at any time. 


Nevertheless, Frey had learned the identities of all the 
Apocalypses’ Apostles. 


However, none of them were easy opponents. 


One was a Demon who was able to use its full strength, one 
was the Lady of the Blake family, and one was a formidable 
assassin whose identity could be changed at any moment. 


And the other one... was someone he’d promised to reunite 
with in the future. 


Nevertheless, it was too soon for him to think about them. 
Frey recalled Lord’s words. 


[I will not release the barrier until we have confirmed the 
identity of the traitor. Even if it takes a week, a month, ora 
year.] 


A barrier created by Lord himself. 


Warp would definitely not work, and there was a chance that 
not even Riki’s space/time movement would work. 


He intended to use this opportunity to flush out the traitor. 


He had even let the Apocalypses reveal the identities of 
their Apostles. 


Even if Lord had another reason for doing so, one thing was 
made clear by this. 


And that was the fact that Lord was confident he could find 
the traitor. 


He would do it somehow, regardless of the method. 
‘This situation has become rather amusing.’ 
Although he thought that, this situation wasn’t funny at all. 


The disconnected space, Lord’s unexpected move and Riki’s 
incomprehensible actions. 


Frey had begun to seriously wonder whether he’d be able to 
leave this place alive. 


Chapter 105: Lord(4) 


Lord said they would have to wait a little longer for the other 
Demigods to gather. 


Then, he ordered the Apostles to leave because he wanted 
to discuss something with the Apocalypses. 


There was no way they could disobey him, so the five 
Apostles headed down to the basement of the castle. 


Frey was the one who acted as the guide, which was natural 
since Frey and Riki were the ones who got there first. 


The basement was quite large, but since it had been used to 
house slaves, it was quite dreary and filthy. 


Frey and Riki didn’t bother cleaning it up since they only 
stayed in the upper floors. 


Thanks to that, the entire room was filled with a horrid 
stench. 


However, none of the Apostles seemed to be bothered by it. 


Even Letia, the Lady of the Blake family, grabbed an old 
wooden chair and planted her buttocks on it without 
hesitation. (TL: author’s words...not mine...) 


The rest were the same. 


They each found a corner to sit quietly in. 


“Do you have anything to eat?” 

It was the Demon who asked this question in a deep voice. 
Frey glanced at him for a moment before answering. 

“| have bread.” 

“What about to drink?” 

“Beer.” 

“That’s good.” 


al ” 


Frey then went upstairs to the food storehouse and brought 
back four servings of bread and beer to give to everyone. 


“No need.” 
Letia was the only one who didn’t accept it. 
Frey also didn’t eat anything. 


He wasn’t hungry, and he didn’t want to take the mask off 
his face. 


After the short meal, Jenta approached Frey, who was sitting 
in a corner. 


“Take off your mask.” 
It was clearly an order. 


Frey wasn’t surprised. Rather, he expected something like 
this to happen. 


They were bound to be dissatisfied at Frey who didn’t reveal 
his face like everyone else. 


“What if | don’t?” 


Of course, he didn’t have to respond, but Frey chose to 
provoke him. 


“Do you intend to take it off by force?” 

“| don’t see why not.” 

“Quit it.” 

It wasn’t Frey who said that. 

It was the Demon who was tearing into the bread viciously. 


He had red skin and pupilless eyes, and it seemed he had no 
intention of hiding behind a mask. 


Jenta and the Phoenix had both eaten their bread while 
trying to keep their faces as covered as possible. 


“Quit it? Aren’t you curious about this guy’s identity?” 


“Of course I’m curious. But that’s not something we have to 
worry about.” 


l ” 


“You can’t do much about your curiosity. Especially when the 
Demigods are nearby.” 


Jenta didn’t say anything further. He simply turned around, 
walked back to his corner and sat down. 


Frey sighed inwardly before turning to the Demon. 


Sensing his gaze, the Demon also turned to look at Frey. 


Besides that, there was also another gaze that was locked on 
to Frey. 


The Phoenix. 
She was also looking at him. 


Frey turned his head and met her gaze, but everyone 
remained quiet. 


‘It’s so frustrating not being able to use Telepathy.’ 


He wondered how exactly she’d become Agni’s Apostle and 
what exactly was on her mind at that moment. 


One good thing was that he did not sense any suspicion or 
hostility in her gaze. 


Otherwise, she would have already revealed his identity. 


Frey had sincerely hoped to have a happy reunion with her. 
However, this was quite a contrast to the reunion he had 
envisioned. 


For now, he decided not to think about that. 

x XK OX 

[That’s all | have to say for now.] 

When Lord said that, the other Demigods nodded. 


[The rest of you may leave. Riki, I’d like to talk to you fora 
moment. ] 


“understood.” 


‘There’s something coming.’ 


This thought floated in Riki’s head as the other Demigods 
slowly left the room. 


As Ananta passed by, he shot Riki a mocking look. 


He was certain that Lord would now pay close attention to 
Riki. 


Before long, only Lord and Riki remained in the hall. 
Lord shook his hand slightly. 

Woowoong. 

The room was suddenly covered by layers of barriers. 


Riki’s expression hardened as he felt the power of the 
barriers. 


He was certain that he wouldn’t be able to escape it unless 
he used his full power. 


[There’s no need to feel nervous, Riki.] 
Lord spoke softly. 


Riki then realised that he had subconsciously put his hand 
on the hilt of his sword. 


[I just didn’t want anyone to hear our conversation. You 

know that Nozdog and Ananta currently don’t have any 
positive feelings towards you. Leyrin doesn’t seem to be 
suspicious... but she’s definitely curious. ] 


l ” 


There was certainly a chance that they would’ve tried to 
eavesdrop on this conversation. 


But now that Lord had erected multiple layers of barriers, 
they wouldn’t be able to. 


“What do you want to talk about?” 


[Riki, my oldest brother, | still remember the joy | felt when | 
saw you for the first time. ] 


It was an unexpected statement, but Lord’s voice was so 
filled with nostalgia that he didn’t question him. 


Lord pondered for a moment. 
He couldn’t even remember how long ago it had been. 


In the old days, humans and the other mortal creatures 
hadn’t even learned to use proper tools yet, Dragons had 
simply been large monsters, and the continent’s terrain had 
been completely different. 


That was when Lord had broken off. A small, broken 
fragment that had detached from the will of the world. 


It had taken hundreds of years for him to gain sentience. 


At that time, it didn’t take long for Lord to realise that he 
was stronger than every other being alive, that he was 
superior to every other race. 


He felt that even if all of these beings worked together to 
fight against him, he would still be able to win without 
difficulty. 


But that fact didn’t impress Lord. 


What did it matter? 
He didn’t even know why he had such absolute power. 
He had the power to rule the world, but he had no purpose. 


He didn’t even know why he existed in the first place. So as 
time went by, he slowly became consumed by a deep sense 
of loneliness. 


Then, another piece fell from the will of the world. 


[You wouldn’t understand the sheer joy | felt to finally find 
another person in this world who was like me.] 


He was finally not alone. 

That fact alone suddenly gave Lord the will to live. 
No purpose? 

Then he’d just have to make one. 

He had the power to do whatever he wanted after all. 
That wasn’t all. 


After Riki’s appearance, more Demigods began appearing 
one after another. 


They, like him, were confused at first. 


They experienced the same loneliness and confusion that 
he'd felt. 


That was when Lord realised what his purpose was. 


He was to be their leader. 


The leader who would guide these people who did not know 
how to control their transcendent powers. 


The reason why he had gained consciousness before the 
others was because there would always be a pioneer who 
had to suffer for his kind. 


Since then, Lord had been leading the Demigods superbly. 
“Why are you telling me this?” 


[Riki, | want to treat all of my kind fairly, and I’m trying to do 
that. But... | feel that there is some truth to Nozdog’s 
complaint. ] 


a ” 


[As he said, I’m too soft towards you. I’ve let you get away 
with things that the other Demigods wouldn’t even dare to 
do. Not meeting your quota, not managing your territory, 
ignoring my requests...] 


As he fell silent, eyes appeared on Lord’s face. 

He turned these eyes to look at Riki. 

[Killing our kind.] 

Riki didn’t look surprised. 

Instead, he’d expected this. 

He had suspected that Lord knew he was the traitor. 


But when Lord asked them to reveal their Apostles to the 
others, he had been certain. 


So he went a step further. 


Frey might not have understood why he’d acted in sucha 
way, but he needed to create a situation that would prevent 
Lord from being soft once again. 


He didn’t know where he had slipped up or when Lord had 
found out, but Riki knew he wouldn't know every little 
detail. 


With his insight, Lord would have been able to notice even 
the most minute details. 


Lord’s voice sounded once again. 
[Killing our people is unforgivable, Riki.] 
“I know.” 


[I want to ask. Why did you betray us? You weren’t like this 
before. You understood me better than anyone else and 
agreed with my goal.] 


“That’s obvious, Lord.” 
Riki looked at Lord with a firm gaze. 


“It’s because | realised at the time that we were in the 
wrong.” 


[So you're saying you're in the right now? ] 
“That’s right.” 
Lord sighed emotionally. 


His piercing eyes disappeared once again. 


Lord’s features only changed when there was a significant 
change to his emotions. 


It seemed he had regained his composure. 
[Perhaps, this is all my fault.] 
“What?” 


[4,000 years ago. I’ve never seen you as angry as after | 
killed that Knight. ] 


He couldn’t deny it. 


That was because that had been the first time that a 
negative thought towards Lord had appeared in his mind. 


That was the beginning of everything. 


That negative view towards Lord changed his way of 
thinking and started making him question the existence of 
the Demigods. 


And he began to feel repulsed by what they were doing. 
Are our actions really correct? 

[Then let’s pretend this never happened. ] 

“what?” 

That was completely unexpected. 


Riki looked at him in suspicion. 


However, it was impossible to read Lord’s intentions when he 
was in a featureless state. 


The only way to catch a glimpse of his emotions was through 
his voice, but even that had fallen to a monotone. 


[I’m going to forgive you, Riki. Because this is as much my 
fault as it is yours. ] 


“You would forgive me for killing our kind?” 
[That’s right. ] 


Riki had not expected such an outcome, but he knew that 
Lord wasn’t trying to deceive him. 


The words he was saying now were truly sincere. 


Lord was willing to forgive him even though he had killed so 
many of their people. 


“Will the other Demigods accept something like that?” 


[That’s right. Therefore... it’s unfortunate, but we’ll have to 
trick them.] 


“Trick?” 


[Because | promised to find the traitor unconditionally. The 
others might not say anything, but Nozdog and Ananta will 
not be convinced. ] 


“certainly.” 
Lord smiled. 


Or rather, it felt like he was smiling. 


[I’ve picked a suitable candidate from the Demigods that are 
coming to this meeting. There will be no suspicion, and 
everything will go smoothly. You will have nothing to worry 
about.] 


Those words made Riki speechless. 
He stared at Lord in disbelief. 


“...you’re going to falsely accuse an innocent Demigod and 
kill them?” 


[It is unfortunate, but it can’t be helped. Because you are 
more important than they are.] 


Riki’s pulse froze at that moment. 
‘| see.’ 
He wasn’t the only one who had changed over the years. 


If it had been the Lord of the past, he would not have made 
such a suggestion. 


No matter how much he cared for Riki, he would never 
falsely accuse and execute an innocent member of his own 
race. 


[Of course, it will also take some acting on your part. ] 


a“ ” 


[It’s nothing much. Just kill your Apostle with your own 
hands. ] 


“What?” 


[Then you will fall into hibernation. Maybe for 100 years. 
That’s not a very long time for us, so just take it as a long 
nap. In the meantime, | will protect you. And when you wake 
up, | assure you. There would be nothing left for you to worry 
about. ] 


.. Right. 


If he were to fall into hibernation, it would clear Ananta and 
Nozdog’s suspicion. 


It was clear that Lord had thought of everything to ensure 
the plan would go smoothly. 


Maybe even the Demigod who would be framed would be 
convinced. 


[The Demigod who will take the blame for you will be ‘Ur’. 
It’ll take a few more days for him to get here. Kill your 
Apostle right after he arrives. | will handle the rest.] 


Lord got up from his seat. 


[That’s all | wanted to say, Riki. Keep in mind, if you choose 
to accept this, we can start over. Just like how the ground 
will harden after the rain, we can build a stronger 
relationship with more trust than before. ] 


He then tapped Riki on the shoulder and left the room. 
By that time, the barriers had already disappeared. 
‘can they really change? Lord, the Demigods?’ 


Since he had changed, there was nothing preventing the 
others from changing as well. 


Then would he still need to kill them? 


Couldn’t he work together with Lord to change the 
Demigods from within? 


...If that was possible, then it would be much more logical 
than trying to fight against the Demigods on his own. 


l ” 


Even after thinking for a long time, the answer didn’t come 
easily. 


Riki stood as though he was nailed to that spot. 


Chapter 106: Riki(1 ) 


While they were waiting for the other Demigods, Frey paid 
close attention to the Apocalypses’ Apostles. 


He wanted to be able to track them down and kill them if 
possible. Only if he would be able to leave this place, that is. 


Letia, who had the most prominent status, was pushed as far 
back in his mind as possible. 


The same went for the Phoenix. 


This left only Jenta, Ananta’s Apostle and the red-skinned 
Demon. 


First was the Demon. 

He had even boldly revealed his name to them. 

“I'm Kaltud.” 

Kaltud’s attitude had broken all the stereotypes of Demons. 


He was serious, had good discernment and was able to have 
proper conversations. 


In addition, he had even taken it upon himself to clean up 
the foul-smelling basement. 


But that was it. 


Frey was unable to get any other clues about him. 


In the first place, there was no one for him to really talk to, 
so there were no conversations to eavesdrop on. 


The Apostles didn’t talk to each other. 


In addition, he was clearly wary of Frey, so even if he were to 
have a conversation, he would certainly make sure Frey 
couldn’t hear. 


Next was Jenta. 


However, he hadn’t learned more from him than he had from 
Kaltud. 


He simply sat in his corner, cleaning his dagger or mixing 
some strange chemicals. 


And whenever their eyes met, he would glare at Frey. 
‘I’m glad | learned his face and real name.’ 
The only things he knew were Jenta’s name and face. 


In particular, the scar across his face was a rare 
characteristic that would certainly make it easier to hunt 
him down later. 


But that was all Frey had. 


Personally, Frey wanted to find a way to talk to the Phoenix, 
but it wasn’t easy. 


Frey simply spent his time meditating. 


Even then, he didn’t let down his guard in case any of the 
Apostles made a sudden movement. 


And so, time passed rather boringly. 


But a few days later, when Riki opened the door and 
stepped into the room, he was quite happy. 


However, his happy expression didn’t last long. 


Although Riki was expressionless as usual, Frey couldn’t 
help but feel that something had changed. 


“Come on.” 
It was clear who he was talking to. 
Frey immediately got up and followed him 


The other Apostles were a bit dissatisfied, but they didn’t 
dare say anything against the Demigod’s actions. 


When Frey got up to follow him, Riki continued heading 
down. 


‘Lower?’ 
Was there another room below this one? 


As if in response to Frey’s question, a dead end appeared 
before them. 


Riki raised his hand lightly and cut the wall. 

Shik. 

The wall split apart, and a large space was revealed. 
Frey’s expression became a bit strange. 


He hadn’t known there was this hidden space here. 


He would have learned of its existence if he had searched 
more thoroughly, but he hadn’t found it necessary. 


Behind this wall was a large amount of gold and silver. 


This was all the wealth that Marquis Dalaman had obtained 
with his blood, sweat and tears. 


Of course, it couldn’t gain Frey and Riki’s attention. 


Riki only stopped after he reached the deepest part of the 
room 


“Do you know what Lord’s power is?” 

“No.” 

“It’s space.” 

“He has control over space.” 

This was the first time Frey was hearing about this. 
But when he heard it, many pieces fell into place. 


Even the Absolute Field, which only 9 star Wizards could 
unleash, had no effect when used against Lord. 


He had also been able to separate his soul and trap it in the 
Abyss. 


If Lord truly had the power to control space, then it would 
explain the power he had displayed. 


“Do you understand what I’m trying to say?” 


“No.” 


“I’m saying even if you become a 9 star Wizard, you would 
still be far from being able to defeat Lord.’ 


Frey wanted to refute Riki’s words, but he couldn’t. 
He knew that Riki was telling the truth. 


The thought that he couldn’t defeat Lord simply by reaching 
9 stars remained in his mind since his return. 


And at that moment, Riki was just confirming his worst fear. 
“That’s why I’m targeting the Apostles.” 


“Right. But you’ve seen it, too, haven’t you? IIluminium. 
With that metal, the Demigods would be able to exercise 
their power without being punished. This means they no 
longer need to rely on the Apostles.” (TL: The author used 
‘illuninium’ the first time and | thought it was a typo as ‘[]’ 
and ‘[ are beside each other...but the same thing was done 
here. Should | change the name?) 


That was true. 


When Leyrin first explained about the metal, Frey’s heart felt 
heavy. 


The short duration wasn’t a large hindrance either. 


It was obvious to him that if they exerted their full force, it 
would only take the Demigods a few minutes to completely 
destroy a city. 


“This doesn’t mean they will just get rid of the Apostles right 
away. Because it’s not possible to create IIluminium 


indefinitely. However, it’s an undeniable fact that the value 
of the Apostles has fallen.” 


“So? You want to give up?” 

Riki fell silent. 

Frey had no idea what he was thinking at that moment. 
Ssrng. 

Then, Riki drew his sword. 

Frey started to gather his mana, but Riki’s sword was faster. 
Shuk. 

“Kuh... ugh...” 

Another being appeared in the dark room with them. 


a“ "m 
Saal 


When Frey saw the ugly, wrinkled face, he couldn’t help but 
doubt his eyes for a moment. 


Ananta, one of the five Apocalypses, had a large wound 
across his chest. 


“Ri... Ki...” 
Ananta burst out angrily. 
Riki spat out coldly. 


“Did you enjoy eavesdropping like a rat?” 


“As | expected... you are the one... Hydra...” 
“Right. | killed Hydra.” 
Chuk. 


Riki’s sword moved once again, and Ananta’s body was 
cleanly cut in half. 


Frey looked at Riki in shock. 
“You... what are you...” 


It was the same sudden way in which he killed Hydra, but 
the location, situation and opponent were all incomparable 
to last time. 


This was the castle where Lord and the other Apocalypses, 
who were already suspicious of Riki, were staying. 


Besides, this was Ananta, the Poison Apocalypse, not some 
small-fry Demigod. 


Riki pointed at Ananta’s body. 


“This is just a clone he sent to watch me. His real body will 
notice this before long, so you have to hurry.” 


After saying this, Riki closed his eyes. 

Then, he drew his sword and took a deep breath. 
“Sss...” 

Krrr. 


Tremendously powerful divine power began emitting from 
Riki’s body, causing Frey, who was standing in front of him, 


to shudder and feel small. 

‘This... the same as Lord...!’ 

It wasn’t just the vault. 

The castle. No. 

The entire mountain began shaking violently. 
Chuk. 


Frey didn’t see Riki swing his sword. He only saw him slowly 
return it to its sheath. 


Riki looked extremely exhausted, and sweat slowly dripped 
down his face. 


However, there was a look of satisfaction on his face. 
“as | expected. It wasn’t easy to cut Lord’s barrier.” 
The void in front of him had been cut open. 

“Go in there and wait.” 

“And you?” 

“I'll be there soon.” 

“What? Don’t you believe me?” 


It was true that he still hadn’t fully come to trust Riki, but 
Frey became certain at that moment. 


“I don’t think you'll make it.” 


“Haha...” 
When he heard Frey’s blunt words, Riki let out a rare laugh. 
Rare? 


No, Frey was certain that he had never heard Riki laugh 
before. 


Riki gestured with a smile. 

“It’s fine, So go ahead.” 

Frey nodded and dived into the crack in space. 
Immediately afterwards, the crack sealed up once again. 


Riki took a deep breath, then stood there, as if waiting for 
someone. 


Then, four figures entered the vault. 

The Apocalypses. 

[Have you finally decided to reveal your true colors? ] 
“Kukuku...” 


Nozdog and Ananta both looked like they’d expected this to 
happen. 


On the other hand, Leyrin and Agni looked like they were 
having trouble coming to terms with it. 


“| really didn’t expect you to be the traitor.” 


“Riki, what were you thinking?” 


What was he thinking? 
They wouldn’t understand even if he told them. 


If it was possible to convince them through conversation, 
then he would have done that far sooner. 


But it was impossible. 


They were Demigods. Their utmost confidence in themselves 
and their strength were things that had formed over a 
countless number of years and could not be easily changed. 


[You even cut Lord’s Barrier to let your Apostle escape... and 
you're standing in our way to give them more time. ] 


“That’s right.” 


[For a mortal... Ha. You really are crazy. Is this the change 
you were talking about, Riki?] 


Riki didn’t respond. 
In fact, saving Frey was only a secondary objective. 


Lord’s deal for him to kill his own Apostle and go into 
hibernation for 100 years. Riki couldn’t accept it. 


As Lord had said, when he woke up from hibernation, he 
would no longer have anything to worry about. 


Now that they had discovered IIluminium, 100 years was 
more than enough time for the Demigods to take complete 
control of the continent. 


For Riki, living such a life was no better than dying. 


Riki looked around before saying. 


“Where is Lord?” 


[Hmph... do you want to beg Lord? You want him to let you 
off? | 


Nozdog snorted. 


[That’s too bad. Lord didn’t come here. He didn’t even tell us 
to spare you. It’s a shame for us to kill our kind with our own 
hands, but you've gone too far.] 


“You're mistaken.” 
[What? ] 


“I'll tell you something interesting. The Circle was the one to 
put us in the same category. Calling us Apocalypses.” 


“Kukuku. It was a pretty accurate analysis by them. | don’t 
know how they managed to measure our strength.” 


Ananta let out a low laugh. 
However, Riki shook his head. 


“| don’t know why Lord didn’t come. However, that has 
greatly increased my chances of getting out of here.” 


Leyrin couldn’t help but ask a question when she heard his 
ridiculous words. 


“Riki, you... are you saying you can take on the four of us on 
your own?” 


“l Know your strength, Riki. You might be stronger than us, 
but the difference can’t be that large.” 


Riki shook his head at Agni’s words. 


“It'll be different from that time. For one reason.” 

Riki drew his sword while looking at the other Demigods. 
“You and |, we’re no longer on the same level.” 

x OK OOK 

The place that Frey was sent to was a dark, empty cave. 
No, it wasn’t empty. 

He spotted a lone grave on the far end of the cave. 

Frey walked towards it as though he was possessed. 

A simple sword was stuck in the grave. 

“This sword...” 

Diukid. 

Sword King Lucid’s sword. 

Then this grave... 

[There you are.] 

Then he heard a voice. 

Frey shivered and turned around. 


[Is it you? The foreign entity that caused my oldest sibling to 
be confused? ] 


Lord. 


He stood at the entrance to the cave, and his words were 
filled with anger. 


Chapter 107: Riki(2) 


‘Not on the same level?’ 


Nozdog subconsciously shuddered when he heard those 
words. 


He had no choice but to shut his mouth. 
Riki drew his sword. 
Then, something strange happened. 


Fear gripped Nozdog’s very soul as he gazed at this simple, 
unadorned sword. 


He was astonished by this fact. 
‘Am | afraid? Me?’ 
It was impossible. 


Because of his control of the power of death, fear was 
something he was very familiar with, more than any other 
Demigod. 


Although he didn’t actually have any memories of feeling it, 
he knew better than anyone how to control and induce fear. 


Lord was the only one who could make him feel that way. 


Or so he'd believed. 


Until Riki drew his sword, that is. 

Riki drew his sword in a slow, smooth motion. 
Nozdog didn’t move. 

No, he couldn’t move. 


The experience he had gained over the years warned him 
that moving at that moment would be extremely dangerous. 


It would be no different from suicide. 
First, he should observe. 

They all knew Riki’s power. 

‘Power of the sword.’ 


From the moment a sword entered his hand, even if it was an 
old, rusty sword with a blunt edge, it would become a sword 
that was capable of cutting anything. 


That was all they knew about Riki’s power. 
But was that truly all? 

[Not on the same level.] 

These words were said very confidently. 
Riki looked down at his sword. 


[A sword without conviction is just a piece of metal.] 


He could hear the heavy voice of a man in his ear, as clearly 
as 4,000 years ago. 


He wanted to ask himself. 

Is there still no conviction in me? 

Am | just swinging a piece of metal? 

He was curious. 

If that man saw his sword now, what would he think? 
Everything started from one question. 

[Are you really satisfied? ] 

‘| don’t know.’ 

He still didn’t know yet. 

[Have you ever risked your life while wielding a sword?] 
He hadn't. 

Because he was too strong. 


Riki only knew one being who was stronger than him, and he 
never had a reason to fight him. 


But... if he were to face four opponents at the same time, he 
would have to stake his life. 


[When that time comes, maybe you'll feel something. ] 
“Right.” 


Riki mumbled softly and swung his sword. 


His sword seemed to disappear, becoming a flash of white 
light. 


The one standing nearest to Riki was Agni, but Riki wasn’t 
aiming at him. 


Agni’s body was made of inextinguishable flames. 


In terms of regeneration, he was the best among all the 
Demigods. 


He could still cut him with his sword and even deal a severe 
blow. But the damage would be insignificant compared to 
the others. 


Because of this, Riki chose to target Nozdog instead. 
[...!] 

He couldn’t avoid it. 

Nozdog knew this. 


As he had the power of death, Nozdog’s defensive 
techniques were mediocre at best, and he knew that he 
would be unable to block Riki’s attack with just that. 


‘In that case...’ 
Kooo. 
The power of death erupted from his right hand. 


It would be a terrible joke for someone who knew they had 
weak defense to just watch on and wait for death to take 
them away. 


The gold and silver in the room turned purple and melted 
quickly. 


Clang! 

The power of death was released as energy. 

This caused its speed to match that of Riki’s sword. 
‘Can you destroy it, Riki...?!’ 

Nozdog asked this question inwardly. 

Riki’s answer was yes. 

Crack. 

[Kuaak!] 


Nozdog’s right shoulder was completely destroyed as he 
released a scream at the tremendous pain he hadn't felt in 
centuries. 


[How... did he stop my death energy?] 


Just before reaching him, his death energy had disappeared 
without a trace. 


Riki revealed a dagger in his left hand. 
Nozdog hadn't realised it because it was in his blind spot. 
[E-, even... such a small blade could block my power...] 


“The size doesn’t matter. It just needs to be in the shape of a 
sword.” 


[I can’t accept...] 


Fury shined from Nozdog’s eyes. 

He looked around. 

This place was small. 

Too small. 

He couldn’t even stretch properly. 

So what would he do? 

It was obvious. 

He would just have to make it bigger. 
Kugugu. 

Nozdog’s body began to grow. 

Leyrin spoke hurriedly. 

“Nozdog! If you release your power here...” 
[Shut up!] 

“What did you say?” 

Nozdog’s words caused Leyrin’s expression to stiffen. 


This was because the Demigods rarely ever used such harsh 
terms toward each other. 


This was proof that Nozdog was no longer thinking clearly. 
“Teh...” 


Leyrin decided to let it go for now. 


Then, she turned to the relatively calm Agni and said. 


“I'll protect the Apostles. Agni, you and Ananta help 
Nozdog.” 


“Help” 

Agni made an uncomfortable expression. 
What were they? 

They were Demigods. 


Beings who had overpowered the dragons and were praised 
as the strongest. 


They were unmatched on the continent. 

As such, they were all incredibly proud. 

Of course, he had never fought against his own kind. 
However, he didn’t have a choice at this moment. 
“understood.” 

After receiving Agni’s nod, Leyrin disappeared from her spot. 


Riki saw this, understanding that she had gone to move the 
Apostles to a safe place. 


He continued to pressure Nozdog with his swordsmanship. 
‘Come to think of it.’ 
He hadn’t even used his divine form. 


There was a high chance that he would use it in this fight. 


‘.. This is a difficult situation.’ 
Agni analysed the situation calmly. 


He was the master of flames, but that didn’t mean he had a 
fiery personality. 


Instead, he was the second most logical among all the 
Apocalypses, after Riki. 


That was why he was able to quickly grasp their current 
situation and the problems they faced. 


The most unexpected thing for him was the fact that Riki 
really was much stronger than the other Apocalypses. 


When it came to divine power, he was certain that Riki was 
the strongest one after Lord. 


However, he couldn’t say if he was strong enough to 
suppress the four Demigods gathered here. 


Agni, Leyrin, Nozdog, Ananta. 


These beings were among the strongest Demigods in 
existence. 


Nevertheless, there was no sign that they could conclude 
this situation easily. 


Nozdog spread his death energy, covering Ananta and 
himself. 


Even if Leyrin wasn’t there, they should’ve been able to 
suppress RIki and force him to kneel down. 


[Kuk!] 


Nozdog’s left arm was injured next. 


Riki used his sword to completely dominate the fight even 
when the blade was only the size of a fingernail compared to 
Nozdog’s huge body. 


‘This isn’t good.’ 


Nozdog’s death energy might have had the ability to cause 
death itself to his opponent, but he was similarly able to 
give the dead life. 


The undead that he raised were dozens of times stronger 
than normal undead. 


This was natural since even the undead summoned by 
Oydin, who was simply used as bait, were extremely strong. 


Yet, Nozdog still hadn’t summoned any undead. 
The reason was simple. 
It was meaningless. 


Even if he summoned hundreds or even thousands of small 
fries, they would be unable to stall Riki, even for a moment. 


‘No. They’re not even small fry.” 


Even the weakest among Nozdog’s undead could massacre 
groups of A class monsters. 


However, even these undead would not be able to withstand 
even a single slash from Riki’s sword. 


‘But why can Riki show such strength in that form?’ 


For Demigods, it was common for them to exert more power 
the larger they became. 


However, Riki was still maintaining his human form. 
‘...N0 Way.’ 

Was this his strongest state? 

If so, then there was a chance for them to win this fight. 
Crackle. 

A ball of flame flew from Agni’s hand. 


It looked like a normal fireball at first glance, but the heat it 
stored was terrifying. 


Riki glanced at him before pausing his attack for a moment 
to swing his sword at Agni’s flames. 


“I knew it.” 

“What do you know, Agni?” 

Ananta, who was standing beside him, asked. 
Agni narrowed his eyes as he looked at Riki. 


“Isn't it weird? Riki is able to overpower us even in his 
human form. If he were to enter his divine form, this fight 
would definitely be much easier, so why doesn’t he do it?” 


“Hmm... is it because he’s not in a hurry?” 


“No. Lord will be back soon, so Riki has to end this fight 
before that. He doesn’t have the time to relax.” 


“Then...” 
Agni’s gaze was locked onto Riki. 


His serious expression, skillful swordsmanship and his body 
filled with divine power comparable to a divine form. 


“That is Riki’s strongest state.” 
“What?” 


“You’d understand if you remembered that he has the power 
of the sword. For Riki, entering his divine form wouldn’t 
mean becoming strong. Instead, it would be a hindrance.” 


Ananta nodded. 


When they entered their divine form, they would become 
larger. 


For the Apocalypses, while their divine forms weren’t as 
large as Agni’s, who had the largest, they were still much 
larger than ordinary Demigods. 


And for Riki, who used swords, that was a disadvantage. (TL: 
they don’t really explain it, but I’m assuming this has 
something to do with him having to use swords, and there 
not being any swords of that size/the tediosity of having to 
Carry around a sword so large) 


“Maybe for the past few thousands of years, Riki trained 
himself to be able to unleash his full strength in that form.” 


“Kukuku... right. But that still doesn’t mean we have any 
clear countermeasures. As you said, he can still use his full 
power in that state.” 


“There’s one. If he stays in that state, then his durability 
should not surpass that of an ordinary mortal’s by much.” 


Of course, Nozdog also knew this. 


Nevertheless, Riki was moving too quickly, and he was 
unable to do any damage. 


Agni was also not confident he could keep up with his speed, 
either. 


But he had a solution. 
Roar! 


A pillar of fire rose up from Agni’s body and shot into the 
sky, causing Ananta to have to back away to not get burnt. 


In his divine form, Agni looked down at Ananta and said. 
[You should enter your divine form as well.] 
“Why?” 


[Because I’m planning on raising the temperature of this 
place.] 


The heat rapidly rose, and Ananta’s usual smile disappeared 
from his face. 


“To what extent?” 
[Beyond the tolerance of the human body. ] 


x KO 


‘He’s angry.’ 


Frey was certain. 


Lord was practically exuding anger. Far more than 4,000 
years ago when he had locked him in the Abyss. 


This showed just how much he cared for Riki. 


It was also evidence that Riki’s betrayal was more painful to 
him than any Demigod’s death. 


[I won’t kill you easily. That wouldn’t assuage my anger at 
all. You did something you shouldn’t have done. l'Il make 
you pay for that.] (TL: Lock him in the Abyss!) 


Kung. 
He felt the space around him get sealed. 
Frey sighed. 


He couldn’t beat Lord even if he awakened his full power at 
that moment. 


He wouldn’t even be able to put up a fight. 
Just as Frey was about to gather his mana. 
“Wait.” 


A passage appeared in the frozen space, and someone 
stepped out of it. 


It was a woman he’d never seen before. 


The woman had a very sensual body and bright, purple hair, 
but Frey couldn’t help but feel like she reminded him of 
someone. 


Lord turned to her. 


[Iris, what are you doing here?] 


Chapter 108: Riki(3) 


Iris. 


The moment he heard this name, Frey was glad he was 
wearing a mask. 


Her appearance had changed a lot. 


Iris always had a neat appearance with black hair and black 
eyes. 


Her full lips had always been curved into a sensual smile, 
and he still remembered the shy smiles she sometimes gave 
him. 


But all of that had changed. 

The purple hair, revealing clothes and the wicked aura. 
Still, he could tell. 

The woman in front of him was definitely Iris Phisfounder. 


One of his closest friends with whom he fought against the 
Demigods 4,000 years ago. 


He didn’t know why she suddenly appeared here, and he 
also didn’t know her relationship with Lord. 


This wasn’t like the old days. 


Back then, Frey believed he knew Iris well enough to guess 
what she was thinking. 


But now, he had no idea what Iris was thinking or what her 
purpose was. 


One cruel fact coldly awakened his disillusioned mind just as 
he started questioning what had happened. 


Iris was the one who killed Schweiser. 
‘Why...’ 

Frey clenched his fist tightly. 

‘Why did you kill Schweiser, Iris?’ 


If it weren’t for that, he would have been happier than 
anyone to see her. 


He would have laughed heartily upon learning that she was 
still alive. 


It would have completely washed away the sadness and 
loneliness he’d felt since his return. 


He was Sad. 
He was very sad. 


Iris, who had once been one of his most precious friends, had 
become someone he could never forgive. 


[I find your entering of my space without permission 
incredibly unpleasant. ] 


“Lord, don’t kill that man.” 
Frey turned to Iris with a shocked expression. 


He never would have expected her to defend him. 


As if she didn’t notice his gaze, Iris continued looking at 
Lord. 


[...] 
Lord didn’t respond. 


Instead, he turned his head towards Iris and slowly lifted his 
finger. 


‘It’s dangerous.’ 


It was just a simple gesture of raising one’s finger, but when 
Lord was the one doing it, this gesture rose to a different 
level. 


At that moment, Frey wondered if he should warn Iris. 
Then Iris spoke. 

“This is my request.” 

[...what?] 

Lord asked in a confused voice. 

‘Eyes’ filled with confusion appeared on Lord’s face. 
[What did you just say?] 

“I said please, Lord. Let him go. This is my request.” 


Lord was silent for a while, and it seemed he was still 
wondering if he had heard her words correctly or not. 


[...that’s ridiculous. Are you really going to use that 
opportunity here?] 


“Are you not going to do it for me?” 

[No.] 

Lord lowered his finger before speaking in a blunt tone. 
[That promise, l'Il keep it.] 

Then he continued in a calm tone. 

[That’s it, Iris. You can no longer ask me for anything. ] 
“Yes.” 


[Ha. | don’t understand. You’ve been patient for so long... no. 
| don’t care. He will eventually die by my hands anyway.] 


Lord spoke of his death as though it was set in stone, then 
he disappeared in the same manner that he appeared. 


Frey and Iris were the only ones remaining in the cave. 
No words were said for a while. 


There were tens of thousands of thoughts floating through 
his mind, but none of them came out of his mouth. 


Frey still didn’t trust her. 

He couldn’t tell what she was thinking. 

But... she had just saved his life. 

However, this only made him more confused, 
What exactly was Iris’ goal? 


“The mask.” 


Iris finally spoke. 
“Can you take off the mask?” 
It was a very sad voice. 


It was desperate and fragile as though it might break at any 
moment. 


Frey almost nodded subconsciously. 

“No.” 

But he didn’t. 

Instead, he shook his head and spoke in a blunt tone. 


It was possible that Iris was only acting like this to make him 
feel that way. 


He was relieved when his voice didn’t falter like he thought 
it would. 


“why?” 
“Because | don’t trust you.” 


a“ ” 


At that moment, Iris looked like her world had ended. She 
slowly lowered her head to the ground. 


‘...don’t make that face.’ 


It would be a lie to say that Frey’s will wasn’t shaken after 
seeing her expression. 


Even now, he couldn’t fully believe that she had killed 
Schweiser. 


However, Hruhiral had shown him the memory of the earth 
directly. 


With that undeniable evidence, there was nothing Frey 
could say to deny that. 


Iris looked up again. 


The weak expression had disappeared, replaced with the 
blank expression she had when she'd first arrived. 


“pardon me. l'Il take my leave now.” 

The void split in front of Iris. 

It was the same power as Lord. 

As Riki had called it, the power of space... that meant. 
Iris was Lord’s Apostle. 

Frey asked her before she stepped into the crack in space. 
“Why did you save me?” 

Iris responded without looking back. 

“Because | wanted to.” 

x OOK OOK 

‘It’s hot.’ 


In the scorching heat that was beginning to burn the air, Riki 
continued wielding his sword, unable to even wipe his 


sweat. 


However, it was clear to anyone that his sharpness was 
beginning to dull. 


The long battle was beginning to wear on his concentration. 


Besides, there were too many things that he had to pay 
attention to. 


Agni’s fiery hell, Ananta, Nozdog, and even Leyrins’ return. 


Their onslaught, which would not tolerate any carelessness, 
gradually wore away at his concentration. 


‘As time goes on, my situation will become more 
disadvantageous.’ 


They had noticed his weaknesses. 


This was why they had settled for guerilla warfare within the 
field of fire rather than a direct confrontation. 


In fact, their plan was perfect. 

‘...1 Suppose it’s time to show my cards.’ 

As he had this thought, Riki held his sword upright. 
Then, he looked at Nozdog and took a deep breath. 
“Ssss...” 

What he intended to use now was not his own power. 


Instead, it was the swordsmanship that had been created by 
the only human he had ever considered a true opponent. 


Riki had stolen this swordsmanship and polished it over the 
years. 


Dreadment. 


Lucid’s swordsmanship, whose name and movements had 
been changed drastically since the formation of the 
Luanoble Kingdom, was about to be wielded in Riki’s hands. 


‘With my current strength...’ 
There weren’t many moves in Dreadment. 
Additionally, it was a very risky technique. 


If one made a wrong move, they might be the one to die 
instead of their opponent. 


But that didn’t matter. 
Riki felt no anxiety. 


Instead, he felt a pleasant tension begin to build within his 
body. 


Badump. 

His heart began pounding violently. 

He forgot everything. 

Even breathing, which had become painful at that point. 
‘Is this it?’ 


Was this the battle that Lucid told him about? Where he had 
to risk his life? 


A smile formed on Riki's lips. 
He stretched his sword towards the sky. 
Sky Break. 


Mt l ” 
. . 


Leyrin looked at the sword that Riki was extending with wide 
eyes. 


For a moment, even the flames surrounding Riki seemed to 
freeze in place. 


Ananta, who had been waiting for Riki to reveal an opening, 
suddenly stiffened. 


Agni and Nozdog did the same. 

They all looked up to the sky. 

And literally watched as the sky began to split. 
Crack. 

A sword beam cut through the sky soundlessly. 

“That is all for Dreadment.” 

From now on, this was the power of the Demigod Riki. 
Rain began pouring down from the cut in the sky. 
Nozdogs face became stoney. 


It was a rain of swords. 


Heavy rain made from a sword strike so powerful it 
threatened all of their lives! 


[Ri-ki-!] 


Nozdog raised his hand to the sky as he shouted out his 
name. 


Crack! Crack! 


However, Nozdog’s bones, which boasted strength similar to 
mithril, were being cut apart as easily as worn stones. 


Nozdog was struck by the horrific pain that coursed through 
his arm. 


The same happened to the other Demigods. 


Even Agni, who was known for his superb resistance to 
physical attacks, could not escape the threat of the sword 
rain. 


The worst of them all was Ananta. 


Even Leyrin was able to make use of wind pressure to deflect 
some of the swords. 


‘Now.’ 
Riki realised that this was his best opportunity. 


His head was dizzy because he used Sky Break, and blood 
dripped from his nose. 


That wasn’t just a temporary symptom. 


The longer he delayed, the more dizzy he would become. 


So he forced his body to move. 
Riki kicked off from the ground. 


His body soared into the air, and he appeared before Nozdog 
in an instant. 


[...! You!] 
Just as Nozdog’s flaming eyes turned to Riki. 
Shuk. 


Riki’s blade slashed horizontally, and Nozdog was beheaded 
cleanly. 


[Nozdog!] 
Agni cried out urgently. 
Naturally, Riki targeted him next. 


He moved through the air and appeared beside Agni 
instantaneously. 


‘Agni.’ 
The Demigod with a body of flame. 


He could hurt him with his sword, but it wouldn’t have much 
of an effect. 


He couldn’t just deal a single fatal blow like with Nozdog. 
Therefore, it became a game of speed. 


Papapat. 


In less than the time it took to take a breath, Riki swung his 
sword hundreds of times. 


[Ke...huk!] 

Agni’s entire body shattered. 

At the same time, Ananta appeared behind Riki. 
“Puh!” 


He spat, and his purple saliva flew towards Riki at a 
tremendous speed. 


Riki didn’t look back. 


He used the dagger in his left hand to block the saliva 
before immediately throwing it into Ananta’s heart. 


“Kuk...” 

Ananta’s heart would corrode faster than the dagger. 
Next was Leyrin. 

Riki lifted his sword and charged toward her. 

[Stop.] 

Riki’s body froze in the air. 

His expression hardened. 

[Stop it, Riki.] 

Lord spoke in a cold voice. 


Riki turned his eyes to look at Lord, who’d just appeared. 


He looked calm. 

Riki couldn’t remember the last time he’d looked so cold. 
[You made a foolish choice in the end.] 

“Lord.” 


[Don’t call me that, you traitor who turned his back on the 
Demigods.] 


As he said this, Lord looked around. 


Nozdog was missing a head, Agni was in thousands of pieces 
and Ananta had a dagger stuck in his chest. 


[I’ve decided to not consider you a Demigod anymore. 
You’ve caused our kind so much pain. It’s unforgivable. ] 


Lord came closer to Riki and spoke in his ear. 


[It was your choice that led to this. I’m sorry, Riki.] 


Chapter 109: Riki(4) 


“...Lo-, Lord.” 
Leyrin stuttered. 


She was looking at the scene in front of her with a trembling 
face. 


There were not many things that could agitate a Demigod 
who had lived for thousands of years. 


This was because the experience that they accumulated 
over the years allowed them to handle almost any situation. 


But at that moment, Leyrin couldn’t help it. 


This was because Riki, the Demigod who Lord cared for 
most, was now laying on the floor in an incredibly miserable 
state. 


His right arm was severely burned, his left arm was inflicted 
with deadly poison, his right leg was filled with death energy 
and his left leg had been torn apart by fierce winds. 


It was clear who thought of this method of punishment. 
Lord lowered his finger. 
[Can you feel the pain of your kind, Riki?] 


Riki, like a doll, showed absolutely no reaction to Lord’s 
torture. 


Being a Demigod didn’t mean that they didn’t feel pain, nor 
did it mean it was quickly alleviated. 


Instead, Demigods were actually more susceptible to pain 
because it was something they rarely felt. 


Nevertheless, Riki didn’t even frown. 
“Kill me.” 
Instead, he spoke in a calm voice. 


Lord looked at him for a moment before turning around 
without a word. 


[...1’m leaving. Leyrin, take care of Ananta, Agni, and 
Nozdog.] 


“Take care?” 


[They suffered fatal injuries and need to be treated urgently. 
I’m going to travel around the continent for the time being 
and prepare the necessary items. So take care of them until | 
return.] 


“Wa-, wait. What about Riki?” 
es 


Lord glanced at Riki before walking away without another 
word. 


Leyrin watched him leave with a dazed expression. 
“What in the world am | supposed to do...?” 


Her gaze then landed on Riki. 


He had been fatally injured. 


Not even a Demigod would be able to survive with such 
injuries. 


Even if she left him as he was, she was certain he would die. 


After all, there was no one who knew the anatomy of a 
Demigod better than her. 


Nothing could save him now. Riki’s death was a foregone 
conclusion. 


Leyrin raised her hand, and a violent gale wrapped around 
it. 


In his current weakened state, even this much was enough 
to easily finish Riki off. His body would be shredded. 


But Leyrin couldn’t do it. 
Huk. 
The gale disappeared. 


“...you should regret until the moment you die, Riki. | don’t 
know how you could be so stupid.” 


a“ ” 


“The only reason | won’t kill you now is because | don’t want 
to see the miserable end of someone | once considered a 
brother.” 


Riki didn’t respond. 


Leyrin bit her lip. 


“Go somewhere else. Somewhere my eyes wouldn’t reach. 
And die there.” 


With those words, Leyrin disappeared. 


Following Lord’s instructions, she had probably gone to help 
the ones Riki had injured. 


Riki slowly got to his feet. 


Then he slowly staggered away, his shattered sword held 
tightly in his hand. 


x KO 


Frey was alone in the cave once again, a sudden sense of 
helplessness striking him clearly. 


‘if it wasn’t for Iris’ help, | would’ve died here.’ 


The fact that his opponent had been the strongest among 
the Demigods wasn’t a good enough excuse. 


After all, he came back in the first place to kill that very 
being. 


But as he remembered his pathetic state not so long ago... 
Frey bit his lip so hard it bled. 

‘dammit.’ 

He was weak. 

Too weak. 


If anyone else heard that, they would have given him a 
scornful look. 


He had reached 8 stars, signed a contract with Asura, the 
ruler of the Slaughter Hell, and now, he could even control 
divine power, yet he called himself weak. 


However, in a way, this was inevitable. 


Because his opponents were Demigods. Transcendental 
beings that mortals could not do anything against. 


But could he really convince himself with such an excuse? 


Wasn't it his determination to fight them that helped him 
return in the first place? 


‘...l’m sorry for showing you such a shameful sight, Lucid.’ 


He had displayed such an unsightly scene in front of his 
friend’s grave. 


He glanced at the sword that had been stuck into the grave. 


Even though 4,000 years had passed, Diukid’s edge had not 
dulled at all. 


“tell me, Lucid. What exactly did you do to Riki?” 
What caused that man to betray his kind? 

The answer came from behind him. 

“he gave me... an admonition.” 

“yn 

Frey turned around. 


However, he was immediately lost for words. 


Riki was standing there in a miserable state. 


Frey had never seen someone who could still move after 
sustaining such injuries. 


There were places that were burned, places that were purple 
from poison, places that seemed to have been sliced apart 
by some kind of blade, and places where the skin had 
completely discoloured and died. 


He was so badly injured that it was incredible that he was 
even able to stand. 


“Your injuries...” 
“It’s fine.” 


As he said that, Riki began walking forward with slow 
footsteps. 


Discoloured blood dripped down with every step. 
Thump. 
He collapsed after a few steps. 


However, even when he collapsed heavily onto the ground, a 
pained expression didn’t appear on his face. 


In fact, it was almost as if his face and body belonged to two 
separate entities. 


He only frowned slightly as he said. 
“...I’m sorry, but can you give me a hand?” 


Frey never thought there would be a day when he’d hear 
such a request from a Demigod. 


After a brief silence, Frey approached Riki and supported 
him. 


Riki seemed to want to lean against Lucid’s tombstone, so 
Frey did just that. 


Riki took a deep breath before saying. 
“it seems Lord was here.” 
“Right.” 


“It’s my fault. Huhu. | thought | had an opportunity, but it 
turns out he came here. He wasn’t supposed to know about 
this place.” 


Riki laughed self-deprecatingly before coughing up a 
mouthful of blood. 


He didn’t even bother wiping the blood from his chin as he 
asked. 


“How did you survive?” 
“well. That’s not very important right now.” 
Then, Frey’s expression stiffened. 


Riki’s left arm, which had been filled with deadly poison, fell 
to the floor. 


Riki only glanced at his left arm before saying. 
“I bought you a year.” 


“a year?” 


“Right. Ananta, Agni and Nozdog have been severely 
injured. Especially Nozdog... that one is fatal. It'll take at 
least a year for them to heal. Until then, they won’t be able 
to make any moves.” 


“What about Lord?” 


“He will help them together with Leyrin. If he leaves them as 
they are, they might die.” 


“...are you saying you beat the other four on your own?” 
Riki didn’t deny it. 
He looked exhausted. 


It was a very strange sight. His body was filled with horrible 
wounds, yet Riki didn’t even groan once. 


‘He’s beyond saving.’ 


Frey, who had killed several Demigods, could immediately 
tell that Riki had received many fatal injuries. 


Riki, the Sword Apocalypse, was dying. 


Under normal circumstances, this was something that he 
would’ve welcomed with open arms. 


But Frey couldn’t be happy at this moment. 
Instead, his heart felt heavy. 
“...why did you betray the Demigods?” 


He asked the question he’d held inside from the first day 
they met. 


Riki turned his head to look at Frey. 

Looking closely, his left eye was already half closed. 
“...4,000 years ago... | fought a man.” 

Frey knew who that man was. 

“Sword King Lucid.” 


“Right. He was an amazing man. His physical abilities were 
great, but his willpower was absolutely outstanding. He had 
a strong, unshakeable conviction that couldn’t be swayed by 
anything.” 


Riki calmly recalled his battle with Lucid. 


The memories flowed through his mind as if it had been just 
yesterday. 


Among them, it was Lucid’s words that had left a particularly 
strong impression on him. 


It wouldn’t have been an exaggeration to say that those 
words had changed everything about him. 


“A sword without conviction is just a piece of metal.” 
me 1” 
Frey trembled slightly. 


That was because, at that moment, he saw Lucid’s face 
overlap with Riki’s as he recited those words. 


“At first, | thought it was just nonsense. Conviction is 
conviction, and violence is violence. | always believed the 


strong didn’t need a purpose. But... the more | learned his 
swordsmanship, the more | understood his thoughts.” 


It was a mysterious experience that could never be 
repeated. 


At that time, Riki hadn’t gone all out. This was because he 
wanted to steal Lucid’s sword techniques. 


For him to completely control the power of the sword, there 
was a need for him to witness and master many different 
types of swordsmanship. 


And Lucid’s Dreadment was the most perfect swordsmanship 
he’d ever encountered. 


But it wasn’t just that. 
Lucid’s will was firm. It never wavered. 


It seemed he would be able to stand firm even if his sword 
was destroyed and his heart was pierced. 


At that moment, Riki had understood. 
That it was Lucid’s faith in his sword. 
But when he looked down at his sword, he felt nothing. 


“What I held in my hand was just a piece of metal. | realised 
then just how ridiculous | was. When it came to pure sword 
ability, without the power of sword that | was born with... | 
couldn’t even scratch at Lucid’s toes.” 


He wanted to learn more. 


He felt that this mysterious hunger that filled him would be 
sated if he kept fighting against this man. 


However, his wish didn’t come true. 


“Lord killed Lucid.” (TL: so | misinterpreted this before and 
thought Lord forced Riki to kill Lucid, probably due to my 
own preconception. I'll fix it in the chapter it was initially 
mentioned, sorry for the mistake.) 


It had happened in an instant. 


Lord had appeared from a space crack and immediately 
killed Lucid. 


His match had been interrupted. 
Riki had never felt so angry. 


“| attacked Lord at that time, but he tried to gently soothe 
me. He even apologized. He said ‘that was your prey, I’m 
sorry.’” 


Prey? 

What did he mean by prey? 

It wasn’t like that. 

Lucid wasn’t his prey. 

Riki had only realised at that time. 

What kind of being Lord was. 

Riki looked at Frey with only one eye still open. 
He had something to tell him. 


For himself, for Frey, for every species on the continent and 
even for the Demigods. 


“Listen, Frey. In Lord’s world... there are only Demigods.” 


If there was a flaw in Lord, who appeared to be an absolute 
existence, then it was this. For Lord, the Demigods were 
everything. 


That was his only weakness. 


But Riki wasn’t comfortable talking about it. Because he felt 
that it was just as much his fault as Lord’s. 


He had agreed with that ideal. He had believed it was right. 


He had thought that the continent was meant to belong to 
the Demigods. 


But it wasn’t. 


How could that be the case when there were countless 
beings living on the vast continent? 


How could all of it belong to the Demigods whose number 
hadn’t even reached a hundred? 


“We... weren’t meant to exist in the first place.” 


Fragments of energy that had broken off from the laws of the 
world who had gained sentience and could exert its power. 


It was something that was never supposed to happen. 
Riki had pondered that fact for a long time. 
Then what should he do? 


If everything continued to progress at the same rate, then it 
was only a matter of time till the Demigods were truly the 


only absolute existence on the continent who would rule 
over it until the end of time. 


Their only rival, the Dragons, were almost extinct. 


The other transcendental beings from other worlds who were 
comparable to the Demigods could not exert their full power 
on the continent and weren’t even interested. 


Then there was only one option left. 

He would have to end it with his own hands. 
But Riki had failed. 

Psss. 

“l Your leg...” 

Riki’s toes turned to ash and scattered into the air. 
Frey was shocked, but Riki was as calm as ever. 


He spoke in his normal, blunt tone. 


“...go to the Blake family. They should have some clues 
about the IIluminium. If the Demigods manage to mass 
produce it, it'll all be over. You have to stop them somehow.” 


“understood.” 

Frey could only nod. 

Hesitation bloomed on his face. 

He didn’t know how to react to Riki dying before him. 


Should he console him? 


Should he make a promise? 
Neither one made sense. 


Not only was there nothing he could do, Riki wouldn’t want 
him to do anything, either. 


“In the Frozen Lands in the north... there is a Demigod 
named Elliah...” 


“Elliah...2” 


“.,.She’s a weirdo who doesn’t care about the Demigods or 
the Circle. Even Lord has given up trying to get her to do 
anything... if there is any Demigod who would help you... it 
would be her.” 


His voice was gradually fading. 


“For Snow... tell her I’m sorry... and that she has nothing to 
worry about. Even if | die, it won’t affect her...” 


Riki’s vision was becoming increasingly blurry. 
He knew he was at his limit. 
Death for Demigods was different for other beings. 


It meant the collapse of their consciousnesses and an end to 
their eternal lives. 


He wasn’t afraid of it, but he couldn’t help but think it was a 
bit regrettable 


“Lucid... if you saw me now... and if we fought...” 


What would he say? 


He could only wonder. 


It was regrettable that he would never hear the answer, but 
it wasn’t something he could help. 


It was then. 
“It was great swordsmanship.” 


l l ” 


Riki looked at Frey, and Frey continued speaking without 
avoiding his gaze. 


“If you had fought right now, that is what Lucid would say.” 
“You... who are you...?” 

Frey was silent for a moment. 

However, he didn’t take too long to answer. 

“Lukas Trowman.” 

“yn 

Complex emotions were visible in Riki’s eye. 


He looked at Frey for a long time before finally closing his 
eyes. 


“| see... you... huhu. I’m relieved...” 
“Thank you, Lukas...” 


Then he gave a Satisfied smile that stretched across his face. 


In time, his entire body became ashes. 


The Demigod with the power of the sword, the Sword 
Apocalypse, Riki. 


Had died. 
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Frey couldn’t move from the spot for a while. 


As he looked at Riki’s ashes, a whirlwind of emotions seemed 
to run amok within him. 


At the same time, he came to realise something. 

Frey realised that he had just lost an unparalleled helper 
who would have had an enormous impact in his fight against 
the Demigods. 

‘if | had trusted Riki a bit more...’ 

Or if they had moved more carefully. 

Such regrets began to fill his head. 

However, all these assumptions were meaningless now. 


Riki was already dead. 


Now, Frey could only think of ways to best make use of the 
year Riki had earned him at the cost of his life. 


‘Before that.’ 
Frey used his mana to dig a hole beside Lucid’s grave. 


Then, he carefully buried Riki’s ashes in it with his own 
hands without using mana. 


At that time, something bumped against Frey’s hand. 


When he checked to see what it was, Frey found a marble 
the size of a fist buried under the ashes. 


The glittering silvery bead reminded him of Riki’s hair. 
It must be his Demigod crystal. 


Frey wondered what he would do with the crystal. After all, 
this was a Demigod’s crystal, not an Apostle’s. 


It would only be possible for him to make use of it after it 
had been processed into an elixir, but it was not something 
he was capable of doing on his own. 


In fact, he was certain that Adelia couldn’t either. 
Then, Hector’s face flashed across his mind. 


Wouldn’t that Dragon turned man, who was extremely 
talented in alchemy, be able to process this crystal? 


But there was a problem. 
‘Is it really okay to go to Hector?’ 
It was possible that his identity would have been exposed. 


But Hector didn’t know that he was Riki’s ‘Apostle’, besides, 
he was supposed to collect Anastasia’s body from him in the 
future. 


When he remembered Hector’s eyes, Frey was sure that he 
was working on the production of the Golem, even at that 
moment. 


Even if it was risky, it was still worth it to visit Hector. 


As he had that thought, Frey put the crystal away. 
Chuk. 


Frey then stabbed Riki’s broken sword, which was little more 
than a hilt, into his grave. 


Frey looked at the two graves that laid beside each other. 
Lucid and Riki. 
A human and a Demigod. 


It was strange for the graves of such opposing beings to be 
placed beside each other. 


Frey shook his head and focused his mind. 


There was a lot of work to be done, and he didn’t have the 
time to dwell in sentimentality. 


He remembered Riki’s words. 

“Blake family.” 

Otherwise known as the site of Leyrin’s experiment. 
There should be clues about Illuminium there. 


Frey had been planning on visiting the Blake family in time, 
but now, he felt like he had to make his move sooner rather 
than later. 


Illuminium. 


The metal that removed the Demigod’s inhibitors. 


If they managed to find a way to produce this metal in bulk, 
the circle, no. 


It would be a disaster for all life on the continent. 
‘| have to stop them.’ 
He only had a year. 


In that time, the four Apocalypses and Lord would be unable 
to move properly, so it was his best chance. 


Of course, it was still risky. 


Out of the four Apocalypses, Leyrin was the only one left 
unhurt. 


However, Frey did not intend to miss this opportunity. 


The next thing that came to mind was the mysterious 
Demigod ‘Elliah’. 


Riki had described her as a weirdo who did not care about 
the Circle nor the Demigods. He had also added that she was 
mostly likely the only other Demigod who would cooperate 
with Frey like he had. 


‘A Demigod’s cooperation is necessary.’ 


If he wanted to kill Demigods who had been forced into 
hibernation because he killed their Apostles, then he would 
need a Demigod’s help. 


The only problem was that he didn’t know how strong the 
Demigod Elliah was. 


He had no idea just what she was capable of. More 
importantly, he wasn’t even certain if she would cooperate 


with him like Riki had. 
Even so, Frey trusted Riki’s words. 


If it was impossible from the start, then he would not have 
mentioned it in the first place. 


‘,..of course, it won’t be easy.’ 
Nevertheless, he had to hurry. 


Lord could try to kill him at any moment. After all, he held a 
grudge against him. 


The anger he directed at Frey now was many times greater 
than the anger he had towards Lukas 4,000 years ago. 


He felt that Frey was the reason Riki betrayed him. 


Frey was certain that Lord knew just how ridiculous that was, 
but he still wouldn’t change his mind. 


‘Because he needs something to direct his anger at.’ 
It was the betrayal of Riki, the sibling he cared the most for. 


No matter how clear it was, he would never believe that he 
was the one at fault. 


In this way, Frey’s existence became the perfect 
justification. 


Besides, Frey knew the identities of all the Apocalypses’ 
Apostles, so that was even more reason to kill him. 


Depending on how he used this information, he could put a 
lot of pressure on the Demigods. 


‘Phoenix.’ 
He couldn’t help but think about her. 


It was still something he had a hard time coming to terms 
with. 


The Phoenix, who he had promised to reunite with, had 
become Agni’s Apostle. 


This meant that at least for Agni, he would not be able to 
deal with him through his Apostle. 


Then what could he do to kill Agni, a powerful Demigod 
otherwise known as an Apocalypse? 


.. It was a difficult problem. 


He didn’t know about the other Apostles, but he’d have to at 
least keep the Phoenix’s identity to himself. 


Otherwise, the Circle might try to kill her after learning of 
her identity. 


“Good.” 
First, he would head to the Blake family. 


After thinking this, Frey stood to his feet before he suddenly 
thought of Iris. 


“why did you save me?” 
It was obvious that Iris had saved his life. 


If she had not arrived and stopped Lord, he would have been 
tortured and killed right there. 


At first, he’d felt resentful and ashamed for what she’d done, 
but looking back, more questions popped into his mind. 


Did Iris really betray them? 


And if not, then why did she kill Schweiser and start a feud 
between Kasajin and Lucid? 


‘Lucas, that stone-headed bastard. He was the only one on 
the entire continent who didn’t realise she was blatantly 
flirting with him.’ 


Schweiser’s voice drifted in his head once again. 
Surely... 
No way. Frey shook his head. 


Regardless of the circumstances, nothing could change the 
fact that she was the one who killed Schweiser. 


Frey stopped thinking about her and walked out of the cave. 


x KO 


He came out of the cave and looked around before realising 
how close he was to Dalaman’s castle. 


In fact, he could clearly see the smashed castle not far away. 
Shuk. 

Frey warped to the castle. 

After all, he no longer had a reason to hide his mana. 


He hadn’t used his mana in a month, but it still moved ina 
smoother manner than his divine power. 


At this point, he felt like he could smoothly use a close range 
warp even if he was half asleep. 


a“ "m 


After arriving at the castle, Frey couldn’t help but fall silent 
for a while. 


The castle and its surroundings had been completely 
destroyed. The fact that the terrain itself had been 
irreversibly changed showed the ferocity of the fight that 
had happened. 


‘by himself, he was able to defeat the other four 
Apocalypses.’ 


Frey had not witnessed Riki’s full power personally, but he 
was able to get a rough idea from the traces that had been 
left on the battlefield. 


It was amazing. 
No, even such a word was not enough. 


Riki was truly incredibly powerful, even among the 
Demigods. 


It was then. 
Frey felt something nearby. 
He turned around without bothering to hide his presence. 


When those who were carefully approaching from a distance 
saw Frey standing in the air, their expressions hardened. 


“Mm...” 


Standing there were people from the Circle. 
Among them were many people that Frey were familiar with. 
No, most of them were. 


Shepard Jun, one of the few Archmages and Tower Masters in 
the Kastkau Empire. Dugenjar from the Phisfounder Armlets 
whom he’d had a dispute with in the past. Jerome Werner 
from the Lucid Swords that he saw not so long ago. 


...And Heinz Blake, the second son of the Blake family and 
his older brother. 


There was only one person in the group that he hadn’t seen 
before. 


It was a woman with the appearance of a blonde girl with red 
eyes. 


Frey realised that she was Sheryl! Roland, Circle Rounder of 
the Phisfounder Armlets. 


The word ‘girl’ was suitable for her appearance, but she was, 
in fact, a terrifying vampire who was actually several 
hundred years old. 


Shepard, who was at the front, couldn’t help but mutter ina 
confused voice. 


“l couldn’t feel anything.” 
It wasn’t his fault. 


Frey’s control over his energy was, in itself, outstanding, and 
it was further enhanced by the mask. 


At that moment, even though Frey was clearly standing in 
front of them, they could barely feel his presence. 


‘What the hell is going on?’ 

Shepard stared at Frey with a stiff expression. 

They had seen the Demigods’ fight unfold from a distance. 
At first, they were shocked. 

Why had they suddenly started fighting? 

However, the answer quickly made itself known. 

Internal strife. 


They had personally seen the infighting with their own eyes, 
something that had never happened in the past thousands 
of years. 


They had borne witness to an indescribable fight. 


And while they were still shaking from the sheer power the 
Demigods had displayed, the fight had ended. 


Once they confirmed that the Demigods had left, they finally 
approached the scene of the fight. 


Shepard knew that the masked man in front of them was the 
Sword Apocalypse’s Apostle. 


...And the Sword Apocalypse had been the one who was 
fighting against the other Demigods. 


Therefore, it was too early to regard this man as an enemy. 


“What are you waiting for, Honor Shepard? This man is an 
Apostle.” 


Jerome spoke bluntly and drew his sword. 
He glanced at those around him and said. 


“All of us are executives in our circles. Now that the 
Demigods are gone, we can subdue him for questioning.” 


“it’s not that simple, Honor Jerome.” 

Shepard sighed heavily before looking up at Frey. 
“Kain Rixton, right?” 

They were aware of his fake identity. 


Frey realised that they were the ones who had been 
monitoring him and Riki in Pillat. 


He’d believed that they had managed to lose them, but it 
seemed they were even able to follow them here. 


He nodded his head, answering positively. 
“You know we're from the Circle, don’t you?” 
“| do.” 

Shepard spoke in a solemn tone. 


“,.we saw the Sword Apocalypse’s fight with the other 
Apocalypses. We believe that it was infighting. Should we 
consider you an enemy?” 


Frey admired Shepard’s social skills and flexibility. 


He felt that this man was truly deserving of the title 
‘Archmage’. 


It wouldn’t be strange if a fight broke out immediately 
simply because of his identity as an Apostle. 


Shepard, however, calmly analysed the situation and was 
able to determine that infighting had occurred for some 
reason, and he sought a way to avoid fighting. 


Frey realised then that the outcome of this situation could 
change greatly depending on his response. 


Except for Jerome, he could see that none of the others had 
any intention of fighting him at that moment. 


It was then. 

Frey’s eyes turned to Heinz. 

Then he unleashed his divine power. 
Kooo~ 

“Mm...!” 

“Kuk!” 

All of those present could feel it. 


Frey calmly observed the circle members who were rapidly 
distancing themselves from him. 


“Hmph!” 


Jerome snorted coldly and kicked off from the ground. 


His body soon appeared beside Frey. His speed was quite 
admirable. 


But to Frey, who had trained with Riki for the past few 
months and had gotten used to his movements, Jerome was 
even slower than a slug. 


Besides... 

Crackle. 

“Kuk...” 

He had no reason to make a move anyway. 
The Lightning Barrier. 


At Jerome’s level, he couldn’t hope to break through the 
barrier. 


“That...?” 
“Lightning divine power? How?” 
Confusion was clear on Shepard’s face. 


The Apostle who had the power of lightning had already 
died. 


He had been killed by Frey, Camille, Liamson and Mikel. 


When an Apostle died, the Demigod would fall into 
hibernation. 


The Circle wasn’t able to get all the information, but they 
were certain that Apostles using the same power wouldn’t 
appear for a while. 


‘It’s not the same...’ 
Shepard’s confusion deepened. 


But in the next moment, everyone present was shocked to 
the core. 


Woowoong. 
“Wh-, what’s going on?!” 


The expressions of Shepard and Dugenjar showed 
astonishment beyond comparison. 


Everyone had suddenly been deprived of their control over 
mana. 


Sheryl and Heinz’s eyebrows furrowed. 
Mana Room Projection. 
In other words, he had taken control over this space. 


“an 8 star Wizard?” 


Chapter 111: Blake 
Family(2) 


“Impossible.” 
It was natural for Shepard to be shocked. 


Everyone knew that mana and divine power could not 
coexist. 


It could even be called a law of nature that was irreversible. 
But the man in front of them was clearly using both. 


More importantly, weren’t the powers he was using the 
lightning energy that Lukes had used before and the mana 
of an 8 star Wizard, which was rare, even in the Circle? 


The more he thought about it, the more he felt like a fool. 
Just who the hell was this man? 
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On the other hand, Heinz’s expression became serious for 
another reason. 


Frey was paying attention to him secretly while pretending 
to look around, so he easily noticed this change. 


[I want to talk to you.] 


Frey sent Heinz a telepathic message. 


Heinz did not say anything, and instead nodded subtly. 


After all, the only ones who were able to use divine power 
and mana together were those with the blood of the Blake 
family. 


Heinz also knew that Frey had obtained the crystal from 
Lukes. 


‘Heinz is likely to have already guessed my identity.’ 
This was the judgement Frey reached. 
There were a few things he wanted to ask Heinz. 


Heinz was the only person that Frey had immediate access 
to who also had a good grasp of the situation within the 
Blake family. 


His help was essential to gain clues about IIIuminium. 
Frey finished thinking about that as he looked around. 


‘It wouldn’t be hard to overpower Dugenjar, Shepard and 
Jerome.’ 


This was a remark that most people would doubt if they 
heard it. 


After all, he was talking about two Archmages who had 
reached 7 stars and a Master class Knight. 


Nevertheless, in front of Frey, who had reached 8 stars, 
taking care of them was no more than child’s play. 


Jerome’s ability was nothing he needed to worry about as he 
couldn’t even pierce the lightning barrier. 


He didn’t have a good grasp of the strength of Heinz, the 
youngest Force Honor of the Strow Necklaces, but Frey knew 
he wouldn't fight with his full strength. 


For that reason, there was only one person that Frey would 
need to be wary of. 


Sheryl Roland. 


Circle Rounder of the Phisfounder Armlets and the 
Contractor of Lilith. 


Because of her nature as a Contractor, she didn’t need to 
use mana, which meant that Frey could not suppress her 
power, even if he controlled the surrounding space. 


Sheryl also knew this, which was why her expression was 
currently tense. 


She realised that her life would be in danger the moment 
the others were overpowered. 


Frey had no intention of killing her, but there was no way for 
Sheryl to know that. 


So in this situation, she would naturally unleash her full 
strength. 


Crackle. 
Lightning wriggled around Frey’s body. 


Now that he thought about it, this was the first time he was 
using both divine power and mana at the same time. 


During his mock battles with Riki, he only ever used his 
divine power, and after that, he stopped using his mana. 


Sik. 


Sheryl quickly drew a magic circle, and Frey immediately 
realised that it was Lilith’s summoning circle. 


It was fast. 

It was already too late for him to stop her. 
Upon realising this, Frey changed plans. 
Instead, he also drew a Summoning circle. 
Woowoong. 


Two summoning circles turned the ground red at almost the 
same time as two rulers of the Demon World appeared 
together. 


Dugenjar, who was watching this scene from afar, couldn’t 
help but lower his jaw in shock. 


‘Is it not enough that he can use magic and divine power at 
the same time? He can even summon Demons?’ 


However, when he saw the Demon that the man summoned, 
his eyes widened to almost an impossible extent. 


He couldn’t help but cry out. 
“Th-, the Ruler of the Slaughter Hell, Asura?!” 
This didn’t make sense! 


It had been a very long time since Asura had been 
summoned to the continent. 


This was because even the Phisfounder Armlets, who had 
the most knowledge about Demons on the entire continent, 
still hadn’t figured out Asura’s Summoning circle. 


How the hell did that man have it? 
Dugenjar could only swallow his question. 
Lilith looked around and quickly grasped the situation. 


She looked at Sheryl, then at Frey and Asura, before letting 
out a laugh. 


“Huhu. So that man is your Contractor. It’s been a hundred 
years, hasn’t it, Asura?” 


[Who do you think you’re talking to like that? You dirty 
whore. ] 


Asura spoke roughly before looking at Frey. 

It seemed he was waiting for instructions. 

“I'll leave Lilith to you.” 

[Gladly. ] 

Asura smiled fiercely and turned his eyes back to Lilith. 
“Ohohoho. Shall we play again after such a long time?” 


Although Lilith laughed as she said that, Sheryl recognised 
that the situation wasn’t that relaxed. 


Among all the Archdukes, Lilith’s combat ability was by far 
the lowest. 


In the first place, Succubi were not a race that were 
proficient at fighting. 


It was fine for her to easily handle three or four top-grade 
Demons, but against Demons of the same level, it was an 
entirely different story. 


‘But... this guy’s qualifications as a contractor aren’t very 
high.’ 


Sheryl could notice something like that with just a glance. 


His talent wasn’t the worst, but his body was certainly not 
one that should have allowed him to summon an Archduke. 


The differences between their contractors had managed to 
balance the combat powers of Lilith and Asura. 


The two of them began their battle in the distance, further 
damaging the already destroyed terrain. 


Whenever Asura’s arms fell, the ground would explode, 
Causing everyone’s ears to ring. 


Sheryl looked toward Jerome and commanded. 
“Honor Jerome, protect the other three.” 
“understood.” 


Jerome bit his lip as he realised that he was nothing more 
than a hindrance in the present situation. 


However, he realised it wasn’t the time to wallow in despair 
because of his own uselessness. 


He had to evacuate with the others before the aftermath of 
the fight spread to them. 


He quickly left together with Heinz, Dugenjar and Shepard. 
Sheryl then turned to look at Frey once again. 


He hadn’t made any movements even as Jerome and the 
others moved to a Safe place. 


“You seem quite relaxed. Are you certain that you can catch 
them even if you let them leave now?” 


“What is your goal? What happened here?” 
“I’m sorry, but black magic doesn’t work against me.” 


When Frey said those words bluntly, Sheryl felt a slight 
stinging pain in her face. 


This was because she had just tried to secretly use psychic 
persuasion to induce a conversation. 


Of course, it had absolutely no effect. 
‘His mental power is incredibly strong.’ 


These were the words that Lilith had said while making an 
embarrassed expression. 


At that time, she hadn’t understood how a human could be 
able to make an Archduke of the Demon World make such an 
expression, but now, she understood completely. 


In terms of mental power, he was truly comparable to a 
Demigod or a Dragon, who had vanished from the continent. 


It was not an exaggeration. 


‘Well.’ 


In the first place, if even Lilith had not been able to pierce 
the man’s defenses, there was nothing she could’ve done. 


After that, there was only one option left. Head to head 
confrontation. 


Sheryl’s eyes turned golden. 

Chak. 

Then, large, bat-like wings sprouted from her back. 
That wasn’t all. 


Her shadow began to stretch, thickening as a group of bats 
suddenly poured out of it. 


Frey fired a lightning bolt into the cloud of bats that were 
frantically flapping their wings. 


Crackle. 


The swarm of bats instantly turned into ashes, but another 
group of bats quickly took their place. 


‘She wants to obscure my vision.’ 


It wouldn’t have taken much time to deal with, but Frey 
decided to play with her a bit. 


Indra’s lightning. 
To make use of this power, a bit of preparation was required. 


Frey looked up at the sky. 


Shadows began growing in the sky as dark clouds began 
rolling in. 


Kaboom! 


A bolt of lightning brightened the surroundings as it shot 
from his hand and instantly destroyed the swarm of bats. 


This allowed Frey to see what Sheryl was up to. 
‘Summoning Demons.’ 

It was likely to be a top grade Demon as well. 
This wasn’t surprising. 


After all, as a Contractor, the most familiar and effective 
method of combat that she knew was to summon Demons. 


But when Frey saw her summon another Demon after 
summoning Lilith, he couldn’t help but admire her talent as 
a Contractor. 


Grrr. 
The growl of a beast came from his left. 


Then, a giant black dog appeared from among the group of 
bats. 


Of course, this dog was almost twice as big as even the 
largest horse. 


“Kung!” 
The giant dog then spat a ball of black lava at him. 


Crackle. 


The grazed past the Lightning Barrier, and slightly to Frey’s 
surprise, it managed to damage it a little. 


If he hadn’t moved at that time, he might have been injured. 
‘Is this a Hellhound?’ 
The lava that the dog spat was quite dangerous. 


Since it was able to damage his Lightning Barrier, which was 
much stronger than Lukes’, it was clear that the spit was 
comparable to a 7 star spell. 


Besides, it wasn’t just one. 
‘Three.’ 
She had summoned quite a few Demons by then. 


Frey was slowly beginning to get annoyed by the swarm of 
bats. 


Looking at the sky again, he noticed that it was already 
covered in dark clouds. 


It was no longer hard for Frey to control his divine power. 


He raised his right hand and shot a lightning bolt into the 
Sky. 


Kaboom! 


The dark clouds trembled violently as they became filled 
with Indra’s lightning power. 


Seeing this, Sheryl, who was hiding among the bats, 
stiffened her expression. 


‘It’s dangerous!’ 

The moment she decided to move. 
Flash. 

Her vision was filled with white light. 
It was a thunderbolt. 

Kaboom! 


Immediately afterward, a large thunderbolt struck the 
ground, the sound of an explosion only following it. 


Frey realised that the swarm of bats had been vaporised 
instantly. 


This was the maximum amount of divine power that Frey 
could output at one time. 


The power of the lightning was comparable to an 8 star 
spell. 


This was proven by the fact that the top grade Demons that 
Sheryl had summoned were staggering, their skin badly 
burned. 


Their wounds were fatal, but Frey couldn’t help but admire 
the fact that they were maintaining their presence even if 
they were dying. 


Sheryl was nowhere to be seen. 
He determined that she was probably hiding in the shadows. 


Frey didn’t know a lot about vampires, but he at least knew 
the power she used. 


Ssk. 
Sheryl then appeared from the shadows, as he’d expected. 


Her body appeared slightly tanned, but it was clear that she 
had avoided the brunt of the attack. 


A look of frustration was on her face. 
‘He’s much stronger than | thought... | can’t defeat him.’ 


Sheryl clicked her tongue resentfully and prepared to use 
another trick. 


“That’s enough.” 

“What?” 

“| have no intention of killing you.” 

At Frey’s words, Sheryl made an expression of disbelief. 
“Then why did you unleash your divine power?” 


When they first met, Shepard had tried to communicate with 
Frey. 


And it was none other than Frey who rejected the 
conversation and instead unleashed his powers. 


He didn’t have an excuse. 


To be honest, Frey just wanted to test the powers of the 
Force Honors and above all, Circle Rounder Sheryl. 


“I was curious. | wanted to know how powerful you all were.” 


“Why? ” 


“Because | wanted to see if you were capable of confronting 
the Demigods.” 


Sheryl’s expression became strange. 

“...do you intend to fight against the Demigods?” 

“That’s right.” 

“You don’t believe me.” 

“lm not a fool who would just believe everything I’m told.” 
“Well.” 

Frey agreed with that. 


Then he looked at the wings on Sheryl’s back before 
muttering. 


“I heard that there is no race as sensitive to ‘power’ as 
vampires.” 


Sheryl stared at Frey without responding. 
She had no idea where he was going with those words. 


“As long as you submit to someone, you have no choice but 
to obey their orders. And they don’t need to be from the 
same race as you.” 


“What are you trying to say?” 


He had nothing more to Say. 

He had just said that to see what Sheryl’s reaction would be. 
And it seemed that Frey’s knowledge wasn’t wrong. 
Vampires could be made to yield. The process didn’t matter. 
You just had to make them submit somehow. 


They just had to accept that the being before them was 
superior to them. 


Sheryl Roland, the number two in her circle. 


If he could make her submit, then everything would be 
much simpler. 


After thinking this, Frey gathered his mana. 
kK 

Shuk. 

Lord’s body appeared from a crack in space. 
The Frozen Lands. 


It was a place where it was hard to see anything because of 
the ever present blizzards. 


Even Ice Trolls, which were known for their excellent thermal 
insulation, would not be able to last more than 10 minutes in 
this unforgiving place, but this was no problem for Lord. 


He walked forward at a calm pace, as if his surroundings 
were at room temperature. 


And not long after, he stopped walking. 

Because he found a woman standing in the corner of his eye. 
Her white hair fluttered beautifully in the blizzard. 

Lord called her name. 

[Elliah.] 

“Lord?” 

The woman turned her head to look at him. 

Then she spoke with an eerie glint in her eyes. 

“I thought I talked to you about trespassing in my territory.” 
[I came here to tell you something.] 

“I don’t want to know. Get out of here.” 

[No. You need to know.] 


“You still haven’t broken that habit of doing whatever you 
want. Right. It wouldn’t be bad to loosen my bones after so 
long. Especially if my opponent is you.” 


A deadly chill began arising from her body. 
Lord spoke briefly. 

[Riki is dead.] 

“what?” 

[To be precise, I killed him.] 


“What the hell... Riki... you...? Why?” 


[Because he betrayed us. He killed several of our kind, so | 
punished him.] 


Elliah stared at Lord with her mouth wide open, unable to 
process what she was hearing. 


[I want you to take his place, Elliah. If it’s you-] 
“Get... out.” 

Lord looked at Elliah’s face as she said those words. 
Her expression was unreadable. 


[l'I] come back another time. l'Il expect another answer 
when I return.] 


With those words, Lord disappeared in a space crack. 


Elliah stood for a long time in that same position, seemingly 
frozen in place. 
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In order to completely subdue the vampire Sheryl, he would 
first have to show her his full strength. 


It was clear that if he used tricks or shortcuts to beat her, 
she would not accept defeat. 


He would have to use brute force to pound the truth into her 
Skull. 


‘The fact that I’m stronger than you.’ 

Frey’s gaze deepened. 

He didn’t think it would be difficult. 

Of course, he knew that Sheryl was a formidable opponent. 


After all, she was the second in command of the Phisfounder 
Armlets, one of the Three Great Circles. 


There was no one who dared to look down on her. 
“What a joke...!” 


Fury blazed in Sheryl’s eyes as she realised the man in front 
of her had indirectly said that he would make her submit to 
him. 


She hadn't felt this humiliated in a very long time. 


She was a several century old, pureblooded vampire, one of 
the few on the entire continent. 


Even Circle Master Altan didn’t dare to look down on her. 


Sheryl could admit that the man in front of her was strong. 
The fact that he’d reached 8 stars was proof enough. 


Even so, she didn’t believe he was strong enough to 
disregard her like that. 


Crunch. 


Sheryl bit her wrist, then swung her hand, causing her blood 
to splatter and soaked the bodies of her summoned Demons. 


Gurgle. 
This caused the Demons near death to recover in an instant. 


Frey realised that it was one of the recovery techniques used 
by Contractors. 


After looking at the bodies of the other two recovered 
Demons, Frey was finally able to identify them. 


‘A Nightmare and a Starving Ghost?’ (TL: Or Starving 
Demon) 


Both were top-grade Demons as well. 


Frey waited silently until Sheryl had completed her 
preparations with his hands at his side. 


Sss~ 


Black fog began emanating from the Nightmare’s body. 


Frey frowned. 
‘Blinding me again.’ 
This method had already become a little boring. 


As he had this thought, Frey felt movement on his left and 
right. 


He stretched out his hand and created walls of ice. 
Thud! 


The Hellhound and Starving Ghost collided head first with 
the ice walls. 


Although the walls had been created with chantless magic, 
they were still hard enough to stop their charge completely. 


Then, he felt a chill at the back of his head. 
Shek. 


Frey lowered his head slightly to avoid the incoming attack, 
and Sheryl’s well-groomed finger brushed against his hair. 


When he simply glanced at her, she snorted before fading 
into the Nightmare’s fog once again. 


A group of bats appeared from the place she disappeared, 
their vicious fangs clearly visible. 


They were probably vampire bats, so it would be annoying to 
get bitten by them. 


‘I’m going to have to cut them down one by one.’ 


After making this judgement, Frey touched the ground. 


“Burning Ground.” 
Fwoosh. 
Flames from Frey’s hand instantly spread across the ground. 


In no time at all, his surroundings were set ablaze, with 
dozens of flaming pillars shooting up into the sky. 


Not only the annoying swarm of bats but even the black fog 
created by the Nightmare could not withstand the heat of 
Burning Ground and disappeared. 


“Kuk!” 

Sheryl, who was hiding in the fog, was once again revealed. 
‘This isn’t the power of a 7 star spell.’ 

She forcefully swallowed her words and spread her wings. 


Now that such terrifying fire had engulfed the ground, she 
could no longer hide in the shadows. 


The Starving Ghost immediately climbed onto the 
Nightmare’s back and fled to the sky, and the Hellhound 
remained on the ground. 


As a being born from lava, it was able to withstand flames of 
this level. 


Unfortunately, it wasn’t just flames. 
“Frost Scream.” 


Dozens of ice fragments were embedded in the Hellhound’s 
body. 


The Hellhound, which was easily able to withstand the 7 star 
Burning Ground, was completely helpless against the 6 star 
Frost Scream. 

The cold aura of the ice quickly began covering its body. 


It didn’t take very long for the Hellhound’s body to be 
completely frozen. 


Frey shook his hand lightly. 

Crack. 

A gale from his body then shattered the Hellhound’s body. 
A top-grade Demon. 


One that had the potential to defeat almost any circle 
executive under the right conditions. 


Sheryl bit her lip nervously. 

‘The power of his spells is so strange.’ 
Strange? 

No, it was more than just strange! 

Who the hell was this man?! 

Just a Burning Ground and a Frost Scream. 


The power of the two spells this man used far surpassed her 
expectations. 


They had the same names, but she wondered if they were 
really the same spells. 


‘Get it together!’ 
Sheryl shook her head. 
There was no time for her to think about things like that. 


Frey then turned his eyes to the Nightmare and Starving 
Ghost. 


“Roar!” 
The Starving Ghost expressed its frustration. 


This cannibal Demon, who was always hungry, grew stronger 
and more violent the angrier it became. 


It angrily pulled on the Nightmare’s reins. 


The Nightmare also responded to the Starving Ghost’s anger 
and rushed forward while spewing black fog from its mouth. 


Overwhelming victory. 

As he recalled his plan, Frey had a thought. 

First. he would have to break Sheryl’s fighting spirit. 
Chuk. 

A spear of ice began forming in front of Frey. 
Sheryl’s eyes widened. 

‘It can’t be... an Ice Spear.’ 


The mana fluctuations from this spear did not feel like a 
threat. 


She quickly pondered what she should do. 

Avoid it, prevent it or face it head on. 

And during that momentary pause, Frey completed his spell. 
The spear was extremely large and sharp. 


Despite appearing in the middle of the Burning Ground, its 
coldness did not seem to be diminished at all. 


Shuk! 


The spear shot forward, and Sheryl realised that it was too 
late to do any of her three thoughts. 


She couldn’t avoid it, prevent it or confront it. 


She snapped her finger, and the charging Nightmare 
changed its course. 


No, it was almost as though it had been dragged by an 
invisible force. 


Puk! 


The Ice Spear pierced the bodies of the Nightmare and the 
Starving Ghost at the same time. 


Even when two top-grade Demons were used as Shields, the 
Ice Spear did not stop. 


However, it slowed down a little. 
Thanks to that, Sheryl was able to escape. 


After all, her agility was by no means lacking. Thanks to the 
bat wings on her back, she was able to fly very quickly in 


the air. 
Sheryl was no longer shocked. 


Even the Starving Ghost and the Nightmare had been 
recalled, but to an extent, she had expected this to happen. 


‘Ever since the Hellhound died.’ 

She felt like this man’s power was brushing against her skin. 
Sheryl wondered what to do now. 

Even three top-grade Demons were useless. 

And her vampire abilities were of no use either. 


Even if she used some kind of trick, it would only be useful 
to stall for time. 


In addition, she had already used too much mental power. 


This was because her power was also being drawn out due to 
Lilith’s battle with Asura. 


‘...should | summon Lucifer?’ 
No. 


Summoning another Archduke was a burden that her body 
would not be able to handle. 


Moreover, unlike Lilith, she had no control over Lucifer. 


The moment he found an opening, he would devour her 
soul. 


Sheryl sighed. 


Frey kept looking at her. 
It seemed he had no intention of making the first move. 


His attitude seemed to say ‘if you are going to struggle 
further, then go ahead.’ 


This made her angry, but she was also convinced. 
“You... want to make me submit, right?” 

“That’s right.” 

“I'll admit it. You are qualified to say that.” 


Frey couldn’t help but make a strange expression at Sheryl’s 
words. 


“I'll stop fighting. It’s my loss.” 
She had admitted defeat? 
But it didn’t seem like she had lowered her guard at all. 


Although she said it was her loss, Sheryl’s expression did not 
seem to show that. 


“You are strong. Stronger than anyone I've ever fought. 
Other than the Demigods, of course.” 


Divine power, magic power and the ability to summon 
Demons. 


And none of them were at a low level. 


In particular, his magical prowess was unbelievable. 


He was at least as strong as Altan, the Circle Master of the 
Phisfounder Armlets. 


“So will you submit?” 

“No. Instead... | have a proposal.” 

“A proposal?” 

“I also want you to submit to me.” 

It was the last thing Sheryl could think of. 


In any case, Frey didn’t seem to have any intention of killing 
her, so while it was unsightly, she had no choice but to make 
use of that fact to make a deal. 


Frey tilted his head slightly. 


“Psychic domination doesn’t work on me. Haven't you 
learned that already?” 


“I know. | meant something else. | am a part of the Vampire 
Royal Family.” 


Vampires also had specific rankings or social standing. 


In particular, Vampires with the blood of the ‘Royal Family’ 
could suppress other vampires with their blood alone. 


He’d thought she was a formidable woman, but he had still 
assumed that she was a high-ranking noble at best. 


Frey had never expected that Sheryl would actually be 
royalty. 


“I see. Do you want to try to make me your blood relative?” 


“Right.” 
Her fangs sparkled a little. 


Frey shook his hand, and the Burning Ground spell 
disappeared. 


Standing on the charred ground, he nodded to her. 
“| accept.” 

“Really?” 

“Of course.” 


Ml ” 


Her gamble had succeeded, but now, she was feeling a bit 
worried since Frey had accepted it so easily. 


Sheryl couldn’t feel pleased because his attitude made her 
feel like she’d made a mistake. 


‘It’s just baseless anxiety.’ 
She didn’t have any other choice anyway. 


“Before that, should we recall them? If we leave them like 
that, then we’ll have to make a new map of the area by the 
time they’re done.” 


As she said this, Sheryl turned to look at Lilith and Asura. 


She could see that a nearby mountain had already been 
leveled by them. 


Frey agreed with her. 


[That’s enough, Asura. ] 


[I haven’t been able to tear this damn bitch’s crotch yet.] 
(TL:...) 


[Today won’t be your only opportunity. l'Il give you another 
chance sooner or later, so just wait. ] 


[...1 guess it can’t be helped. ] 
Asura responded with dissatisfaction clear on his face. 
Likewise, Sheryl also recalled Lilith. 


Then, she slowly landed on the ground and started walking 
towards Frey. 


Once she finally reached Frey, he rolled up his sleeve and 
held his hand out to her. 


“You don’t have to bite my neck, do you?” 
“It doesn’t matter.” 


It was true that biting the neck was more effective, but at 
Sheryl’s level, such a thing didn’t matter. 


Sheryl bit his wrist. 

It didn’t hurt much, but it felt a little like a shock. 
Kuk. 

Sheryl’s eyes began to glow red. 


This was proof that she was using her mental power to the 
max. 


After all, her opponent was a Wizard. An 8 star Archmage. 


Moreover, his mental power was much stronger than other 
Wizards of the same level. 


She believed this was probably the reason Frey stuck his 
wrist out so easily. His confidence was understandable. 


But Sheryl had her own reason for her confidence. 
Huk. 

Frey suddenly felt his vision go black. 

He blinked his eyes. 

Once, twice. 


When he blinked a third time, he found that he was standing 
alone in a dark space. 


Suddenly, he turned his head and saw Sheryl standing 
there. 


Surprisingly, she was naked. 
Her golden hair barely covering her. 


But Sheryl, who was standing there naked, felt little to no 
humiliation, and Frey, who was looking at her, didn’t seem 
fazed. 


Instead, Frey was thinking about something else. 


When he first saw this dark space, an unpleasant memory 
came to his mind. 


“This is a mental world that | created. There is absolutely 
nothing in this space. Even you, an Archmage with great 
attainments, will soon go crazy in this empty place.” (TL: 
pfft) 


al ” 


“In addition, this place does not follow the same time as 
reality.” 


Frey’s mental power was strong. 
Sheryl knew that. 


So the first thing she intended to do was wear away at his 
mental power. 


“If you stay here for a year, no matter how resilient you are, 
your mind will-” 


“You're wrong.” 

Frey interrupted Sheryl. 

“What?” 

“It’s not that there’s nothing here.” 
Frey looked down at his body. 

He clenched his fist. 


The sensation of his nails digging into his palm could be 
clearly felt. 


His senses. 


His body. 


There was even another person with him. 
A cold smile blossomed on his lips. 


Compared to the hell-like Abyss, this place was practically 
heaven. 


Paat. 

Frey’s mana spread out and began dominating this space. 
Sheryl anxiously took a step back when she saw this. 
“Wh-, what are you doing...” 


“Thanks to you, I’m now in a bad mood. It’s only fair that | 
show my gratitude.” 


Pat. 


Frey appeared before her in a flash, and at that moment, 
Sheryl showed fear for the first time. 


It was an emotion that she’d only shown to beings who far 
surpassed her ability or understanding. 


But that was a good thing for Frey. 


After all, there was no better emotion for forcing someone 
into submission than fear. 


Frey put his hand on Sheryl’s head. 
Sheryl shivered. 


This couldn’t be considered a gentle act like petting. 


In the end, Sheryl’s decision had been the worst she could 
make. 


“I'll show you some of my memories.” 
His 4,000 years of solitude. 


With those words, Frey took control of Sheryl’s mind. 
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Ahhhh- 
Sheryl let out a silent scream and her eyes turned white. 


Frey showed her the memories of the early days of his time 
locked in the Abyss. 


The memories of when he was the most desperate, lonely 
and distressed. 


‘I think it should be a few hundred years.’ 


Of course, that was just Frey’s assumption as it was 
impossible for him to accurately measure time in the Abyss. 


During that time, he had been unable to escape, and he was 
also unable to tell when his torment would end. 


He was certain that if he lost consciousness, his soul would 
disperse in this empty space. 


In a way, this was a punishment much worse than death. 
This was the end of ‘Lukas Trowman’ that Lord truly wanted. 
But Frey didn’t give up. 

He didn’t stop thinking. 


How much time had passed since he entered this place? 


He began to see the flaws in the Abyss. 


Frey found that he was able to send his consciousness out of 
the Abyss, and he was able to make contact with people who 
had the suitable aptitude to peek outside. 


It was only for a short time, but he was delighted since it 
had given him hope of discovering a way to escape this 
world. 


Of course, he had still been a ways away from escaping the 
Abyss at that time. 


‘| don’t need to show her everything.’ 


In the first place, if he made her experience all 4,000 years 
of his imprisonment, Sheryl’s brain would explode. 


It was enough to give her small fragments that contained 
the negative emotions that he had experienced. 


A few minutes later. 

Huk. 

Sheryl’s imaginary world was lifted liked a veil. 

Frey looked around, realising they had returned to reality. 
“.yO-... YO-, YOU... NO way...” 

Sheryl looked at Frey with a shocked expression. 


Frey could tell from the look on her face. 


It seemed that a few of Lukas’ memories had been mixed 
into the memories he had shown her. 


She stuttered with her eyes wide open. 
“Great, Great Mage Luk-” 

“Stop.” 

Frey forced Sheryl to close her mouth. 


The first being to learn of his existence other than 
transcendent beings like Hruhiral and Asura turned out to be 
a vampire he’d met that very day. 


It felt a bit strange, but that was all. 


Sheryl couldn’t go around spreading this fact unless he 
allowed it. 


‘Instead, she might have given in so easily because she 
became aware of my identity.’ 


“I have something I'd like to ask.” 
“anything.” 
Sheryl went down on one knee, bowing politely. 


Some might have felt that her attitude had changed too 
quickly, but for Sheryl, such a reaction was natural. 


In fact, she believed that even this level of politeness was 
insufficient in front of such a man. 


“Tell me why you followed us and what you know. Without 
omitting a single detail.” 


“Understood.” 


Sheryl began to explain. 


She told him that the Circle had been monitoring Riki for a 
while and that she learned of the information about the 
Demigod meeting from Heinz. 


After hearing this, Frey’s expression became a bit strange. 


This was because while he thought that their tracking and 
individual abilities weren’t bad, the information they 
actually had wasn’t much. 


Frey nodded and said. 


“After sunset, bring Heinz Blake here. Make sure no one else 
follows him.” 


Heinz Blake? 
Why? 
Questions filled Sheryl’s head, but she did not ask them. 


She didn’t believe that she deserved to know even though 
she already had a bit of an idea. 


“Understood.” 
“Keep your knowledge of me to yourself.” 
“Yes, sir.” 


Sheryl couldn’t help but speak up urgently when she 
realised that Frey intended to leave after saying those 
words. 


“Can | ask you one thing?” 


“What is it?” 


“Are you really back?” 

Frey met Sheryl’s desperate gaze. 
Then he nodded slowly. 

“ah!” 

Sheryl smiled. 


Then, she lowered her head and quickly headed towards 
Heinz and the others. 


If before, she fit the image of a several hundred year royal 
vampire, now, she had a smile like that of a young girl. 


The members of the Circle all admired the heroes engraved 
in the pages of history, and among them, the heroes of the 
Age of Light were revered as almost divine beings. 


Sheryl Roland, Circle Round of the Phisfounder Armlets, was 
no exception. 


Frey watched Sheryl’s back as she left. 


She might find it strange that he was able to come back to 
life since she didn’t see the end of his memories, but Frey 
would be able to come up with a good excuse using his 
years of experience. 


There was nothing to worry about. 
Finally turning his head away, he used Warp. 


This time, he traveled a long distance instead of a short 
jump. 


Shuk. 
OSD" 
He took a deep breath. 


It hadn’t been very long since he’d last visited this place, 
but Frey still enjoyed the refreshing air. 


Nevertheless, he couldn’t help but feel a bit strange. 


Was it because this was where Schweiser’s dungeon was 
located? 


Frey looked down from the top of Drake Mountain located in 
the Ispania Mountains. 


It was still unchanged. 
Well. 


That was natural for a mountain range inhabited by nothing 
but monsters. 


Frey sat on a large rock nearby, as though he was waiting for 
something. 


About thirty minutes passed before a beautiful red-haired 
woman appeared. 


The person he was waiting for had arrived, but Frey was 
dumbfounded. 


He realised he didn’t know how to address her. 
“Hmph!” 


There was a snort. 


It wasn’t from Frey. 

It was the woman. 

“I didn’t expect you to come crawling back here again!” 
She spoke in a voice filled with hatred. 

‘What’s going on?’ 


He didn’t know a lot about the Phoenix, but he could feel 
that something was strange about the woman in front of 
him. 


Was it supposed to be like this? 


When they met at the Demigod’s meeting, she had been 
much calmer. 


Something was different. 

The woman shook her head and spoke with disgust. 
“Right. Did you enjoy digesting my heart?” 

Frey’s expression became strange. 

Heart... 

“...lorkunta.” 

“You noticed it quickly, human.” 


The woman, who he presumed to be Torkunta, laughed 
viciously when he realised it. 


“How? You should've died....” 


“You're right. | did die. But you guys were sloppy.” 
Frey’s expression hardened. 


Unlike Frey, who only absorbed half his heart, the Phoenix 
was likely to have absorbed Torkunta’s entire body. 


‘Were there fragments of his consciousness left that the 
Phoenix absorbed, which let him take over the Phoenix’s 
body instead?’ 


That would mean the woman in front of him was not the 
Phoenix. 


‘If so, then there’s no reason not to kill him.’ 


Just as Frey was about to unleash his mana, Torkunta began 
speaking while frowning. 


“What are you talking about? This is the guy who killed me. 
How else am I supposed to act in front of him?” 
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“W-, wait. Don’t yell... u-, ugh! | understand. | was wrong. I’m 
sorry. So please...” 


Torkunta, who had grabbed his head in agony while shooting 
a resentful glare at Frey, let out a sigh. 


“Goddammit. | can’t believe the mighty Drake King has 
fallen to such a state.” 


“what's going on?” 


Torkunta gave him a deep look. 


“What’s going on? I’ve become so miserable that | can’t 
even cry even if | had the tears.” 


“What?” 


“When that bitch absorbed my body, she absorbed some of 
my consciousness as well. | fought for control of this body, 
but I lost.” 


Originally, even the Phoenix would have been unable to 
defeat the thousand year old Drake, but Torkunta’s 
consciousness was weak at that time. 


Eventually, the Phoenix won, and Torkunta was defeated. 
The woman sighed. 


“Thanks to you, I’ve been put in such a miserable state. 
There’s nothing | can do when that bitch is in control of the 
main consciousness, | can only be in the subconscious all 
the time.” (TL: | really dislike ‘that bitch’ but they addressed 
it later so | can’t change it D0) 


“Indeed.” 

It was truly in a miserable state. 

But Frey didn’t feel sorry for it. 

“Then why are you in control of the body now?” 
“Because of you.” 

“Me?” 


“Right. That bitch is now connected to that man called Agni. 
So if she meets you, she might get caught.” 


This was something that Frey had heard from Riki before. 


The Demigods could view the thoughts and memories of 
their Apostles without any restriction. 


“So she let you be the front.” 


“It’s just a simple trick, but we heard that he’s not in very 
good shape right now, so it shouldn’t be a problem.” 


Frey didn’t know how to feel about Torkunta. 


The appearance was that of a beautiful woman, but inside 
was a thousand year old male Drake. 


Was it even possible for there to be a bigger difference 
between the entity on the inside and its appearance? 


“How did you become Agni’s Apostle?” 
Torkunta sighed. 

“I’m dead, that bit-” 

“Wait.” 

“What is it?” 


“It’s uncomfortable to hear ‘that bitch’ and ‘that bitch’. Can’t 
you call her something else?” 


“She’s a bitch without a name, so there’s nothing else | can 
use. Just roug-” 


Then Torukunta paused for a moment before turning to Frey 
with an unwilling look on their face. (TL: pronouns are so 


hard...) 

“Please pick one.” 

“What?” 

“A name. She wants you to give her a name.” 
Frey thought for a while. 

“Nix.” 

“Hmm. Where did you get that from?” 

“| don’t know.” 

“Hmph.” 


Torkunta, who had been agonizing for a while, snorted 
grumpily. 


“Aha. | Know. You picked Nix because she’s a Phoenix, right? 
Haha. That’s so tacky.” 


Every single word was said with a sharp attitude. 


He didn’t think Nix felt the same... but it was clear that 
Torkunta didn’t like Frey very much. Which was natural 
considering the fact that Frey was the one who killed him. 


“Then l'Il continue the story.” 
Her story went like this. 


After Torkunta died, an unidentifiable amount of time passed 
before Nix was resurrected. 


And although her appearance had changed greatly, she had 
also become more powerful, which was a bonus. 


As Frey had told her, after she came back, Nix proceeded to 
subdue the surrounding monsters one by one and expand 
her territory in order to become the ruler of the mountain 
range. 


And during that time, Agni appeared. 
“It didn’t make any sense.” 
Torkunta gritted his teeth. 


At that time, he’d been overcome by fear that was 
completely incomparable to when he fought Frey. 


Just at first glance, he was able to realise they were on 
completely different levels. 


“Nix had the determination to fight even at the cost of her 
life. I'd felt it in the past, but she’s really a fearless bitch. 
However, | was able to coax her into accepting Agni’s offer.” 


“That’s unexpected. | didn’t think you could persuade 
someone.” 


“It’s not something I’m used to. But if Nix dies, so will I.” 
Frey felt that Torkunta had changed slightly. 


He felt that his manner of speaking had become much softer 
and smoother compared to before. 


“But we couldn’t even refuse to be turned into his Apostle.” 


“You were only able to survive because you accepted.” 
It was completely unavoidable. 

Right, it couldn’t be helped. 

But it still made them uncomfortable. 

Torkunta looked at Frey before saying. 

“But what the hell is up with you?” 

“What do you mean?” 


“We saw that silver-haired Demigod, who you were with, 
fighting. With just his sword, he completely overwhelmed 
those other Demigods. We didn’t get to see the end, but...” 


“He's dead.” 

“What?” 

“That man, Riki, he’s dead.” 
Torkunta fell silent. 


“I can’t tell you who | am, but I can tell you my purpose. I’m 
going to kill all of the Demigods.” 


“You want to kill those monsters?” 
“Right.” 
“it would be really difficult.” 


“| know.” 


“Hmm.” 
Surprisingly, Torkunta didn’t laugh at him. 


Because he expected Torkunta to shout at him that it was 
impossible, this attitude took Frey by surprise. 


After thinking for a moment, Torkunta spoke. 
“Alright. We’ll help.” 

“How?” 

Nix was connected to Agni. 


Even if Torkunta was able to help them hide what was 
happening to some extent, it would still be hard for Nix to 
openly lend a hand. 


“Don’t we just have to kill Agni?” 
“That’s easy to Say.” 


Riki had proven that killing a Demigod didn’t affect the 
Apostle. So if they killed Agni as Torkunta said, they would 
be able to take advantage of that. 


However, their opponent was one of the Apocalypses. 


Even if he was weakened, he would not be an easy 
opponent. 


Most importantly. 
“| don’t even know where he is.” 


“| know.” 


Torkunta let out a laugh. 


“| said | Know where Agni is.” 
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“Where is he?” 

“The desert.” 

Frey furrowed his eyebrows. 
“Silkid?” 


“Probably near there. We'd have to find out more once we 
get there.” 


Watching Torkunta nod his head, Frey fell into thought. (TL: 
for Nix, l'Il just use ‘him/her’ depending on who’s in control) 


This was because Silkid was the place where the Magic 
Warrior King Kasajin met his end and where Ivan was 
currently trying to find Kasajin’s relics. 


‘Don’t tell me I’m going to encounter Ivan.’ 


Frey then shook his head as though he was erasing an 
ominous thought. 


“It’ll take him about a year to heal, which means if we fight, 
we need to do it within that time.” 


“Sounds good.” 


“We are bound to that monster, so we won’t be able to fight 
him. But we can still help you fight. | believe we can find his 


location since we’re his Apostle.” 
“That would be enough.” 
He had no reason to refuse. 


It seemed like a much smarter idea to attack the 
Apocalypses while they were heavily injured rather than 
giving them time to recover. 


The only issue was the fact that he didn’t know where they 
were. 


But Torkunta had now come to him with Agni’s location. 


After he finished forming a plan in his head, Frey warned 
Torkunta. 


“Don’t let the Circle find out you’re an Apostle. Otherwise, 
the situation might become troublesome.” 


“Hmph. I, at least, have that level of discernment... I’d love 
to say that, but someone has already seen my face.” 


“What? Who?” 

“That guy named Jenta. Do you remember him?” 
Frey frowned. 

There was no way he’d forget. 


“He’s the assassin who’s Ananta’s Apostle. What 
happened?” 


“When the silver-haired Demigod caused the commotion, my 
mask came off. He saw me.” (TL: didn’t they already reveal 
their faces to each other?) 


“Hmmm,” 
It wasn’t good news, but Frey didn’t think it was a big deal. 


Just because he’d seen her face didn’t mean Jenta would 
attack Nix for no reason. 


After all, the only reason they covered their faces in the first 
place was to hide their identities from the traitor, who had 
already been revealed. 


‘but he could still try to find out who Nix is.’ 
Of course, that wasn’t a big cause for concern, either. 


Nix had never left the Ispania mountains since she was born 
other than to attend the Demigod meeting with Agni, and 
even then, they had not left many traces. (TL: Agni said that 
he found Nix in the Ispania Mountains...best place to start a 
search) 


“If you can, try not to leave the mountain range.” 

“| wouldn’t have done so even if you didn’t tell me.” 
“Then I'll take my leave now. | have somewhere to go.” 
“Whatever.” 


Torkunta flung his hand like he didn’t care before suddenly 
frowning. 


Then, after hesitating for a moment, he turned to Frey and 
Said. 


“Be careful.” 
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“aits from Niks.” 


Frey looked at Torkunta before he spoke to Niks who he knew 
was looking at him. 


“You too.” 
x kx OX 
Frey returned to Dalaman’s castle. 


In fact, it was embarrassing to even refer to it by that name 
anymore. 


The castle had been completely destroyed, with only a few 
walls remaining. 


The sun had already set, allowing Frey to realise that he had 
been talking to Torkunta for far longer than he expected. 


Heinz was already there. 


He was standing on a broken wall and seemed to be looking 
at something in the distance. 


“are you Frey?” 
He turned his head and looked back. 
As expected, he had already guessed who Frey was. 


To be precise, it was Frey who basically revealed his own 
identity to him. 


Frey nodded and took off his mask. 
“Right.” 


Heinz muttered under his breath. 


Judging from his reaction, he had still been skeptical up to 
the point when Frey took off his mask. 


“To be able to use divine power, you must’ve consumed 
Lukes’ crystal.” 


Without a word, Frey climbed the stairs and stood beside 
him. 


This allowed him to see what Heinz had been staring at. 
It was the area that had been ruined by the Demigods. 
“The current situation in Luanoble is pretty serious.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“We also saw the Black Dragon Knights get annihilated. And 
Honor Jerome has already informed the leadership of 
Luanoble. Not so long ago.” 


Heinz let out a cold laugh. 


“It was completely by accident. Isn’t it funny? They had no 
intention of confronting the Demigods. If they knew they 
were here, they wouldn’t have even dared to send the Black 
Dragon Knights.” 


Frey knew that the Luanoble Kingdom was rotten to the core. 


However, the servility they displayed, even when the 
kingdom’s proudest Knight regiment was destroyed, made 
him sick. 


“| digress. Frey, | heard about your movements. You 
disappeared after contacting Beniang from the Trowman 


Rings.” 
He glanced at Frey’s mask before continuing. 


“It hasn’t been that long since | last saw you, but it feels like 
a lot happened. What the hell-” 


“Heinz Blake.” 
Frey intentionally cut him off. 
Heinz closed his mouth and threw a calm look to his side. 


“| learned about the true nature of the Blake family. That it’s 
a huge experimental site for the Demigods to study the 
harmony between divine power and mana.” 


“that’s right.” 
Heinz wasn’t particularly surprised. 


This was because from the moment he saw Frey using both 
divine power and mana, he assumed that he might know of 
what was going on at least to some extent. 


“Which side are you on? The Circle or the Demigods?” 
“Neither. I’m just struggling to take care of my own life.” 
“Can you also use divine power?” 

“To some extent.” 

“And Mischael and Isaka?” 


“That’s right. Mischael is about as good as I am, but you 
can’t ignore our father’s strength.” 


Heinz spoke as though he had no intention of hiding 
anything from him. 


Frey wondered if he should trust this man beside him. 
“I’m going to the Blake family.” 

“Why?” 

“There’s something | need to find out.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I have no intention of telling you.” 

Frey ended it there. 


He did not hold any hostility towards Heinz, but information 
about IIluminium needed to be handled with care. 


“It’s possible that | will exterminate the Blake family.” 


Frey spoke of the worst case scenario, but if someone were 
to hear him, he would be seen as crazy. 


His words were extremely arrogant. 


Was he really talking about exterminating the Blake family, 
one of the Five Great Families of the Kastkau Empire? 


However, Heinz knew he wasn’t bragging and actually had 
the power to carry out such a task. 


The man beside him was an 8 star Archmage, could summon 
a Demon Archduke and could also use lightning divine 
power. 


Every one of these was already immensely powerful, and 
there was still the possibility that he had some cards hidden. 


“You want me to help you enter the family more naturally?” 
“| don’t want to raise any suspicion.” 
Leita Blake. 


As Leyrin’s Apostle, she was the one he had to be the most 
careful of in the Blake family. 


Isaka was only an Archmage, and Mischael was a 5 star 
Wizard at best. 


Even if the two of them were able to use divine power, Frey 
didn’t think they were that threatening. 


However, Leyrin’s Apostle, Leita, was different. 
She was not an opponent he dared to underestimate. 
“You can do whatever you like, but...” 


“If you have a request, l'Il try to fulfill it to the best of my 
ability.” 


If possible. 


Frey swallowed the end of his sentence and instead turned 
to Heinz, but what he heard was surprising. 


“in that case, l’d like to ask you some questions when 
we're finished.” 


“Questions?” 


“Right. But you don’t have to answer them.” 


“If you have any questions, you can ask them now.” 
“No. | still want to observe some more.” 
It was quite the strange request. 


It didn’t matter if he answered or not, but he still wanted to 
observe a bit more first? 


Frey was curious, but he didn’t think Heinz would tell him if 
he asked. 


‘It doesn’t matter if | answer.’ 

Frey nodded. 

“Sure.” 

“Then shall we leave right away?” 
“What about the other Circle members?” 


“They have already withdrawn. Rounder Sheryl led them 
away.” 


| see,” 
It was a shame. 
He wanted to ask Sheryl a few questions. 


But it didn’t matter that much. He would just wait until the 
next Circle meeting. 


The two immediately set out for Lufei. 


If he wanted to, he could simply warp them over to Pillat as 
he’d remembered the coordinates. 


However, as it was a long warp, it would be impossible to 
completely erase the traces. 


Since he was going to the Blake family to get clues about 
the Illuminium, he wanted to stay as discreet as possible. 


It was better to experience some hardship than get caught 
in vain. 


This was the reason they chose to use the Warp Stone to get 
to Pillat. 


The Warp to Pillat was scheduled for four days later, so the 
two decided to wait in a nearby hotel. 


Although they were brothers, they each had their own room, 
and not once did they go into the other’s room. 


Even when they occasionally encountered each other in the 
restaurant in the hotel, they didn’t say a word to each other. 


Though it seemed quite dreary, Frey didn’t have a problem 
with it, and Heinz didn’t seem to, either. 


And so, four days passed quickly. 
They were finally able to Warp to Pillat. 


Shortly after the Warp ended, the two headed over to the 
Blake family residence without hesitation. 


Standing before the magnificent mansion, ‘Frey’ couldn’t 
help but feel a slight tremor in his heart. 


“This place...’ 


The residence of the Blake family had a strong aura of 
dignity surrounding it, and it could be considered on par 


with the Jun family residence. 


In fact, the overall size, including that of the garden, seemed 
to be much larger than that of the Jun family’s. 


“Ah! Young Master Heinz!” 
“Are you returning home now?” 


The guards recognized Heinz and all began bowing 
respectfully. 


It was clear that the respect and joy they had on their faces 
were genuine. 


Frey felt like he was finally getting a glimpse of Heinz’s 
human side. 


“Right. | just got back. Who’s home?” 
“All the members are in at the moment.” 
“ad see.” 

Heinz’s expression changed slightly. 


The fact ‘all’ the members were in the house at the moment 
meant that the head of the family, Isaka Blake, was also 
there. 


It would have been a lot easier without him. 
Then the guard’s gaze turned to Frey. 
“Ah, by the way.” 


“The one behind you...?” 


Then, Heinz spoke with a stern expression on his face. 


“Hmm. Did the Blake family’s guards forget my younger 
brother’s face?” 


“Hu-, huh?” 

“If it’s his younger brother... no way...” 

“Young Master Frey?” 

Embarrassment sprang up on the guard’s faces. 


Rumours about Frey were also prevalent among the 
members of the Blake family. 


The child of a wizard family who was treated like an 
abandoned child because of his lackluster talent in magic 
and who had been practically chased into the Westroad 
Academy. 


Few nobles knew of Frey’s feats afterwards, such as fighting 
the pirates and the Lich or becoming close friends with 
Peran Jun. 


So naturally, there weren’t many members who knew of 
these rumors. 


Heinz ignored their reaction while saying. 
“Where is my father?” 

“|-, in the garden.” 

“Good, Frey, let’s go.” 


“Yes, ” 


Because there were many people around, Frey bowed his 
head politely to show his respect. 


“Yo-, Young Master Heinz, please wait!” 
“What is it?” 


“We currently have a guest in the manor. The Lord said that 
no one is to disturb him because he is entertaining them.” 


“A guest? Who is it?” 
Heinz’s expression was filled with displeasure. 


No matter who it was, Heinz was still the second son of the 
Blake family. 


Of course, there was no such thing as Heinz and Isaka 
having a close relationship, but externally, there was no 
better justification for his actions as he was a son who had 
been away from home for a while. 


He couldn’t think of a guest powerful enough to negate this 
justification. 


But as soon as Heinz heard the guard’s next words, the 
displeasure disappeared in an instant. 


“it’s the Third Imperial Princess.” 
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They passed the front gate and headed inside. 
Heinz seemed a bit shaken by the guard’s words. 


“Does the Third Imperial Princess come to the mansion 
often?” (TL: l'Il shorten it to Third Princess from now on) 


There was no one around, so Frey didn’t bother speaking 
politely. 


Heinz responded after thinking for a moment. 


“she has been visiting frequently for the past few years. 
She mainly talked to mother whenever she came.” 


With Leita Blake? 
Suspicion flashed across Frey’s face. 


If it was related to her, who was an Apostle, then it might 
also be related to the Demigods. 


The Third Princess. 
Frey tried to recall his memories of her. 
He remembered that her name was Fiore. 


She was beautiful and very smart, and he’d heard that she 
was greatly favored by the Emperor even though she was a 


woman. 


It was highly likely that her reputation was genuine and not 
made up by the imperial family as she had appeared in the 
cabinet, where only the highly ranked and intelligent figures 
in the empire could participate, several times. 


She was 25 years old this year and had missed the best time 
to get married. 


Maybe she herself refused a marriage, or she had the 
emperor’s backing. 


“What do they talk about?” 


“I don’t know... or without having to think too deeply about 
it, the visits might just be a politically motivated 
performance.” 


a“ ” 


Were her visits just to show that the Third Princess and the 
Blake family had a close relationship? 


‘I'd prefer it if that were the reason.’ 


He didn’t care about the politics in this country, but Frey’s 
instincts were warning him that that might not be the case. 


He was aware that the Demigods had a much bigger 
influence on the major countries than he’d expected. 


As Fiore was a member of the imperial family, it might be 
better for him to be more suspicious rather than relaxed. 


While Frey was focused on his thoughts, they arrived at the 
garden and found a group of people walking there. 


‘Isaka, Mischael and Leita.’ 
All of the members of the Blake family were gathered. 
And it wasn’t just them. 


A woman, who was probably Fiore, was standing in the 
center of the group, seeming to exude noble elegance. 


Then Mischael, who was at the front of the group, spotted 
Heinz, and his face brightened. 


“Heinz?” 
“Oh my.” 
“Hmm.” 


At Mischael’s words, Leita and Isaka turned to look at Heinz, 
who bowed his head politely to Fiore as he approached 
them. 


“Heinz Blake, second son of the Blake family, greets Your 
Majesty.” 


“It's been a while, Heinz.” 


It seemed Fiore and Heinz were well acquainted as she 
greeted him with a bright smile. 


“Your Majesty seems to become more and more beautiful 
every time we meet.” 


“Thank you.” 


Frey glanced at Heinz. 


He found the sight of this blunt man speaking in sucha 
flattering way quite strange. 


Heinz only looked at his family after greeting the princess. 
“Father, I’ve returned.” 


“Good. We'll talk later. For now, entertaining Her Majesty is 
the priority.” 


“Yes, n 
“however...” 


Isaka’s gaze turned to Frey, who was standing behind him, a 
complex light seeming to shine in his eyes. 


He forcibly contained the questions that sprung up within 
him at the moment and suppressed the deep sense of 
incongruity he felt. 


“Frey.” 
“It’s been a long time, Father.” 


“l'm curious as to what you’ve experienced during this 
time, but l'Il ask about it later.” 


“Understood.” 
Then. Fiore looked at Frey and said. 


“We haven’t met before, have we? My name is Fiore Diak 
Kastkau.” 


“lam Frey Blake. It is an honor to meet Your Royal Highness, 
who is praised as the sapphire of the imperial family.” 


“O h my. ” 


As Frey bowed politely, the expressions of Mischael and 
Isaka became strange. 


This wasn’t because he’d made a mistake. 
Rather, it was the opposite. 
Frey’s greeting had been perfect. 


His manners had been impeccable, and there was no sign of 
nervousness, even when faced with the princess. 


It was even more surprising because these two, who were 
used to his usually timid appearance, were inwardly anxious 
that he would make a mistake in front of the princess. 


“I'd love to share the honor of hosting Your Highness, but | 
don’t think it would be so polite to do it with such a dusty 
appearance.” 


“Huhu. | don’t mind, but l'Il respect Heinz’s will.” 

“Thank you for your consideration.” 

Heinz then nodded at Isaka. 

“We'll see you at dinner.” 

“Yes... let’s go, Frey.” 

Frey also nodded at Fiore and Isaka before following Heinz. 
After they disappeared, Fiore spoke out with a slight smile. 


“I only just found out that Duke Isaka has three sons.” 


“Frey is a student at the academy, so he’s rarely at home.” 
“By academy...?” 

“The Westroad Academy.” 

Fiore looked a little surprised. 

“That’s a very prestigious academy.” 

“that’s right.” 


If it hadn’t been for his backing, Frey would not have been 
able to get into the academy with his skills. 


But it was the best choice. 


After all, even if he was an abandoned child, if he went to an 
academy worse than that one, it would tarnish the Blake 
family’s reputation. 


“He’s not as good as Heinz and Mischael.” 

“it didn’t seem that way.” 

“I’m sorry, what did you just say?” 

“Nothing.” 

After mumbling to herself, Fiore shook her head. 
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Tak. 

Heinz closed the door. 


Then, he turned to Frey and said. 


“There’s a high probability that Father, Mother and Mischael 
will question you this evening.” 


“I know.” 
He could tell from the brief encounter just now. 
They didn’t have any good feelings towards him. 


But with Fiore beside them, they couldn’t ask the questions 
they were thinking. 


“So, how are you going to act moving forward?” 
“First... l'II have to act like the ‘Frey Blake’ they remember.” 


He had to move as stealthily as possible in order to find 
clues about the IIluminium. 


If he revealed himself for no reason and drew their suspicion, 
his actions might be restricted. 


‘When I’ve found what I’m looking for, | can take action.’ 
Then it might be the time to kill Leita. 


Frey was determined to kill her since she was Leyrin’s 
Apostle. 


Compared to that, the fact that she was Frey’s mother was 
not that important. 


“It would be better for you to show a different side.” 
“Why?” 


“They already know of some of your deeds. Like defeating 
the pirates and being recognised by Peran Jun. If you acted 


that way despite that, they might become suspicious.” 


Mischael might be too stupid to notice, but Isaka would 
definitely be suspicious. 


Heinz was certain of this. 
“hmm. You're right.” 


Although he agreed so easily, the task would still be pretty 
difficult. 


He would have to play a slightly more mature Frey instead of 
a loser Frey. 


‘But it makes sense.’ 


It would be annoying, but there was nothing he could do 
about it. 


He had no choice but to do what Heinz had suggested. 


He had come to the Blake family with a strong resolution 
anyway. 


After all, if everything worked out as he planned, he would 
be able to force Leyrin into Hibernation while also finding 
the information he needed. 


“Then I'll take my leave.” 
Heinz left the room. 


Frey looked around, only just realising that they had been 
standing in Frey’s old room. 


It wasn’t shabby; on the contrary, it was as large as a room 
in an expensive inn. 


However, there was a large amount of dust sitting on every 
surface as though it had not been cleaned in a long time. 


Frey took off his robe and opened the closet. 
Fortunately, the clothes in the closet were relatively neat. 
Frey took out some house clothes and put them on. 


Although it had been a long time since he had been home, 
he didn’t feel impressed. 


Instead, he was currently feeling a headache because of all 
of the things he had to think about. 


Frey sat on the bed with his back straight, intending to 
meditate to pass the time. 


A little after the sun went down, the door to the room was 
opened without warning. 


Frey opened his eyes. 

Standing there was a man who appeared to be the butler. 
His name came to Frey’s mind easily. 

‘Fabian.’ 


He was in his late 30s and was one of the people who had 
looked down on Frey when he was younger. 


Even at that moment, his attitude was extremely rude. 


He opened the door without knocking, then he stood there 
looking at him as if he hadn’t done anything wrong. 


He even furrowed his eyebrows while looking at him. 


‘I remember this situation, but it’s still shocking to see it 
again.’ 


When he saw that Frey had yet to say anything, he finally 
spoke. 


“The Lord is calling for you.” 
He crossed the line. 


Thinking this, Frey got up from his seat and stared at Fabian 
for a moment before saying. 


“Don’t forget to knock next time.” 
“huh?” 


Fabian was taken aback and asked with a confused 
expression. 


He was surprised by Frey’s sudden words. 


The timid young master who would get embarrassed just 
from being looked at too strongly was now talking to him in 
such an informal tone. 


With an indifferent expression, Frey spoke again. 


“I will forgive you this time. But there won’t be a second 
time.” 


“ah. Yes.” 


Fabian nodded in a confused manner with his head tilted to 
the side. 


‘what was that?’ 

Did he just get reprimanded? 

“Where is my father?” 

“In the dining room on the first floor.” 

Frey immediately headed to the dining room. 


There, he found the entire Blake family sitting around a long 
table. 


Isaka, Letia, Mischael and Heinz. 
Their eyes turn to look at him at the same time. 


“Amazing. It’s been a while since | last saw you, but now, it 
seems that you have become quite proud.” 


When Mischael spoke out with a very sharp tone, Frey simply 
bowed his head and held back a sigh. 


“Sorry.” 


“Hmph. Do you think that’s enough? You are the reason 
we've been wait-” 


“That’s enough, Mischael.” 

Isaka interrupted him before turning to Frey. 
“Sit. We will talk after we eat.” 

“Yes.” 


Frey took his seat. 


Unfortunately, it was beside Leita. 
Frey picked up a spoon while shooting a glance at her. 


Leita turned her head to him with a mysterious expression 
on her face while taking a sip of tea. 


“Do you have something to say?” 

Frey pretended to flinch and shook his head. 

“N-, no.” 

“Hmmm.” 

Leita turned her head without questioning him further. 


Not long afterwards, the food came out, and for a moment, 
only the sound of the cutlery could be heard. 


‘They won’t say anything while having dinner.’ 
It was one of the tacit rules of the Blake family. 
Frey cut the steak before him and began eating, 
The meal soon ended. 


The quality of the food was incredibly high so it was the 
most satisfying meal that Frey had in a long time. (TL: ironic) 


He felt a bit drowsy after having a few sips of wine with his 
meal, but Frey cleared it away with his mana before turning 
to Isaka. 


The important part was coming. 


“Frey, where have you been?” 


Frey put on a determined expression while saying. 
“| wanted to travel the world.” 

“Hahaha...” 

A laugh filled with ridicule. 

Needless to say, it came from Heinz. 


“So you didn’t go back to the Westroad Academy, huh? You 
know you've been expelled, don’t you?” 


“Yes, ” 


“You didn’t enter the academy with your own ability in the 
first place. Do you understand what I’m saying? It took a lot 
of money and effort to get you into that school.” 


“My deepest apologies.” 

“Teh...” 

Frey lowered his head, and Mischael snorted. 

“You don’t have to listen to any more of this, Father.” 
Then, he turned to look at Frey. 


“You want to travel the world? That’s a good excuse. It 
seems to me that he had a miserable time at the academy 
and ran away because he couldn't take it. Truly the trash of 
the Blake family.” 


l ” 


Isaka didn’t try to stop Mischael, Leita continued drinking 
her tea and Heinz acted like he wasn’t interested in what 


was going on. 

It seemed that they were waiting to see his reaction. 

“|I didn’t run away.” 

“Really? Then did you get anything from your ‘travels’?” 
Mischael Blake. 


It was like he was looking for any reason to continue the 
argument. 


Frey felt a bit dirty as it was like being bitten by a child over 
and over, but the situation itself wasn’t bad. 


He couldn’t openly confront Isaka because he was the head 
of the family, and he needed to be careful around Leita. 


Heinz could be considered an ally. 


This meant that Mischael was the easiest target among 
those in the dining room. 


“| did.” 

“Hoh. Tell me what you got.” 
“At least.” 

Frey locked gazes with Heinz. 


“I don’t think I’d lose to you, brother.” 


Chapter 116: Blake 
Family(7 ) 


“Puhaha!” 


Mischael burst out laughing, Isaka smiled slightly and Leita 
covered her mouth with her hand. 


Only Heinz maintained his calm indifference. 


Mischael looked at Frey with tears in his eyes from laughing 
too hard. 


“I guess you have some pride now. At least it’s better than 
the old days when you were more timid than a mouse.” 


Mischael’s gaze became cold. 

“Distinguish courage and foolhardiness, stupid.” 

“I know how to make the distinction.” 

The atmosphere in the room suddenly became frozen. 
Mischael wasn’t smiling anymore. 


Instead, displeasure and disgust were clearly visible in his 
gaze. 


It was the same way one would look at a bug if it landed on 
them. (TL: before or after freaking out?) 


What was wrong with this weakling who used to tremble 
with a single glare? 


“Because we are in front of father, l'Il let this go once.” 
“You don’t need to let it go.” 
“are you really out of your mind?” 


When Frey openly challenged him, Mischael expressed his 
anger in a threatening way. 


But Frey didn’t stand down at all. 


Instead, he completely ignored Mischael’s posturing and 
took a sip of tea. 


“...oKay. Good. | intended to teach you some manners later, 
but it seems | have to do it much sooner than | expected. 
Follow me.” 


Mischael’s face burned red as he left the room. 


If it wasn’t for Leita and Isaka being in the room, he might 
have already flipped the table in anger. 


Frey got up and followed him. 

“It seems that child has changed a bit.” 
Leita giggled softly as she said. 

“Maybe we'll see an unexpected result.” 
“...no. Frey could never beat Mischael.” 


Isaka got up from his seat and followed Frey and Mischael 
with a stiff expression. 


Leita then turned to look at Heinz. 
“Heinz, aren’t you going to go watch?” 
“I’m not interested.” 


To be exact, it was obvious to him what the outcome would 
be. 


At Mischael’s level, he would be unable to win even if Frey 
decided to lay down and sleep during the fight. 


No, it would still be their loss even if the entire Blake family 
tried to fight him. 


The Blake family was a Wizard family, but no matter how 
many wizards they had, they would all be powerless in front 
of an 8 star Wizard. 


‘I’m not sure about the Apostle.’ 


Heinz also knew that there was an Apostle among the 
members of the Blake family. 


Personally, he believed that it was the family head, Isaka. 
“Hmm. | see.” 
Leita gave a mysterious smile. 


Heinz shot a glance at his mother and a thought flashed in 
his mind. 


He had a faint feeling that this woman in front of him, Leita, 
his mother, could also be the Apostle. 


x KO 


The training ground in the mansion. 


Having come this far, Mischael now sported a suspicious 
expression. 


He couldn’t help but shoot an incredulous glare at Frey. 
‘Did he really lose his mind?’ 

This was his younger brother. 

No, he didn’t even consider him to be his brother. 


Unlike Heinz, who was second to none when it came to 
talent, Frey was pathetic in every way. 


He was trash who could not even use 1 star spells. 


This was why they didn’t share the secrets of the family with 
him and instead sent him away to the distant academy. 


Yet such a guy was now standing in front of him with a calm 
expression. 


This fact made his mood worsen. 

It wouldn’t be enough for him to just win. 

He had to make Frey realise the difference between them. 
So that he would never look at him in such a way again. 
“Cast the first spell.” 

“Huh?” 


When Frey tilted his head, Mischael let out a laugh. 


“I’m saying I’m giving the first move to the younger brother | 
haven't seen in a long time.” 


Frey wondered what his next move should be. 


When he glanced to the right, he found Isaka standing there 
without any expression on his face. 


And after a while, Leita walked over after receiving a parasol 
from an attendant. 


It wasn’t hard for him to beat Mischael. 


Certainly, he was a top notch Wizard, but he was only 
human. 


For Frey, who had been traveling together with the Demigod 
traitor, Riki, and had even encountered their leader, Lord, 
Mischael was as dangerous as a newborn baby. 


‘An overwhelming victory, a difficult victory, or an 
unfortunate defeat.’ 


Those were his three options. 
First, he’d need to get an idea of Mischael’s ability. 


After thinking this, Frey finally cast a spell after a very long 
time. 


“Magic Missile.” 
Chut. 


“aha” 


The disdain on Mischael’s face was evident. 


It seemed like he was thinking about what to do for a long 
time, but in the end, he only used the 1 star spell, Magic 
Missile? 


Shek. 
anes a 
He hurriedly scrambled to the right. 


In the same instant, the Magic Missile rapidly narrowed the 
distance and brushed past his side. 


‘What was that speed?’ 
Mischael’s embarrassment was palpable. 


He felt a stinging pain in his side as the spell had grazed 
him. 


Taht. 


Frey kicked off from the ground and rapidly approached 
Mischael. 


Isaka’s eyes shined slightly when he saw Frey’s movements. 
“Kuk! Ice Arrow!” 

Mischael hurriedly cast a spell. 

An arrow made of ice shot towards Frey. 

Its accuracy, soeed and power were intimidating. 


At least, for someone other than Frey. 


Paht. 


Frey didn’t slow down at all, and instead, he twisted his body 
to avoid the Ice Arrow. 


“What?!” 
It was a move that almost surpassed human ability. 


The shock was even greater for Mischael, who only saw Frey 
as a Wizard. 


Seeing this, Isaka clicked his tongue softly. 
‘He learned magic martial arts...’ 
That was the only explanation. 


Frey avoided three arrows and destroyed two more with his 
fists, but his advance didn’t slow down at all. 


In an instant, Frey arrived in front of Mischael. 
Their eyes met. 

“Spirit Fire!” 

Fwoosh! 

Flames engulfed Mischael’s body. 


This 5 star spell, Spirit Fire, was the strongest spell he had in 
his repertoire. 


The flames fluttered around Mischael as though they would 
burn anything that tried to approach him. 


But. 


Grab. (TL:...1 agonised over this sfx for literally ten minutes 
before giving up...) 


Frey ignored the Spirit Fire and grabbed Mischael by the 
collar. 


Shock covered Mischael’s face. 
Frey’s hand was burned by the flame. 


But the thing that shocked Mischael the most was Frey’s 
expression. 


Although his hand was being burnt, Frey’s face didn’t even 
twitch. 


“Ps-, psycho!” 


Frey raised his hand without saying anything and lifted 
Mischael’s body into the air. 


“Uh, uhh...” 


Dozens of spells passed through Mischael’s mind, but his 
mouth didn’t move at all. 


This was proof that he lacked practical experience. 
His ability to cope with unexpected situations was also poor. 


Spirit Fire, a 5 star spell, was burning his hand, but he was 
able to ignore that and continue fighting? 


What the hell were his nerves made of? 
Crack! 
“Kuk... !” 


Mischael’s body was slammed to the ground, and he 
coughed as the wind was knocked out of him. 


Isaka clicked his tongue. 
‘It’s over.’ 


The most important thing for Wizards was the ability to 
remain calm regardless of the situation. 


Failure to do this would result in hesitation while casting. 


And even if the spell did manage to get cast, it would only 
be about half as powerful as normal. 


Mischael was obviously shaken. 


No, he probably couldn't even think properly at that 
moment. 


Even now, as he lay on the ground, he probably didn’t 
realise what happened. 


On the other hand, Frey’s strategy was perfect. 


‘With the skill he displayed, Frey didn’t need to say the 
name to cast Magic Missile.’ 


Yet he’d done so anyway. 
In a loud voice that Mischael was able to hear. 


This was obviously deliberately done to make him lower his 
guard. 


Mischael’s carelessness had reached the peak when he saw 
Frey, who had been thinking for such a long time, cast a 1 
star spell. 


But the Magic Missile had been fast and threatening. 
At that point, Mischael’s composure was slightly shaken. 


Then, Frey quickly narrowed the distance, which was an 
unthinkable move for a Wizard. 


Mischael used Ice Arrow to fend him off, but it didn’t work. 


His carelessness had vanished, but in its place was 
confusion. 


At that point, the match had been decided. 
Frey looked down at Mischael. 


He had no grudge against this man, and the match had 
already ended. 


However, Frey Blake’s debt still remained. 
Kuk. 
Frey clenched his fist. 


Then he put it right in front of the face of Mischael, who was 
groaning in pain. 


Pak. 
“Ugh...!” 


He felt a slight resistance before his nose bones were 
crushed. 


Blood quickly covered Mischael’s face. 


“Li-, Little Master!” 

Someone cried out from the side. 

It was Alexandro, the steward he’d met before. 
He came running over with a white face. 

“l-, FII take him to get treated!” 


With those words, he quickly ran back into the mansion with 
Mischael on his back. 


If it was dealt with quickly, they might be able to fix his 
crushed nose. 


Then Isaka walked up to Frey as he wiped the blood from his 
fist. 


The burns from the Spirit Fire stung a bit, but it was still 
bearable. 


“You learned magic martial arts.” 


“I thought it would be difficult to win with magic, so | tried 
something else.” 


“It was excellent.” 

“thank you.” 

Isaka spoke with pure admiration. 

Frey was certain that he hadn’t garnered any suspicion. 


‘Using martial arts was indeed the wisest decision.’ 


If he had only used magic to defeat Mischael, they would 
have wondered how he got so strong so quickly, but since he 
also made use of martial arts, they would not question him. 


The duel had highlighted Frey’s exceptional wit and quick 
judgement while also emphasising Mischael’s sloppiness 
and inexperience, so Isaka wouldn’t think that Frey’s skill 
was too high. 


In conclusion, he had managed to attain an overwhelming 
victory without revealing any of his true strength. 


“But magic martial arts also requires mana. Has your mana 
sensitivity increased from before?” 


“It’s improved a lot since then.” 
“Hmm.” 

...He had changed. 

Isaka was Sure of it. 

Was it an awakening? 


He couldn’t help but think of the Frey of the past, who would 
always be extremely timid in front of him. 


“It was a great display of skill. Magic Warrior. There’s also 
that path,” 


He had a surprisingly calm reaction. 
Frey, who was puzzled, couldn’t help but ask. 


“Is it really okay for me to learn martial arts?” 


“It doesn’t matter. You're the third son anyway. Plus, we're 
not a Wizard Family. We’re a Magic Family.” (TL: coughs in 
translator) 


‘You are the third son anyway.’ 
Frey’s expression became a bit strange when he heard that. 
These were words that ‘Frey’ had longed to hear in the past. 


It was a remark made by a father who finally recognised his 
child, but it didn’t affect Frey in any way. 


He was more curious about Isaka’s calmness. 


This was because he showed no reaction even when the 
family’s eldest son and heir, Mischael, had to be carried 
away with a destroyed nose. 


‘Is he really a 7 star Wizard?’ 
It was then. 


Leita, who had walked over while they were talking, gave 
Frey a beautiful smile. 


“I’m proud of you, Frey.” 
Even Frey was made speechless at that moment. 


If a stranger had been looking at this scene, they would 
think that she was a mother who cared deeply for her child. 


But that was impossible, 


The cold Isaka in front of him, the smiling Leita, Mischael, 
who had been carried away before, and even Heinz, who was 
not there, had all made Frey’s childhood a nightmare. 


Heinz might have been forced by circumstances, but that 
didn’t change the fact that he was one of the culprits who 
forced ‘Frey Blake’ to make the extreme decision of taking 
his own life. 


This was why Frey felt extremely disgusted watching Leita 
approach him with a motherly smile on her face. 


“Frey, do you remember Princess Fiore that you met in the 
afternoon?” 


Leita spoke in a quiet voice. 
“Of course | remember.” 


“Why do you think the princess, who is favored by the 
Emperor, came to our family?” 


“I don’t know.” 
“She came to pick a husband.” 
“huh?” 


“Originally, | was thinking of choosing Mischael or Heinz. 
Because they’re both of age to start their own families.” 


That was completely unexpected. 


He didn’t even know why she was bringing up such a topic 
with him. 


Well, the Blake family’s prestige certainly wasn’t much lower 
than that of the imperial family, but... 


“But now that I think about it, you would also be a perfect 
match for the princess.” 


Mt ” 


Frey fell silent at Leita’s words. 
An arranged marriage? 
He never would have expected such a thing. 


Even when he saw the engagement between Peran and 
Sonia, he didn’t think that he would have to go through 
something like that. 


Much less with a party like the Third Princess. 
Leita laughed as she saw Frey’s expression. 


“Although the Third Princess certainly isn’t young, she is still 
the best prospective bride as she lacks nothing, being it 
appearance, pedigree, or intellect. She is the perfect 
partner.” 


“| know that. But it’s so sudden.” 


“Well, | have no intention of revealing it to the public 
immediately. First, we’d need to raise your reputation, which 
has been swimming at the bottom for such a long time. So 
as to not make Fiore embarrassed to have you as a partner.” 


l ” 


“Fortunately, the princess doesn’t seem to have a bad 
opinion of you. It might just be a small appreciation right 
now, but it will certainly develop into a good relationship if 
you keep meeting over time.” 


Although it was incredibly surprising, he didn’t have any 
reason to accept. 


Just as Frey opened his mouth to reject the offer. 


“Don’t be hasty. If you do this, you could proudly become a 
true member of the Blake family.” 


“What would that change?” 
Leita let out a low laugh. 


“We'll share the secrets of our family.” 


Chapter 117: The Third 
Imperial Princess(1 ) 


“| need time to think.” 

“Is three days enough?” 

“That’s enough.” 

‘Alright. Get some rest.” 

At Isaka’s words, Frey bowed once and returned to his room. 
Coincidentally, it was the butler, Fabian, who led the way. 


When he met Frey’s eyes, he subconsciously lowered his 
head as he said. 


“I, | will guide you.” 


When he returned to the room, Fabian spoke with a stiff 
expression, unlike earlier. 


“Do you need anything else?” 
“The room.” 


Frey slowly walked over to the window sill and rubbed his 
finger through the dust that had accumulated there. 


“Don’t you think it’s a bit dirty?” 


“l-, I’m sorry. l'Il immed-” 


“No. l'Il bear it for today, so take care of it tomorrow.” 

“PII make sure to clean it while you are having your meal.” 
Frey then pointed at the closet. 

“Add some more clothes there.” 

“Yes.” 


“Right. And I’m thinking about going to bed right away 
today. I’m a little sensitive while | sleep so...” 


“I will station a guard. | hope you sleep well.” 
He catches on quickly. 


Fabian immediately left the room when Frey dismissed him 
with the shake of his hand. 


The attitude he displayed was very different to what he had 
shown before. 


But this was natural. 


That man had been able to knock down the heir of the Blake 
family, Mischael Blake, in a one on one duel. 


Moreover, Isaka and Leita, who had always ignored him 
before, were showing signs of acknowledging Frey as their 
son. 


Only a few servants, including Fabian, had witnessed the 
fight, but it was certain that everyone in the mansion would 
learn of it by the next day. 


Naturally, Frey’s reputation in the mansion would also rise 
significantly. 


Frey Blake, the loser who had been ignored by everyone was 
no longer present. 


In his place was Frey Blake, the third son of the Blake family. 
Fabian was certain. 


By the next day, there would be no one else who dared to 
ignore him. 


x x OX 
Frey was laying on his bed. 


Unlike what he told Fabian, he actually had no intention of 
sleeping. 


Instead, he had a much more important task than fighting 
Mischael and gaining recognition. 


Frey closed his eyes and muttered in a low voice. 
“Darkming.” 

Shik. 

The intermediate Dark Spirit, Darkming, appeared. 
It looked at Frey with a drowsy look in its eyes. 


“I want you to alert me as soon as someone with a hostile 
aura approaches. Can you do that?” 


Darkming nodded. 


It could do that much. 


Naturally, this Spirit, which looked very much like a house 
cat, was not very good at fighting. 


Frey’s greatest trump card was that he could summon Asura, 
the ruler of the Slaughter Hell. 


If he protected him, then no one in the mansion would be 
able to hurt him. 


‘| could make the summoning circle and call him, but...’ 


He couldn’t just ask a proud ruler of the Demon World to be 
his bodyguard. 


Darkming was enough. 

“Ghost.” 

Shik. 

Frey’s spirit body came out of his real body. 
This was that 8 star spell, Ghost. 


He was now in a state where he could ignore all the laws of 
physics and almost all physical attacks. 


Naturally, he was still able to cast some spells. 


Most importantly, those who were at a lower level than him 
wouldn’t be able to see him at all. 


It was the perfect spell to search the mansion. 


Frey floated through the wall and began searching the 
house. 


He didn’t believe that anyone would be able to see through 
his spell. 


No human at least. 

‘Leyrin.’ 

He couldn’t forget her existence. 

Riki had heavily injured three Demigods in their fight. 
Agni, Ananta and Nozdog. 

‘Leyrin and Lord are still okay.’ 

Leyrin might be in the Blake family residence. 


He wasn’t sure, but Frey still made sure that he was fully 
prepared for the possibility. 


He slowly and patiently expanded the scope of his search. 
He wasn’t anxious. 
Not even a little. 


For Frey, patience was one of the virtues he was most 
confident in. 


And sooner than he expected, he was able to find the 
characters he was looking for. 


“id you mean that?” 
“Of course | was.” 


Isaka and Leita Blake, the two people in charge of the Blake 
family, were having a serious conversation in their room. 


Fortunately, neither of them seemed to notice Frey’s 
presence. 


He continued listening to their conversation from a short 
distance away. 


“Is it because Mischael is like that?” 


“| won’t say it doesn’t have some sway in the decision. 
Alexandro took him to the best physician we have and got 
the diagnosis. His nasal bones were completely crushed, and 
it'll take at least two weeks to heal.” 


Leita shrugged. 


“We can’t send him to the imperial family with a crushed 
nose, can we?” 


“Right. But we still have Heinz.” 


“It can’t be Heinz. Don’t you already know? That child’s 
talent, his role.” 


Isaka was silent for a moment before finally speaking in his 
characteristic, cold tone. 


“...now | understand. You intend to use Frey as a disposable 
card.” 


“Huhu. Frey came back at the perfect time. With some 
improvement as well.” 


Frey furrowed his eyebrows. 


With the help of the light from the lone candle in the room, 
he was able to make out a gentle smile on Leita’s face. 


“You were originally going to use Mischael, weren’t you?” 


“If worst came to worst, that was the plan, yes. As you know, 
Fiore, the Third Princess, is no pushover. Even in the whole 
empire, the people smarter than her can be counted on one 
hand.” 


She sighed. 
“It’s a pity that such a talent couldn’t be on our side.” 
“She’s not a member of the Circle.” 


“Yes. Leyrin has the entire imperial family in the palm of her 
hand, so if any risk factors pop up, they’d immediately be 
ousted.” 


Nevertheless, she did not completely obey the orders she 
got from their side. 


Whenever they requested help, she would come up with a 
plausible excuse and devise ways to extricate herself. 


Isaka sighed. 

“On the surface, Princess Fiore is maintaining her neutrality.” 
“That’s right.” 

Leita nodded. 


“And yet she proved her worth to Leyrin. She’s a very 
cunning girl. She’s walking on a tightrope with her own life 
as collateral... | can’t believe she’s made it so far.” 


If she was born a boy or had talent in the fields of magic, 
martial arts or swordsmanship, her situation would have 
been many times more difficult than it currently was. 


It was the same for her status. 


She was fortunate to have been born into such an 
ambiguous position like the Third Princess. 


“Moreover, the Third Princess is backed by the Eleventh 
Tower Master. And it’s still troublesome for Leyrin to deal 
with him at the moment.” 


The Eleventh Tower Master. 
It was a title he’d heard from Hector not so long ago. 


He was one of the three best alchemists on the entire 
continent. 


‘Isn't he also the secret protector of the Empire?’ 
At that time, he hadn’t paid much attention to it. 


After all, even if he was the Empire’s guardian, he wouldn’t 
be able to do much against the Demigods. 


But now, Leita had brought up the Eleventh Tower Master 
again. 


‘It seems he has the ability to deter the Demigods a little.’ 
Frey became curious about his identity. 


If he had the chance, he would have liked to meet him 
somehow. 


No, it wasn’t an option. 
He had to meet him. 


If he wasn’t on the Demigod’s side, then Frey had to meet 
him. 


“Can’t we cooperate with others from the imperial family? 
The Third Prince or Fifth Prince, even the First Princess. Their 
ambition makes them much easier to deal with, and their 
influence in the imperial family is just as high as Fiore’s.” 


“It’s impossible. Only Fiore can give us what we want.” 
Isaka sighed and muttered. 

“Aluminium.” 

“Shh.” 

Leita put her finger to her lips and slowly looked around. 


“Don’t you know that Leyrin told use to maintain strict 
secrecy about that term?” 


“I know, but it’s strange. Isn’t it an alloy that Leyrin made 
herself? Why do we need to rely on the princess?” 


“Because we need her skills to get a hold of a large quantity 
of ‘Harkon’, the most essential metal for creating 
lluminium.” 


“Hmm...” 


“She doesn’t know why we need it. And if we urge her or 
show her that we need it desperately, she would grow 
suspicious. | can’t keep doing this tiring thing forever...” 


“So you want to make her a member of the Blake family, 
ostensibly.” 


Leita smiled and nodded. 


“Just bringing her out of the imperial family is enough to 
greatly restrict her movements. At least, she wouldn’t be 


able to act as freely as she is now.” 


If her status as Third Princess disappeared, Fiore would no 
longer be so hard to deal with. 


Moreover, if they brought her into the Blake family, then 
they might be able to coax her over to their side over time. 


“Up until now, Fiore has been against marriage. But she’s 
already 25 years old, so she is being forced to make a 
decision.” 


“true. There’s still one more thing I'd like to ask.” 
“What is it?” 

“Where is Leyrin now?” 

Frey held his breath and looked at Leita’s lips. 
However, Leita simply let out a smile and said. 
“That’s none of your business.” 
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At that moment, there was a subtle flash of emotion on 
Isaka’s face. 


Leita didn’t notice, but from his position, Frey was able to 
see it clearly. 


‘Hmm... is Isaka...’ 
Frey shook his head after making some guesses. 


It didn’t matter to him anyway. 


That was all he heard that was worth listening to. 


From then, the conversation turned to the family situation, 
the magic tower and the Circle. 


There was no useful information, but Frey still stayed around 
just in case. 


An hour passed, and the candle went out. 
Only then did Frey return to his room. 


It was already dawn, but he didn’t feel tired at all. He simply 
sat on his bed and organised his thoughts. 
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.. SO. 


Leita had been ordered by Leyrin to mass produce 
Illuminium. 


But to do that, they needed large quantities of metal called 
‘Harkon’, which they needed the help of the Third Princess, 
Fiore, to acquire. 


Currently, the princess didn’t know that Harkon was so 
useful to the Demigods, and it was possible that they might 
encounter problems if she were to find out, such as an 
interruption of the supply. 


That was why they planned to bring Fiore into the Blake 
family and then forcefully isolate her, gradually weakening 
her influence. 
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Leita’s plan seemed plausible at first glance, but Frey was 
more curious as to how Fiore would face this plan. 


After all, he didn’t think that the Third Princess, labeled the 
Sapphire of the Imperial Family, would fall so easily. 


‘Maybe she has a plan, too.’ 
Frey finished organizing his thoughts. 
The Blake family, IIluminium and the Eleventh Tower Master. 


Princess Fiore was related to all three of these things, so Frey 
decided to start there, 


‘The question is, how would we meet?’ 


Even if they were to meet, it would be in the Blake family or 
the imperial family, neither of which was suitable. 


They wouldn't be able to talk about anything sensitive as it 
was more likely they would be separated before they could. 


If possible, it would be better for the two of them to talk ina 
quiet, deserted place alone. 


Frey currently had no way to contact her. 


However, he was unexpectedly given the opportunity the 
very next day as Fiore came to the Blake family without 
warning. 


Chapter 118: The Third 
Imperial Princess(2) 


“If you have contacted us beforehand, we would have 
prepared to receive you.” 


“It’s fine. | didn’t come for any serious business.” 
Fiore smiled gently as she took a sip of tea. 

Dak. 

“By the way, where’s Mischael?” 

Leita answered with a calm expression. 


“He has returned to the tower for a while. | heard that there’s 
a meeting for the Floor Masters. If he knew you were coming, 
he definitely would have postponed his departure.” 


“Ah, now that you mention it, | just remembered Mischael is 
a Floor Master.” 


Fiore, who was smiling, suddenly furrowed her brows slightly. 
“Huh? But that’s strange.” 
“What is?” 


“Mischael is a member of the 9th Magic Tower, isn’t he? | 
thought the Floor Master meeting was held four days ago.” 
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The atmosphere cooled down a little. 


Leita’s fingertips paused a bit as she reached to pick up her 
cup, but her expression didn’t change. 


“...maybe there was an unexpected situation which forced 
them to call for another Floor Master meeting.” 


“| see. The 9th Magic Tower is to the east, isn’t it? l'Il stop by 
later to find out what kind of trouble has arisen.” 


“I don’t think it would be something the princess would 
need to worry about.” 


“Thank you for your consideration. But I’m a very meticulous 
person, so | can’t just let this go.” 


As she said that, Fiore let out a soft laugh. 
Leita smiled. 


Both of them were smiling, but Frey couldn’t see the subtle 
trace of emotion on Leita’s face. 


‘She’s pushing her.’ 
Princess Fiore was pressing Leita. 


And there was no way for Leita, who had been making 
excuses without thinking about it too deeply, to fool her, 
someone who had memorised the schedules for all ten 
magic towers, without the correct details. 


The atmosphere had been completely upturned by Fiore. 


Then, with a relaxed expression, she turned towards Frey. 


“Yesterday, you left so quickly that we did not get the 
chance to have a proper conversation. So l'Il introduce 
myself again. | am Fiore Diak Kastkau, Third Princess of the 
Kastkau Empire.” 


“lam Frey Blake, third son of the Blake family. It is an honour 
to meet you again.” 


Fiore slowly rose up from her seat. 


“Frey, would it be okay for me to request a tour of the 
mansion?” 


She was formally asking him to escort her. 
As it was impolite to reject a lady’s request, Frey nodded. 
“It would be my honour.” 


Isaka, Fiore and Heinz also began rising from their seats, but 
Fiore shook her head gently. 


“| would like to talk to Frey alone.” 

“Will you be okay?” 

“Of course.” 

There was some suspicion in Leita’s eyes. 


She and her husband were already thinking about making 
Frey her husband, but when she saw Fiore being so 
interested in him, she felt suspicious instead. 


Maybe these two already knew each other or had some kind 
of secret conversation that she didn’t know about. 


“I heard you were a student at the Westroad Academy?” 
“| dropped out of school...” 

To be precise, he had been expelled from the school. 
“Then do you know Peran?” 

Peran? 

Was Fiore an acquaintance of Peran? 

. If not. 

“He’s one of my few friends.” 

“Wow.” 

Fiore gave a wide smile. 


“I used to play with Peran when we were younger. | haven’t 
been able to meet him these past few years since I’ve been 
so busy, but we still exchange letters on occasion.” 


“| see,” 
“I'd like you to tell me about Peran. Is that okay?” 


Frey rose from his seat and offered the approaching Fiore his 
arm. 
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Leita had no choice but to watch this without saying 
anything. 


She had already made a mistake by mentioning the Floor 
Master meeting. Fiore didn’t say anything else about it now, 


but if she kept pushing, there was a high chance that she 
would bring it up once more. 
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They went to the garden. 


She had formally requested a tour of the mansion, but it was 
obvious she just wanted a chance for the two of them to be 
alone. 


“Peran has always been interested in magical science since 
we were children. He especially liked the Great Mage, Lukas 
Trowman...” 


“He’s become a fanatic.” 
“Ahaha.” 


It looked like they were just having a pleasant conversation, 
but that wasn’t entirely the case. 


Fiore would occasionally look around, and Frey noticed that 
she wasn’t just admiring the scenery. 


‘There are people tailing us.’ 


Instead, she was looking at the people that Leita had sent to 
follow them. 


They weren’t hiding. Instead, they disguised themselves as 
servants, and they were scattered everywhere. 


This made it annoying because they couldn’t question them. 


At first glance, they were only servants who were 
preoccupied with the management of the mansion, so they 
couldn’t make them leave. 


The servants didn’t get too close, but they still pressured 
Frey and Fiore. 


This was Leita’s intention. 


They weren’t enough to be obvious, but they were enough 
to be annoying. 


“ah!” 
It was then. 


Fiore tripped over something and stumbled, and Frey 
hurriedly caught her. 


“Ah... thank you.” 

“Are you hurt anywhere?” 

“I'm fine.” 

Fiore smiled shyly as she stood up straight once again. 
There was some disturbance for a while, but that was all. 
Afterwards, they continued their friendly conversation. 


The two of them circled the garden about two times before 
returning to the mansion as the sun began to set. 


Fiore greeted Isaka and left the mansion. 


And when Frey returned to his room, he took a note out of 
his pocket. 


The note that Fiore had placed there after her ‘fall’. 


[2 am, Millakid Inn 3-B] 
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The reason she chose that time was in consideration of Frey. 


After all, it would be very suspicious if he decided to go out 
right after being alone with the princess. 


Of course, he still had to move stealthily when he left just 
after midnight, but it wouldn’t be that difficult. 


A map of the Millakid Inn, which was located not far from the 
Blake family residence, was also included on the note, so he 
could arrive there with Warp. 


There would also be no trace left because it was only a short 
distance Warp. 


‘The only problem is if someone comes to my room.’ 


It was possible that Isaka or Leita would suddenly visit him 
during the night. 


If they found out that he was away, he would definitely be 
interrogated upon his return. 


Frey didn’t want them to even have the slightest bit of 
suspicion. Not yet at least. 


He wanted them to act as they would normally so he could 
make use of their lack of caution. 


After all, it was only because their guards were lowered that 
Frey was able to eavesdrop on Leita and Isaka’s conversation 
the night before. 


If they knew Frey was an 8 star Wizard, then even if they 
were in a secure area, they would never discuss sensitive 
topics like Fiore or IIluminium. 


After thinking for a moment, Frey went to find Heinz. 
“I’m going to be away just after midnight.” 

“Are you going to meet the princess?” 

“Right.” 


When Frey nodded, Heinz pondered for a moment before 
saying. 


“Go and come back quickly. If you get caught, I will cover for 
you.” 


Frey didn’t completely trust Heinz, but they shared a secret. 


Moreover, Heinz wasn’t the type to lie needlessly, so he 
didn’t have anything to worry about. 


Frey waited in his room and then left the mansion at 1 am. 


Just in case something happened, he changed his 
appearance with an illusion once again. 


His appearance had once again become that of Kain Rixton. 
Shuk. 


Frey’s figure suddenly appeared in the air above a street 
before gently floating to a back alley. 


Taht. 
He was immediately hit by a foul smell. 


Some of the streets of Pillat might not have been very clean, 
but the back alleys were much worse. 


Frey brushed some dust from his robe and walked into the 
street. 


lam. 


This was usually the time when people would be asleep, but 
Pillat’s nightlife seemed to have only just begun. 


Mercenaries gathered in groups of three to five and slammed 
their pints of beer against each other loudly. 


It wasn’t hard for him to cross the lively street. 
Frey looked around a bit before heading to the Millakid Inn. 


From the outside, it was a larger and more luxurious inn than 
he’d initially expected. 


It was not a place where Mercenaries, who lived from 
paycheck to paycheck, would be able to enjoy. 


Creak. 
“Welcome.” 


When he opened the door and entered, the clerk bowed and 
greeted him. 


His attitude was calm and reserved. 


“We provide meals and lodging. Which would you like to 
have?” 


“Lodging.” 
“Are you alone?” 


“My party has already booked a room. 3-B” 
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The clerk paused for a moment before nodding and saying. 
“Here’s the key.” 

Frey took the key and headed to the third floor. 


Then, he turned the doorknob to the room with the 
nameplate B. 


There was no need for him to use the key as the door was 
already open. 


The room was spacious and quiet. 


Fiore was sitting calmly on a chair. When she heard the door, 
she turned her head and gave a gentle smile. 


“You're early.” 


Even though he was using the face of Kain Rixton, she didn’t 
show any surprise. 


She couldn’t have seen through the illusion because she 
hadn't learned magic. 


Frey sat in front of her without responding. 


Fiore raised an eyebrow when she saw the attitude that was 
completely different from the one she had seen earlier. 


“I’ve heard of your prestige.” 
“Prestige?” 


“The Trowman Rings’ new Circle Rounder.” 


Frey was still unresponsive. 

“Oh my. You’re not surprised.” 

“Why would | be surprised?” 

“I know your hidden identity.” 

She was testing his reaction. 

Frey shook his head. 

He didn’t want to deal with such a troublesome process. 


“Let’s skip the nonsense, Princess Fiore. If you didn’t know 
that in the first place, you wouldn’t have had a reason to 
contact me.” 


The most important factor when maintaining neutrality was 
to have good sources of information. 


You needed to have a good understanding of the situation 
on both sides so you could take care of yourself. 


Fiore had a good understanding of some of the inner 
workings of the Demigods as well as the Circle. 


And Frey had learned from Heinz that he had become 
somewhat famous in the Circle. 


He was called the young Archmage who had revived the 
Trowman Rings. 


Fiore would only have tried to contact him after learning that 
fact. 


“well. You're right.” 


After being silent fora moment, Fiore shrugged. 


“In any case, | wanted to meet you. The young talent who 
brilliantly revived the fallen Trowman Rings. Well, these 
days... it looks a bit precarious.” 


When Fiore suddenly brought up the Trowman Rings, she 
especially emphasized the last part. 


It seemed she intended to break Frey’s composure by 
mentioning the circle he was a part of. 


But Frey’s expressionless face didn’t even twitch, and he 
clicked his tongue inwardly. 


She still had yet to bring up the main point. 


Instead, it seemed that she wanted to understand Frey’s 
disposition and, if possible, take the initiative and direct the 
conversation. 


This was one of the bad habits of people who had been 
rolling in the muddy pit known as politics for too long. 


‘The conversation won't progress until this little 
reconnaissance skirmish has ended.’ 


The look in Frey’s eyes changed a little. 

If she wanted to have a battle, then so be it. 
“Is that so?” 

“Haven't you been in contact with them?” 


“I’ve been busy.” 
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Fiore was momentarily perplexed by Frey’s indifference. 


She was confident that when it came to psychological 
warfare, she would not lose to anyone. 


No one could disagree when she was easily handling Leita, 
who could be said to be quite proficient at politics. 


But the man in front of her was different. 
ʻI can't tell.’ 


She couldn't tell what he was thinking because he remained 
expressionless, regardless of how much she poked and 
prodded. 


Even when she mentioned his hidden identity or the 
situation of his circle, he remained indifferent. 


Or was he just pretending to be calm? 


‘He’s only around twenty. He never stepped foot in the 
political arena...’ 


No, her plan had been wrong from the start. 
Fiore understood that now. 


The man in front of her was a 7 star Archmage. Honestly, 
when she had heard it before, she had only half believed it. 


After all, Frey Blake was only a little over the age of 
adulthood. 


No genius ever recorded in the history of the continent had 
ever been able to become an Archmage at that age. 


But if it was true. 


If Frey Blake really was 7 stars, then he would have had the 
ability to maintain his composure regardless of the situation. 


‘If SO.’ 
She had to choose another tactic. 


Just as Fiore was about to open her mouth after a brief 
calculation. 


“By the way.” 
Frey finally spoke. 


As his voice sounded out, Fiore almost jumped out of her 
seat. 


The timing was so exquisite that it made her speechless of a 
moment. 


‘...He was aiming for that.’ 

Impossible. 

There was no way. 

It had to be a coincidence. 

Thinking this, Fiore gave him a smile. 
“What is it?” 

“I also wanted to meet the princess alone.” 
“...you’re doing it now, aren’t you?” 


“Is that so?” 


Frey’s gaze met Fiore’s. 

“Then the one hiding in the ceiling is an enemy.” 
Kuoh. 

Mana raged around him. 


Even she, someone who couldn’t use magic, was able to tell 
the sheer power of the mana he was releasing. 


It was not a joke. He was serious. 
Fiore spoke up hurriedly. 

“Wa-, wait!” 

“What is it?” 

“he’s my bodyguard.” 

Shuk. 

The mana disappeared. 

Frey then muttered in a careless tone. 


“| see. | hope you'd tell me earlier next time. | almost killed 
him.” 


It was intentionally direct, an intentional threat. 
This man knew. 


He must have noticed from the moment he entered the room 
that there was someone hiding in the ceiling and that the 
person hiding was most likely her subordinate. 


Nevertheless, he purposely unleashed his mana before 
adding that he almost killed them. 


The reason was obvious. 
He had taken the initiative. 
‘That was an act?’ 

Fiore was dumbfounded. 


In her eyes, Frey was no longer a young man who had just 
entered his twenties. 


Instead, he was like an old noble who had been rolling 
around in the political arena for decades. 


‘Now, then.’ 
Frey adjusted himself slightly and looked at Fiore. 


‘| think we can have a proper conversation now.’ 


Chapter 119: The Third 
Imperial Princess(3) 


Taht. 
Someone dropped down from the ceiling. 
It was a woman whose face was hidden behind a mask. 


She was wearing a tight-fitting nocturnal suit, which made it 
easy to tell her gender. 


Her mask only covered half her face and left her forehead 
exposed, her rich black hair tied back in one braid. 


Overall, she gave off a very cold impression. 
“You're her bodyguard?” 
“Yes. That’s right.” 


A fake smile would never work on this man, so she didn’t 
bother to waste her time doing so. 


Fiore’s expression changed as she thought of how to proceed 
with this conversation. 


‘| hate to admit it.’ 
She had to admit it. 


This battle had ended in her defeat. 


Her complete and utter defeat. 

“Using an Assassin as a bodyguard. How eccentric.” 
“Veronica isn’t an Assassin.” 

Fiore quickly denied it. 


It would not be good for her if he used that fact to pressure 
her. 


Frey nodded as he said. 


“My apologies. She’s wearing a voice modulating mask, a 
black leopard skin bodysuit and has nine daggers, so | was 
mistaken.” 


Fiore pressed her temples. 


It was a habit that she’d developed when she felt mentally 
burdened. 
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...NOO. 
She couldn’t even feel admiration anymore. 
Finally, she nodded, trying to minimize her losses. 
“You're right. Veronica is an Assassin.” 


Even if she admitted it, she knew she wouldn’t get much of 
a reaction. 


At that point, Fiore felt like she might get more of a reaction 
from a wall of bricks. 


She was tired. 


She never would have expected that she could feel this tired 
after only engaging in psychological warfare with this 
person for a few minutes. 


Frey was right. 
The woman next to her, Veronica, was an Assassin. 


In fact, she was one of the most skilled Assassins on the 
entire continent. 


Veronica’s expression was cold. 


She was staring at Frey with an incredibly cold gaze. Her 
pride had been severely wounded by this man. 


“Why don’t you repeat what you said earlier?” 
Her eyes were practically burning. 


Fiore felt her reaction was unusual and quickly tried to stop 
her, but Frey’s response was even faster. 


“What | said earlier? Ah, | said | could kill you.” 


“Ha. A Wizard killing an Assassin. That sort of nonsense only 
comes out of the lips of Wizards who think too highly of 
themselves.” 


Then, she drew a dagger and glared at Frey. 
But Frey simply shook his head at her. 


“Are you really threatening a top-class Archmage? You don’t 
have the strength. Put your dagger away.” 


Piht. 
Clang. 
Fiore’s eyes opened wide. 


A small skirmish broke out, but her eyes couldn’t keep up 
with it. 


She looked at Veronica’s face. 
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Veronica had her head down with a somber expression on 
her face. 


The dagger in her hand had also disappeared. 


Frey, on the other hand, remained expressionless, and a 
dagger floated in front of his eyelid. 


Chang. 

“I will let this go this time because of your master.” 
“Don’t babble-” 

“Veronica, enough.” 


Fiore spoke out in a cold voice, and when she saw her fierce 
gaze, Veronica flinched and lowered her head. 


“alm sorry.” 


“I will forgive you this time. But if something like this 
happens again, there will be consequences.” 


“I will keep that in mind.” 


Veronica took a few steps back, and Fiore sighed inwardly 
before looking at Frey once more. 


“Please forgive my rudeness.” 
The sincerity in her voice was palpable. 
The implications behind this were clear. 


It meant that the princess no longer intended to treat this 
man like the ‘Blake family’s third son’ but like a ‘top class 
Archmage’. 


Frey shook his hand. 
“It’s fine. By the way... are you planning to let her stay?” 


“My status as the Third Princess makes it difficult to have 
private meetings without at least one guard.” 


If she wanted to keep her status as princess, there were 
certain concessions she had to make. 


There was no way that the things discussed here would be 
leaked anyway. 


Moreover, Veronica’s skills weren’t a threat to him. 
Frey nodded. 


The tedious battle of wits had truly come to an end, and 
now, the truly important topics could be discussed. 


“Then I will speak without hesitation. How much do you 
know about Leita’s plan?” 


Even when he said the Duchess’ name, Frey’s expression did 
not change even the slightest bit. 


It didn’t seem like he was talking about the mother who 
gave birth to him. 


‘My preparations were insufficient.’ 
Fiore bit her lips. 
She should have carried out more investigations on Frey. 


However, there was not much information on him as he was 
treated as a man abandoned by his family and had only 
been in the academy for a short period of time. 


After he came into contact with the Circle, his movements 
had been even more mysterious. 


Fiore decided to change her strategy. 


She had already lost the initiative, so she had to at least 
prove her worth. She couldn’t let the other person think she 
was incompetent. 


That was something she absolutely couldn’t let happen. 


“She wants to bring me into the Blake family to isolate me 
from the Imperial family... and.” 


Fiore hesitated as she wondered if she should continue. 


It couldn’t be helped. Because the information she was 
about to say was still unverified. 


‘but.’ 
That alone wasn’t enough. 


She could see it in Frey’s eyes. 


He was not urging her, he was just observing her quietly. 
But Fiore was able to tell what his true intentions were. 
‘He’s testing my value.’ 

She could tell that much. 


How long had it been since people started looking at her in 
that way? 


It wasn’t just a blessing to be born into the Imperial family. 


If you let down your guard a little or if you showed a flaw, 
you would be devoured without hesitation. 


After that, it was obvious. 


You would have to live the rest of your life like a puppet for 
your siblings. 


A truly miserable life. 


In order to not experience such a life, Fiore learned how to 
live. 


She made use of every resource available. Just to survive. 
The Circle and the Demigods were also tools used by Fiore. 
They always tested and questioned her value. 

And Fiore knew. 


The moment she didn’t live up to their expectations, she 
would lose her voice and her influence. After all, there were 
many members of the Imperial family for them to make use 
of. 


She didn’t want to end up like that, so Fiore desperately 
thought about what to do, and eventually, she found a way 
to survive. 


She had succeeded in showing her value to both sides. 
‘leven proved my worth to a Demigod.’ 

The man in front of her wasn’t much different from them. 
So Fiore strengthened her resolve and opened her mouth. 
“they need something from me.” 

“Hoh.” 

Frey quietly expressed his admiration. 

The look in his eyes changed for the first time. 

A flicker of interest could be seen. 

“Why do you think that?” 

She couldn’t miss this opportunity. 

Fiore licked her lips and continued her explanation. 


“The Blake family usually purchases magical materials, rare 
metals and magic tools from me. But in recent years, their 
purchases have tripled.” 


Triple. 
That was not a simple figure. 


After all, all the items that Fiore had just mentioned were 
quite expensive. 


Even if the family bought double, it would cost a jaw- 
dropping amount, not to mention triple. 


Such an amount would certainly be burdensome, even for 
the Blake family. 


“On the surface, they said they were using it for the study of 
magical science, but | didn’t fully believe that.” 


“Why? ” 


“Because items like Black Iron ingots and herbs unnecessary 
for magical science were included.” 


“Black Iron ingots can be used in alchemy. And the more 
herbs a family has in stock, the better, especially for large 
families.” 


He was arguing, but he wasn’t attacking her. 


Rather, it seemed like he wanted to see how she would 
respond. He even looked a little pleased at that moment. 


This was the first time that Frey had revealed any emotion to 
her. 
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At that moment, Fiore couldn’t help but see the image of her 
teacher projected onto his figure. 


No. 
No way. 


Of all the Wizards she knew, her teacher was the most 
amazing. 


She could admit that the man in front of her was really 
amazing, but there was absolutely no way that he could be 
compared to her teacher. 


Fiore calmed herself and said. 


“The amount was too much. No matter what they were 
making, they wouldn’t be able to make use of close to a ton 
of Black Iron in such a short time. Even the herbs came up to 
hundreds of kilograms. The amount they bought is well 
above the standard, even if we include all the members of 
the Blake family and their servants.” 
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“And they didn’t need to buy it from the Imperial family in 
the first place. Those items aren’t extremely hard to obtain, 
and the Blake family certainly has its own suppliers.” 


Hiding the tension she felt inside, Fiore released the last 
piece of information. 


“Troll’s blood, Ten year old Wild Ginseng, Harkon, Emeralds 
and Bloodstones. Some of them are surely decoys, but I’m 
certain that there is something among these that the 
Duchess wants to obtain.” 


Frey narrowed his eyes. 


She had kept close records of her transactions with the 
Blake family, which had allowed her to get a rough estimate 
of the family’s size. 


She then analyzed this information without exaggerating 
any details before reaching her conclusion. 


At least, in the field of mental calculation and reasoning, 
Fiore could be considered among the best on the continent. 


If even one aspect had been lacking, she would not have 
been able to produce the same results she had thus far. 


Frey nodded. 


“Excellent. Among the five materials Your Majesty 
mentioned, the item Leita is aiming for is listed.” 


“Ah... thank you.” 
Fiore responded while blushing subconsciously. 


At that moment, she was filled with a sense of 
accomplishment and pride from successfully answering his 
question. 


Rather, Veronica, who was standing beside her, watched this 
scene with wide eyes. 


‘Who the hell is this guy?’ 


It was always Fiore, the Third Princess, who embarrassed 
those old men who believed they were experienced and 
strong in politics. 


At least, Veronica had never seen her lose a battle of wits. 
No. 


To be exact, she couldn’t even imagine such a thing 
happening. 


Yet, this man before her was treating Fiore like a child and 
praised her like he was her superior. 


But the thing that truly shocked her was Fiore’s response to 
it. 


Why was she acting proud and happy like she had been 
praised by her teacher? 


It had been almost ten years since Veronica had stood 
beside Fiore, and she had never seen her in such a state 
before. 


“Which of the five materials does the Duchess want?” 
“Before | answer that, can | ask one question, Your Majesty?” 
“Yes. Please ask.” 

“Are you going to continue being neutral?” 


At that moment, Fiore’s expression hardened, and her 
blushing face regained its cool. 


“that’s none of your business.” 


“I Know my rudeness, but dare | ask, Your Highness. How 
long do you think you can remain neutral?” 


“What do you mean?” 
“The Demigods will soon take over the continent.” 
“huh?” 


Fiore’s eyes widened when she heard that ridiculous 
statement. 


Veronica’s reaction was not very different. 


But Frey didn’t say these words without reason. 


“lam telling you in advance. This isn’t a guess nor a 
delusion. In a year at the earliest and two years at the latest, 
they will begin acting in earnest to take control of the 
continent.” 


“B-, but... why now? They have been silent for thousands of 
years...” 


“It has been a long time. Enough that we might have 
forgotten their nature. But don’t be fooled. They could do it 
at any time, and they want to.” 


Even if he said this, she wouldn’t believe his words easily. 
This was what Fiore’s expression told him. 

But it didn’t matter. 

Nothing he could say would be able to convince her. 

Frey spoke without hesitation. 

“And before that happens, Your Majesty will die.” 


Silence descended on the room for a moment, then Veronica 
spoke out in outrage. 


“You, | don’t know what you...” 
“She knows.” 


As a guard, it was clear that she was very loyal to her 
charge. In the face of such words, it was natural for her to 
express her anger when she heard someone talk about her 
master’s death so openly. 


But Fiore, on the other hand, remained calm as though they 
were not talking about her life. 


“Can | ask why?” 


“To answer your previous question, the material that Leita 
needs is Harkon. And the only one in the Imperial family who 
could supply it to them is you.” 


“Ah... that’s right. I’m the only one in the Imperial family 
who knows how to obtain Harkon. But that... it’s not a very 
useful metal.” 


Fiore tilted her head slightly and closed her eyes, seemingly 
trying to organize her thoughts. 


“they want to restrict me in order to find out the origin of 
Harkon or its location. Is that what you’re trying to say?” 


“Yes. And if their schedule hadn’t changed, it might have 
happened already.” 


If Riki hadn’t injured the apocalypses to the point where 
Lord and Leyrin had to run around to treat them, it almost 
certainly would have happened already. 


After all, if they were able to mass produce IIluminium, they 
would be able to act without restraint. 


If it was Leyrin, she would be able to wipe out Kausymphony 
on her own. 


“Leita judged you to be a true neutral, but | think differently. 
Your Highness’ life is in jeopardy. If you take even one step in 
the wrong direction, you would fall off a cliff where you 
couldn’t even see the ground.” 


l ” 


Fiore bit her lip because he wasn’t completely wrong. 


It was true that she was forced to gamble with her life 
dozens of times before, and if she had made even one 
mistake, then she wouldn't be sitting there at that moment. 


She spoke in a slightly disheartened tone. 
“Then are you recommending | join the Circle?” 
“No. They can’t protect you.” 

“Then...” 

“Not the Circle. Join me instead.” 

Frey looked into Fiore’s shaking eyes. 


“I will be your shield.” 


Chapter 120: The Third 
Impenal Princess(4) 


Even if Frey said that, it was impossible for her to believe 
him so easily. 


He was publicly known to be at the 7 star level. Not to 
mention the Demigods, he wasn’t even comparable to most 
circles. 


From the thorough nature of the princess, it was natural for 
her to be suspicious of his words at first. 


This wasn’t a problem, though, as that was Frey’s intention 
from the start. 


After all, the effect would be much greater if she had doubts 
beforehand. 


However, the princess’ reaction was completely unexpected. 
“Ah...” 


Why was she looking at Frey with wide eyes while her face 
was as red as a beet? 


Seeing this, Veronica, who was beside her, poked her in the 
side with her finger. 


“...Your Majesty.” 


“Ah? Ahh. I, | see. Gi-, give me a second.” 


Fiore tried to calm herself down while fanning her face with 
a hand. 


Veronica sighed and muttered in a low voice. 


“...Your Majesty, it’s better to not show that you’re an old 
maid(1).” 


“Sh-, shut up!” 


After a moment, Fiore looked at Frey with a calm expression 
as though nothing had happened. 


“You’re right. I’m in a much more precarious situation than | 
seem to be in.” 


Leita seemed to believe that Fiore would be safe as long as 
she was within the Imperial family, but she was wrong. 


The Imperial family was not a safe place for Fiore. 


On the contrary, in a way, there could be no place more 
dangerous for her. 


It wasn’t just because of the Circle and the Demigods. 


There were invisible rank skirmishes, feuds between factions 
and constant checks. 


She couldn’t even remember the last time she’d slept 
soundly. 


She had survived on such a battlefield, and to some extent, 
she had even established herself to some extent. 


This was something Fiore was proud of. 


“But even the Demigods wouldn’t kill me easily.” 


“The Eleventh Tower Master. Is it because of him?” 
“you know about him, too.” 


Fiore smiled bitterly as she said those words, but she wasn’t 
completely surprised. 


There weren’t many people who knew of the Eleventh Tower 
Master, but the number was still quite large. 


The secret guardian of the Imperial family. 
A Wizard that even the Demigods wouldn’t touch easily. 
That was the person who stood behind her. 


By relying on that fact, Fiore was able to overcome 
numerous threats in the Imperial family. 


“That’s right. The reason I have been able to survive in the 
Imperial family is because | have his support.” 


Of course, it was her ability that had caught the Eleventh 
Tower Master’s attention. (TL: really need a new name for 
this guy...) 


Frey was curious about him. 

“I would like to meet him sometime.” 
“Well...” 

“Can't 1?” 

Fiore shook her head. 


“That’s not something | can decide. The biggest reason is 
that | don’t know where my Master is.” 


“Even the princess doesn’t?” 
“Right.” 
This was unexpected. 


Frey had thought he would be able to meet the Eleventh 
Tower Master using Fiore as a proxy. 


“By the way, ‘Master’... | don’t think the princess has learned 
magical science.” (TL: considering calling this Magicology... 
thoughts?) 


“He’s the greatest Wizard | know, but my Master’s 
knowledge isn’t necessarily limited to magical science. I’ve 
learned a lot from my Master. | don’t believe | could ever 
repay his grace to me even if | worked for the rest of my 
life.” 


“Hmmm...” 
“Anyway... ah!” 
It was then. 


Fiore frowned for a moment before taking a small marble out 
of her pocket. 


Frey’s eyes shined slightly when he saw it. 
‘Magic tool.’ 


Fiore then spoke with a slightly confused expression on her 
face. 


“My Master is contacting me. He rarely ever does so first...” 


“Should | leave for a while?” 


“No. You don’t have to. | think... perhaps my master would 
like to speak to Frey.” 


Fiore then tapped on the marble with her index finger before 
muttering in a low voice. 


“Connect.” 
Woowoong. 


Then, a small light was projected from the marble before 
forming into the blurry shape of a man. 


The figure was wearing a robe, but his appearance couldn’t 
be clearly seen as the image was very dark. 


[It’s a pleasure to meet you, Frey Blake. ] 
The voice was strange. 


It was impossible to even guess the gender of the one 
speaking, let alone the age. 


The hood of the robe was not deep enough to provide full 
coverage, so it should be the magic tool that obscured their 
appearance. 


This meant the person had no intention of revealing his 
identity, which was quite common. 


Even Frey himself was currently using the image of Kain 
Rixton. 


“The Eleventh Tower Master?” 


[Correct. | heard your conversation. ] 


Did he eavesdrop on his conversation with Fiore by using the 
marble? (TL: although I’m using male pronouns, the 
Eleventh Tower Master’s gender hasn’t been confirmed.) 


This didn’t make Frey feel good. 
‘Did Fiore know about this?’ 


Frey shot a glance at her, a brief glimmer flashing in his 
eyes. 


But Fiore seemed to be as surprised as he was. 
‘Did she not know that the marble could eavesdrop on her?’ 


It was clear that the Eleventh Tower Master hadn’t fully 
explained the functions of the marble to Fiore. 


There might have been a hidden reason, but right now, he 
felt a bit upset. 


Then the Eleventh Tower Master continued. 


[‘The Demigods’ domination over the continent will start in a 
few years.’ | don’t think that’s too far from the truth.] 


“It’s very likely.” 
Frey spoke casually. 


It was a stark contrast from Fiore’s polite use of honorifics, 
but the Eleventh Tower Master wasn’t a title that existed 
officially in the first place. 


Frey also didn’t see a reason to be polite in the first place. 


The Eleventh Floor Master didn’t seem to mind his manner 
of speech. 


[...the Luanoble Kingdom’s Black Dragon Knight regiment 
was destroyed overnight. ] 


“Hmm.” 
Frey wondered how he had learned that information. 


Of course, Frey knew because he had been right next to 
Nozdog as he annihilated the group of Knights. 


[The Black Dragon Knights were strong enough to take down 
a small fortress in a day. Yet after they received some kind of 
mission from the Royal family, they simply disappeared as 
though they had evaporated. As far as | know, the only 
beings capable of such a thing on the entire continent are 
the Demigods. ] 


“It was the Demigod with the power of death.” 
It wasn’t something he needed to hide. 
The Eleventh Tower Master nodded. 


[So it was Nozdog. I also thought it would be one of the 
Apocalypses. ] 


The three Apocalypses that the Circle had identified were 
the Demigods of the sword, poison and death. 


It seemed the Eleventh Tower Master also knew about 
Nozdog. 


[...No one knows why the Demigods have remained in the 
shadows for so long. But I’m certain about one thing. The 


reason they didn’t take control of the continent before was 
not because they lacked confidence. ] 


It was an accurate judgement. 


After all, it was safe to assume that there were few beings on 
the entire continent who could threaten the Demigods after 
the Dragons disappeared. 


Even so, there was one reason why they remained hidden. 
Because they were afraid of the punishment. 


But the Illuminium that Leyrin had created had given them 
the chance to deceive the Laws of the World. 


Even if there was a time limit, that was not a big issue. 
And this meant that they no longer had to stay silent. 


[Killing the Black Dragon Knights was one of the most 
striking massacres carried out by the Demigods in decades. 
It wasn’t through their Apostle or subordinate; it was a 
massacre carried out with their own hands. ] 


“What about the attack on Nozdog before? Thousands of 
people died at that time.” 


The Eleventh Tower Master shook his head. 


[They found out where Nozdog was staying and, the Circle 
was the one to make the first move. To paraphrase it, it was 
a foolish act to touch the nose of a sleeping lion.] 


Frey’s eyes shined when he heard those words. 


“You know a lot about the Circle. Information that outsiders 
would not be able to know...” 


[...mm.] 


The Eleventh Tower Master paused for a moment before 
letting out a sigh and saying. 


[I let down my guard. You’re right. | was originally a member 
of the Circle. ] 


“yn 
Fiore was the most surprised by that. 

This was her first time hearing this information. 
Frey thought for a moment before saying. 

“Were you a member of the Strow Necklaces?” 
[...why do you say that?] 

“That marble was probably made by you.” 

He pointed towards the marble Fiore was holding. 


“It looks like it was just made with alchemy, but itis a 
precise magic tool that couldn’t be made without the 
highest degree of magical knowledge. It’s not something 
that could’ve been made by someone who didn’t belong to 
the Strow School, who have deep knowledge about the 
Great Sage and are masters of alchemy.” 


That wasn’t all. 


He couldn’t be sure because of the blurriness of the image, 
but Frey was almost certain that the robe the Eleventh Tower 
Master was wearing was also a magic tool. 


The Eleventh Tower Master nodded his head, not intending 
to deny Frey’s observation. 


[I was once the Circle Master of the Strow Necklaces.] 
od 1” 
Frey couldn’t help but be surprised by this information. 


He had believed that the Eleventh Tower Master had at least 
been an executive, but he had never imagined that he 
would actually be a previous leader of one of the Three 
Great Circles. 


“Why did you leave the circle if you were the Circle Master?” 
[I didn’t leave. | was kicked out.] 

“What do you mean?” 

[Frey Blake. | can see it in your eyes that you are seriously 
thinking about defeating the Demigods... it’s a look that 
reminds me of Osel.] 

“you knew Osel Argento?” 


Osel Argento. 


Beniang Argento’s foster father and the man who had sat on 
the seat as head of the Trowman Rings when it was one of 
the most prominent forces in the Circle. 


The Eleventh Tower Master nodded. 


[Osel was one of my closest friends. We promised to revive 
the Circle and one day fully escape the Demigods’ clutches. ] 


His voice was bitter. 


[His death was the thing that truly highlighted just how 
rotten the Circle was. If he had listened to me and left the 
Circle sooner, he might not have met such a gruesome 
end...] 


a ” 


When he heard that, Frey suddenly recalled Ivan’s words. 


[The Trowman Rings... | heard they suffered considerable 
damage during the battle with the Death Apocalypse. There 
were even rumors that the Three Great Circles had a hand to 
play in that...] 


“I’m not sure, but that is what | heard.” (TL: this was in [] but 
| don’t think the 11th was the one who said that) 


At that time, Frey had felt that Master Osel’s death was quite 
SUSPICIOUS. 


However, looking at the Eleventh Tower Master’s reaction, it 
seemed that there really was more to his death than it 
seemed. 


[When I was kicked out of the Circle, | wanted to take 
Beniang with me, but it didn’t work out. But unexpectedly, | 
have a new chance. | 


“Chance?” 


[I’m going to make a formal offer. Would you like to take the 
Trowman Rings out of the Circle?] 


M ” 


[With your level of insight, I’m certain you know that the 
Circle is rotten to the core. If you stay there, you will never 


be able to accomplish your goals. ] 

“And joining you would be different?” 

[Of course. ] 

The Eleventh Tower Master said those words with conviction. 


[It has already been 50 years since | was kicked out of the 
Circle. And during that time, | struggled to create a group 
that truly inherited the will of the heroes of the past... and 
just recently, | managed to achieve that. ] 


His voice, which had been calm up until that point, became 
filled with passion and vigour. 


[I have a strong alliance, Frey. It won’t become like the 
Circle. No, our alliance might already be more powerful. With 
us, defeating the Demigods might not be just a dream! ] 


The Eleventh Tower Master’s proposal was perfect. 


Moreover, his behaviour was something Frey could 
understand. 


He thought that it was amazing that someone would still 
have the fire of fighting spirit burning within, even after 
being kicked out of the Circle. 


‘Besides.’ 
The Eleventh Tower Master was at least an 8 star Wizard. 


If not, he would not have been able to hold the position of 
Circle Master of one of the Three Great Circles, and he would 
not have been able to keep the Demigods at bay. 


The group he belonged to might very well be stronger than 
the Circle. So there was no need to go further. 


This group would be able to move alone without Frey’s 
guidance, and they would be able to steadily move toward 
the destruction of the Demigods, Frey’s long-cherished 
desire. 


On the other hand, the Circle was different. 
It needed to be fixed. 


If it was left the way it was, then it would only take a brief 
offensive from the Demigods to completely destroy. 


Since the Circle was the biggest thorn in the Demigods’ 
sides, the first thing they would do when they got enough 
Illuminium would be to destroy them. 


He couldn’t do it. 


Although it was a fact that the Circle was rotten, Frey 
couldn’t help but feel that it was a waste of power and 
potential to leave it as it was. 


“I appreciate the offer, but | intend to fix the Circle from the 
inside.” 


The Eleventh Tower Master was shocked by those words, but 
then he gave a bitter laugh. 


[Hoho... reform the Circle from within. You really are like 
Osel.] 


M ” 


[That’s not as easy as it sounds. In the past, the Trowman 
Rings was as powerful as the Three Great Circles, but it took 


less than 10 years for them to collapse. ] 
Then he gave a slight smile 


[My proposal still stands. | will always welcome someone 
with your talent... | just hope you don’t meet the same end 
as Osel.] 


“That won’t happen.” 


[I hope not. Then... we will meet again someday. Let’s have a 
serious conversation when that time comes.] 


He then turned his head and spoke to Fiore. 


[Fiore, spare no effort in helping him. Although we are 
currently walking two different paths, our destinations are 
still the same...] 


“Ah... yes, Master.” 
Shuk. 


After Fiore nodded, the Eleventh Tower Master’s image 
became hazy and began to disappear. 


It was clear that he was disconnecting the ‘call’. 
Frey opened his mouth just before he disappeared. 
“Can you tell me your name?” 

[...1 am Cairo Wilsemann.] 


l ” 
ae! 


With those words, the Eleventh Tower Master’s figure 
disappeared completely. 


Nevertheless, Frey kept staring at the spot where he had 
been standing. 


‘Cairo Wilsemann...’ 
Wilsemann. 


That was the surname that Schweiser had before he 
changed his name to Strow. 


1. The expression emphasizes the paradox of being ‘old’ and 
yet still virginal and unmarried. It wasn’t the only term that 
was tried out; the era’s literature also poked fun at 
“superannuated virgins.”) 


Chapter 121: When To 
Crouch(1 ) 


After Cairo left, silence fell upon the room for a moment as 
Fiore and Frey both took time to organise their thoughts. 


‘| managed to bring in the Third Princess.’ 


Their brief conversation showed him how deeply she 
admired her teacher. 


So now that Cairo had given her the task of helping Frey, she 
would certainly do so to the best of her ability. 


Of course, it would have been best if he had been able to 
get the Third Princess completely on his side, but Frey knew 
it was unrealistic to believe he could sway the princess in 
just one meeting. 


Just with her promise to help him, he had already achieved 
his goal. 


After he finished organizing his thoughts, Frey said to Fiore. 
“There are three favors I'd like to ask of Your Majesty.” 
“Please go ahead.” 


“First off, please hold off on your engagement to me.” 


M ” 


Fiore’s cheeks reddened considerably, and she coughed a 
few times to calm herself. 


Without making further mention of this, Frey continued 
speaking. 


“But don’t directly cancel it.” 


“You want me to walk on a tightrope? That’s fine. I’m 
confident in doing at least that much.” 


After all, she was a woman who had established herself in 
the Imperial family by walking on a tightrope. 


There was nothing to worry about. 
“What else?” 


“You need to delay the sale of Harkon for a while. It would be 
best if you could give a suitable excuse so Leita doesn’t 
become suspicious.” 


“Hmm.” 
Fiore furrowed her brows slightly. 


Delaying sales wasn’t the hard part. After all, she was the 
one who held the full sales rights for Harkon, so the deal 
with the Blake family could be ended with a simple stamp. 


But it was obvious that Leita would become suspicious if the 
deal was to just end suddenly. 


Fiore knew how perceptive she was. 


Last time, she succeeded in taking the initiative due to her 
sudden visit, but that didn’t mean Leita was a pushover. 


She had to delay the sale of Harkon as much as possible 
while preventing that woman from noticing. 


It wasn’t as easy as it sounded. 

Well, for anyone other than Fiore, at least. 
She smiled confidently. 

“Alright. What’s your last request?” 
“That...” 

It would take some time to explain. 


Frey slowly began telling Fiore his third request, and her 
expression steadily became harder and harder. 


“it’s not difficult. If the plates are made as Frey said.” (TL: 


used ‘plate’ here but this might change since the word ‘[]’ 
has a couple meanings and there wasn’t much context) 


“That’s good.” 
Fiore was dumbfounded for a moment. 


She looked at Frey like there was something she wanted to 
say, but Frey deliberately avoided her gaze and looked out 
the window. 


The sun was beginning to rise. 


This was proof that they had been talking for much longer 
than expected. 


Frey got up from his seat. 


“Then I'll take my leave.” 


“Ah... yes. Have a Safe trip.” 

“Thank you.” 

Fiore, who also didn’t realise the time, spoke up. 

Frey politely bowed his head before leaving the room. 


Veronica, who had been silently observing them from the 
side, finally spoke. 


“That third request. Are you really going to fulfill it?” 


“If the plate just needs to be made as he said, l'Il do it. It’s 
not difficult.” 


“Your Highness should know well just how ridiculous this 
request is.” 


Veronica was right. 
She knew it well. 


“but he doesn’t appear to be someone who would do 
something for no reason.” 


Fiore sighed. 

That was the problem. 

She felt that Frey’s words would really become a reality. 
x OK OK 

Frey returned to the mansion. 


He had stayed out all night, but he didn’t feel very tired. 


He took off his robe and removed the illusion magic. Then he 
meditated for a while until the sun came up. 


When Frey opened his eyes once more, all signs of tiredness 
had disappeared completely. 


There was some time until breakfast, so Frey got up and 
went to Heinz’s room. 


It looked like he had just woken up, but he still gave Frey a 
curious look. 


“It seems you had a really good time with the princess.” 
“| didn’t come here to talk about that.” 

Frey shook his head as he spoke. 

Heinz nodded. 


“Since you came at a time like this, there must be 
something you want. Tell me.” 


Frey said what he wanted, and Heinz agreed. 


And when it was time for breakfast, all the members of the 
Blake family, except Mischael, were gathered. 


After the light meal, Frey spoke out. 

“I will accept Mother’s decision.” 

“Oh my.” 

Leita was slightly surprised by his words. 


Frey glanced at Isaka. 


Isaka’s expression had become a bit stiff. 


Frey had purposely responded to Leita’s suggestion in such 
an open manner because he wanted to see Isaka’s reaction. 


He wanted to know how he felt about this. 


And looking at his stiff expression, Frey was able to make a 
guess as to how he was feeling. 


“Good thinking. You are now a proud member of the Blake 
family.” 


“It is an honour.” 
“Then... Heinz.” 
“Yas?” 


“Teach Frey about the secrets of the Blake family. And Frey, 
when you've learned everything, come down to the 
basement.” 


“Understood.” 

Frey then followed Heinz back to his room. 
Tak. 

The door closed quietly. 


There wasn’t much for the two of them to talk about, which 
was understandable since Frey knew just as much as Heinz 
did. 


After a moment of silence, Heinz finally spoke. 


“I did what you asked.” 
“That was fast.” 


“She'll be here by the day after tomorrow. Although, that’s 
under the assumption that she would even listen to your 
request.” 


“She doesn’t have much of a choice.” 


“| don’t know why you're so confident. That person is one of 
the top executives in the Circle. Plus, Sheryl Roland is known 
for her pride.” 


That’s right. 


Frey’s request to Heinz was to ask the Phisfounder Armlet’s 
Circle Rounder, Sheryl Roland, to come to the Blake family 
mansion. 


Soon, the mansion would become a battlefield. 
And he knew what would happen on that battlefield. 


With Sheryl’s assistance, they would easily be able to deal 
with almost any situation. 


But Heinz didn’t believe that Sheryl would listen to Frey’s 
request. 


It was natural that he’d think so, as he didn’t know that 
Sheryl had already submitted to Frey. 


“stay here for an hour, then go down to the basement. 
What you see there might be a bit too much to handle, but | 
think you can keep yourself together.” 


Heinz’s expression, which had been blank from the start, 
suddenly became serious. 


“And...” 
He felt conflicted. 


This was proven by the fact that he was no longer able to 
control his emotions. 


But in the end, he couldn’t say what he wanted to. 
Heinz bowed his head and sighed. 
“No. It’s nothing.” 


a“ ” 


About an hour passed before Frey left Heinz’s room and 
headed to the basement. 


Leita was waiting for him at the entrance. 
“Are you finished talking?” 

“Yes.” 

She gave him a mysterious smile. 


“Alright. | wonder how you feel, now that you know the truth 
of the world.” 


“honestly, it hasn’t sunken in yet.” 
Proper acting had never been more important. 


Leita nodded as she saw Frey’s conflicted expression. 


“That’s natural. It’ll be confusing at first, but don’t worry. | 
will slowly tell you your role.” 


His role? 
“Follow me.” 


Leita turned around with those words, exposing her back to 
him. 


But Frey didn’t dare lower his guard. 
‘An Apocalypse’s Apostle.’ 


Until now, the only Apocalypse’s Apostle that he had seen 
the true power of was Snow, Riki’s Apostle. 


Oydin didn’t count because he was only half an Apostle. 


Snow’s combat power was simply amazing. This was 
something Frey had noticed during their fight with the Bone 
Dragon. 


She had shown an almost overwhelming amount of power 
during the fight with the Bone Dragon without even using 
the power of the sword. 


‘Snow hasn’t been Riki’s Apostle for a long time.’ 


As time went on, the divine power an Apostle could utilise 
steadily grew stronger. 


And since he didn’t know how long it had been since Leita 
had become an Apostle, letting his guard down was 
tantamount to suicide. 


Tak tak. 


They walked down the stairs leading to the basement. 


The fact that the Blake family had a basement was 
something he had learned while searching the mansion with 
Ghost. However, he hadn’t gone too close. 


This was because the security magic that had been 
deployed around this place was many times stronger than 
anywhere else on the property. 


If Frey had approached it carelessly, he would have 
triggered the numerous alarm spells, which would have 
alerted the entire house. 


Tuk. 
They reached the bottom of the stairs. 
A heavy iron door stood in their way. 


Leitra placed her hand on it, and after a moment, it began 
opening with a heavy sound. 


Krrrrrr.... 
A moment later, the iron door was fully opened. 


And Frey’s expression became stiff at the sight that unfolded 
before his eyes. 


“U-, ugh...” 
“Urk, Kuk...” 
It was a prison. 


A huge prison. 


The rotten smell of blood and decomposing corpses filled his 
nose as soon as the door opened. 


There were many kinds of people and monsters of all ages 
and sexes imprisoned behind the bars. 


All types of living things seemed to have been locked up in 
this place. 


Above all, none of them were in good condition. 


All of them had serious injuries on various parts of their 
bodies, and those who appeared to be mostly intact were 
drooling heavily and had dull eyes as if they had lost their 
minds. 


Leita, who saw his reaction, turned to Frey with a small 
smile. 


“What’s wrong?” 

“alm just a little surprised.” 

“Get rid of your sympathy. They’re just test subjects.” 
“Yes.” 


Frey nodded as he recalled information he’d heard when 
investigating the Blake family in the past. 


[Well. Now that I think about it, Hans did say that he saw 
several carriages enter the Blake family at dawn.] 


[And he said he heard the cries of humans from within 
them. ] 


It was only at that moment that he realised what was in 
those carriages. 


There wasn’t even a hint of compassion in Leita’s eyes as 
she looked at the test subjects. 


There was only a cold gleam similar to a farmer looking at 
livestock. 


Leita turned to Frey once more. 

“Are you disappointed?” 

“Huh?” 

“| wonder what you think about this scene.” 
He thought it was disgusting and cruel. 


Frey wanted nothing more than to kill this woman in front of 
him who was so happily doing the Demigods’ bidding. 


But he didn’t show it. 
He couldn’t show it. 
Now was the time to crouch. 


Frey controlled his emotions so that they wouldn’t show and 
bowed his head to her slightly. 


“I don’t think anything.” 

“Huhu. I’m happy you can say that.” 

Leita smiled brightly and stroked his hair. 

It was an obvious gesture of a mother praising her son. 


‘Disgusting.’ 


He had thought it before, but this time, it was different. 


This thought had come from the residual feelings left over 
from ‘Frey’. 


The introverted and mistreated ‘loser’, Frey Blake, felt 
disgust towards his ‘mother’. 


“Let’s go deeper.” 
“Yas,” 
Frey followed Leita. 


He knew the basement was large, but in the end, he had still 
underestimated the sheer size of it. 


After leaving the prison, they came to a room that appeared 
to be a laboratory. 


It was larger than the prison, and quite a few people could 
be seen wandering around. 


These people, many of whom were mixing ingredients in 
glass bottles, appeared to be Wizards. 


They didn’t pay much attention to Leita’s arrival, and they 
only seemed focused on the result of their various 
experiments. 


“Who are they?” 


“These are the Wizards and Alchemists who belong to the 
Blake Family.” 


“But they look a bit strange...” 


“Well, of course. After all, we took away their ability to think. 
They’re better than Golems, but they are still a type of 
puppet. Although this decreased our efficiency, isn’t this the 
safest option?” 


a ” 


“You have to keep in mind. When running a place like this, it 
would be too troublesome if they had a sense of self.” 


“lll keep it in mind.” 


Soon, they left the laboratory and were approaching the end 
of the basement. 


And Frey’s expression became progressively stiffer. 


At first, he thought that the divine power he was sensing 
was because of their experiments, but it wasn’t. 


The divine power he felt became stronger and stronger the 
further they went, and it reached to the point where it was 
not an amount that could be released by anything other 
than a Demigod. 


There was a Demigod in the basement. 


And there was only one Demigod who would be in the Blake 
family mansion. 


Leyrin. 


She was at the end of this path. 


Chapter 122: When To 
Crouch(2) 


Frey looked at Leita’s expression as they walked. 


She had a slight smile on her face and seemed to bounce 
Slightly with each step. 


‘She doesn’t know who | am.’ 
Leyrin was in the basement. 


But it didn’t seem like Leita was taking him there as a trap or 
to kill him. 


At least, he could say that it was okay. 

‘It’s not that it’s not dangerous.’ 

Within Frey was divine power that once belonged to Indra. 
That wasn’t all. 


The mask he obtained from Hector and the marble he took 
from Riki’s ashes were also in his bag. 


If Leyrin noticed any of these things, he would get caught, 
and she would try to kill him. 
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But there was no way he could justify turning back at this 
point. 


Frey clicked his tongue inwardly. The only way for him to 
overcome his present crisis was to adapt to the situation. 


When they arrived at the final door in the dungeon, Leita 
stopped walking. 


She then turned to Frey and spoke in a serious voice. 
“Inside this room is our Master.” 
“By Master...” 


“Leyrin, the Demigod with the power of wind. The Emperor... 
no. Think of her as a being even higher than the Emperor, 
and pay special attention to what you say and do.” 


“Understood.” 
“Good.” 
Leita nodded and opened the door. 


All the rooms they had walked through so far had been dirty 
and gloomy, but this place was different. 


It was clean and well lit. It was also quite wide. 


The room wasn’t luxurious, but it had all the furnishings one 
would expect to find. 


It felt like someone’s bedroom rather than a room in the 
basement. 


A grey-haired woman stood in the center of the room. 
“You arrived early.” 


“| hope we didn’t disturb you, True Master of the Continent.” 


Leita knelt down. 
Frey also knelt down, following suit. 


He felt offended by the title, True Master of the Continent, 
but he didn’t show it. 


Leyrin simply nodded her head. 


Her youthful appearance was a stark contrast from those of 
the other Apocalypses. 


Frey paid attention to her grey hair. 

Grey hair that was unique to the Blake family. 

That wasn’t all. 

Some of Leyrin’s features had some similarities to himself. 
‘Perhaps.’ 


It was highly likely that the genes of the Blake family had 
been taken from her body. 


After all, the simplest way to obtain samples of divine power 
was to take them from her own body. 


“Nothing happened, right?” 
“Thanks to you, everything is fine.” 


Leita was being extremely polite and there was no sign of 
her previous haughtiness. 


Even when the Lady of one of the five greatest families in 
the empire bowed to her, Leyrin’s expression didn’t change. 


“That’s great. Then l'Il listen to your report. How much 
Harkon have you collected?” 


“We've already accumulated half of the target amount.” 
“That’s too slow. | don’t think we’ll meet the deadline.” 


“I’m sorry. Plans are in progress to bring down the Third 
Princess. Please wait a while longer.” 


“..The Third Princess. She’s such a nuisance. If it wasn’t for 
the Eleventh Tower Master and Paragon...” 


Paragon? 
Frey tilted his head slightly at the new word. 


Perhaps that was the group that the Eleventh Tower Master, 
Cairo, was a part of. 


“In any case, the recovery of my brothers is going better 
than expe...” 


It was then. 
Leyrin stopped talking and turned her head to look at Frey. 


“Who is this? This isn’t Heinz... or Mischael... Ah. Really, you 
humans all look alike. Leita, who is this guy?” (TL: Author 
put ‘Leyrin’ here, but I’m sure it was just a mistake.) 


“This is my third son.” 
“Third son? You had three children?” 


“That’s right.” 
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She’d never heard of this before. 


The Blake family had never bothered to make a report about 
Frey, who had been branded as a failure. 


Leyrin’s sharp gaze turned to Frey, and he bowed his head 
and said. 


“True Master of the Continent, | am Frey Blake, the third son 
of the Blake family.” 


Leyrin didn’t respond. 
She walked up to Frey and inspected him closely. 


Frey bowed his head even more, the tip of his chin was 
Shaking slightly. 


Originally, he intended to act pressured by Leyrin’s aura, but 
when she did release her aura, he realised that it was much 
more bearable than he expected. 


As soon as he had that thought, he subconsciously raised his 
head slightly. 


It was bearable? 
Frey had fought many Demigods before. 


Therefore, it was possible for him to gauge the power of 
Demigods by the density of the divine power they 
subconsciously released. 


But now, Leyrin... didn’t seem that strong. 


All the Demigods classified as Apocalypses that he’d met so 
far. Nozdog, Agni, Ananta. 


The aura they exuded showed their strength as 
transcendent beings. 


Riki, who was much more powerful than them, didn’t count. 


However, even when compared to the other three 
Apocalypses, the divine power Leyrin was now exuding was 
not powerful. 


No, to be precise. She seemed to be much weaker than she 
had been during the meeting. 


‘Why?’ 


Leyrin grabbed Frey’s arm. 
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Shock appeared on both of their faces at the same time. 
Leyrin’s jaw dropped. 

“You...” 

She noticed. 

She felt Indra’s divine power flowing within him. 


His head became cold as though someone had poured cold 
water over it. 


His eyes and chin, which had just been ‘shaking’ due to the 
pressure, became completely still, and his confused mind 


calmed. 


At his current stage, it was easier for Frey to stabilize his 
body and mind than flipping his palm over. 


‘Think.’ 


What was the best course of action he could take at that 
moment? 


He had to do something to break out of his current situation. 
Frey’s eyes turned to Leita. 

If he killed her Apostle- 

“he’s a good material.” 

Leyrin fixed her expression as she said those words. 

But Frey’s expression became stiff as he heard that. 

What did she just say? 


“| believe he will be helpful in bringing down the Third 
Princess.” 


Leita, who didn’t seem to realise the tense situation that had 
just occurred between them, spoke gently. 


“Is that so? Hmm. He’s certainly more useful than Mischael. 
Well then, leave first.” 


“huh?” 
Frey was confused. 


Leyrin shrugged. 


“I have something to discuss with Leita, so leave.” 
“Ah. Yes.” 
She was letting him go? 


Despite knowing that he had Indra’s divine power in his 
body? 


Why? 


Was she playing with him because she could catch him 
later? 


‘That’s not it.’ 
But | don’t know why. 


He didn’t think that was the reason, but he couldn’t find a 
better one. 


Firstly, he needed to get out of his current situation. 
Leita and Leyrin. 


It would take a long time for him to organise his thoughts 
while staying on guard against them. 


Frey bowed his head. 
And then, without hesitation, he turned and left the room. 
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Shortly after he disappeared, the smile on Leyrin’s face 
disappeared. 


She quickly turned and spoke to Leita. 


“I want to ask you one question, Leita.” 
“P-, please ask.” 
Her voice trembled slightly. 


Leita could feel the anger hidden in her voice, and as Leyrin 
approached her, the pressure she released increased. 


“That guy named Frey. Has he accepted divine power yet?” 


“H-, he hasn’t accepted it yet. We only explained the secret 
of the family to him today...” 


“You stupid bitch.” (TL: choke) 


Leyrin’s anger was palpable as she strode over and lifted 
Leita off the ground by her delicate neck. 


“K-, kuk...” 


“I told you. | don’t care if you make ten small mistakes. But 
don’t you dare make even one crucial mistake... you fool.” 


“T-, that’s right... kuk...” 
Kurk. 
The blood was gradually draining from Leita’s face. 


“Tell me, Leita. Are you an idiot? Did | really take an idiot as 
my Apostle?” 


“I, lm not....” 
Crunch! 


Leyrin grit her teeth and threw Leita to the floor. 


Then, she looked at her with a cold gaze. 


“If you hadn’t been my Apostle, | would have already 
chopped you into small pieces and fed you to a dog!” 


“H-, huk... huk...” 
“Shut up.” 
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Leita couldn’t imagine why her master was suddenly so 
angry. 


This was the first time she’d seen Leyrin, who was always 
smiling and cheerful, this angry. 


Leyrin bit her nails. 
This wasn’t a situation that could be fixed with anger alone. 
She had to think. 


Think of a way to escape her current situation... 


Chapter 123: When To 
Crouch(3 ) 


After returning to his room, Frey immediately drew Asura’s 
summoning circle. 


This was so he could summon him at a moment’s notice. 


Then, he immediately began to pay close attention to his 
surroundings. 
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No one had followed him, and there was no one revealing 
any hostile intentions towards him. 


Frey frowned. 
“Why did she let me go?” 


Leyrin had definitely noticed the divine power hidden within 
his body. 


He had no doubt about that. 


Nevertheless, she didn’t attack him but instead sent Frey 
back upstairs. 


Her reaction didn’t make any sense. 
There was no trace of hostility at all. 


She hadn’t even sent someone to follow him. 


‘Is it because she can kill me at any time?’ 

No. 

That wasn’t it. 

That wasn’t the feeling he had gotten from her reaction. 
But could there be any other reason? 

Frey replayed his memory of the scene. 


‘Leyrin was surprised to find Indra’s divine power in my 
body.’ 


That was understandable. 
But then she panicked. 
...Why did she panic? 


With Leyrin’s power, she should’ve been able to overpower 
him easily. 


It would be even easier for her to kill him. 


Even if he had reached 8 stars, it was still impossible for him 
to win in a head to head clash with an Apocalypse. 


‘Did she see my stage?’ 
Had Leyrin realised that he was also an 8 star Wizard? 
No, that wasn’t possible either. 


Even if he didn’t know much about divine power, he knew 
that it was impossible for Leyrin to have sensed the mana he 
was concealing. 


That was not it either. 
Frey kept thinking. 
Questions popped up one after another. 


All of his previous assumptions were wrong. This meant that 
he had taken the wrong step from the start. 


Frey closed his eyes. 


Since he couldn’t reach a conclusion, he needed to change 
his approach. 


He diverted all his energy to thinking. 
A drop of sweat rolled down Frey’s face. 


If he had the brain of a normal person, this sort of repetitive 
thinking would have already burnt it out by now. 


Since his previous assumptions were incorrect, he 
relentlessly calculated and narrowed down the possibilities. 


After an unknown period of time, there was only one thought 
left in Frey’s mind. 


...What if it wasn’t that she didn’t want to take action but 
that she coul/dn’t take action? 


“Avatar.” 
He opened his eyes. 


It was an avatar, not Leyrin’s true body. 


A being who only had a small portion of the main body’s 
power. 


It was strong enough to wipe out tens of strong fighters, but 
it was not strong enough to defeat the current him. 


In general, there were only two reasons why a Demigod 
would use an avatar. When it was trying to hide its power 
and when it could not move its main body. 


Frey believed it was the latter. 


It would make the most sense if the Leyrin he had met was 
just an avatar, not her main body, and it would also mean 
that her main body was unable to move at that moment. 


After all, she was either weakened or had limited strength. 


He couldn’t be sure, but Frey believed it had something to 
do with the other Apocalypses who were fatally injured. 


She wasn’t confident. 


She wasn’t confident that she could perfectly deal with Frey 
in her current state. 


That was why she sent him back. 

She was trying to buy time by pretending she didn’t notice. 
“Hmm.” 

That last part was particularly important. 

Leyrin wanted to buy time. 


He didn’t know why, but that fact was obvious. 


If so, it meant Frey had to move faster. 

‘| have to completely revise my plan.’ 

Frey left his room. 

Before long, the entire Blake family would be overturned. 
Probably by his own hands. 


Before that, there was a man whose position he had to 
confirm. 
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The Livindak Mountains. 


Located near the Silkid Desert, it was one of the most 
rugged alpine regions on the continent. 


Even monsters, known to be able to survive even the 
harshest of conditions were nowhere to be seen as this place 
consisted mostly of barren, rocky mountains where vertical 
cliffs of dizzying heights were endless. 


It was a barren land where not even weeds grew. 


Atop the mesa(1) on Mount Roxeo, there were transcendent 
beings. 


Kooo. 
Not one but four. A skeleton, a ball of flame and a scorpion. 


The one thing they shared in common was their enormous 
size that seemed to surpass imagination. 


And standing in the center of these huge beings was one 
whose body was devoid of any common features. 


White light constantly flowed from this featureless figure 
and illuminated the surroundings. 


Lord. 


And the three Demigods who had been severely injured by 
Riki. 


[...] 


The white light that was exuded from Lord’s body was slowly 
being absorbed by the other three. 


He was Sharing his divine power. 

An ability that only Lord had among all the Demigods. 
Riki. 

The power of the sword. 


In this world, there was nothing that couldn’t be cut by a 
sword wielded by him. 


This was clear by the fact that he had even been able to cut 
the barrier Lord had created. 


If it wasn’t for Lord’s help, these three would have already 
died painful deaths. 


It was then. 


Leyrin appeared beside Lord. 


She solemnly watched this scene of divine power being 
transferred. 


‘if it wasn’t for this, | wouldn’t have had to use my avatar.’ 


There was only a small amount of divine power left in her 
body at that moment because Lord had extracted most of it 
and infused it into the bodies of the other three. 


If Leyrin had been at full power, then it would have been a 
simple task to capture Frey, who she'd found in the family, 
and extract information. 


But it couldn’t be helped. 


After all, she couldn’t just ignore her siblings who were on 
the verge of death. 


“Lord.” 

[Leyrin, what’s the matter? ] 

When she heard his words, Leyrin couldn’t help but sigh. 
“There’s a problem.” 

[Those words aren't pleasant to hear.] 

Especially in the current situation. 

[Tell me.] 

‘An enemy appeared in my lab.” 

[An enemy? ] 


“A man with Indra’s lightning energy. No other details are 
known, but he is currently a threat.” 


[...Indra’s lightning.] 
Indra was one of their kind who had died already. 


In fact, Riki had killed him while he was hibernating due to 
his Apostle’s death. 


Lord’s eyes appeared. 

[He is connected to Riki.] 

“That’s right.” 

[Don’t kill him. Capture him.] 

“that would be best, but it’s not as easy as it sounds.” 
Leyrin’s grumbling was natural. 


The opponent’s strength was unknown, and she was 
currently in the weakest state she’d been in in centuries. 


It was impossible to make a move hastily. 
‘If | were to leave this place...’ 


This was truly an absurd situation that she’d never 
experienced, even in her thousands of years of life. 


She couldn't make a move. 

Lord was also aware of Leyrin’s current crisis 
He spoke calmly. 

[I will send some of the others. ] 


Leyrin’s eyes lit up. 


“How many will you send?” 


[... There are three of our kind near the Kastkau Empire. | will 
send them.] 


Three Demigods. 


That way, even if the man with Indra’s lightning could 
overpower a single Demigod, he would still be captured. 


“That’s more than enough. How long will it take them to get 
there?” 


[None of them know how to use Space-Time movement, so it 
will take about three days. ] 


“three days.” 
Leyrin’s expression darkened once again. 


This was because even three days felt like an eternity for her 
at that point. 


After all, this wasn’t a situation that she could stall by 
running away. 


The Blake family residence was the place where the research 
on IIluminium was steadily progressing. 


If it was destroyed now, it would cause a huge disruption to 
the mass production of the IIluminium when they were 
currently only a few steps away from continental 
domination. 


In addition, her own Apostle, Leita, was there. 


‘Is he aware that Leita is my Apostle?’ 


She wasn’t sure, but... the chances were very high. 


When Leyrin had grabbed Frey’s arm in the basement and 
he realised that she had sensed the lightning in his body, 
the first place he looked was towards Leita. 


She was certain that if she made a move at that moment, he 
would have immediately killed Leita. 


‘Did he find out from Riki’s Apostle?’ 


She thought about the masked man who had been standing 
behind Riki during the meeting not long ago. 


No, now that she thought about it. 
Lord himself had gone to kill that man. 


After he returned, Lord hadn’t said anything, but Leyrin 
didn’t believe that a single Apostle would be able to escape 
from Lord. 


Moreover, Demigods’ powers could not be replicated. 


Except for Lord, there were no Demigods who could use two 
powers. 


The same was true for Apostles. 


That said, it was possible that Frey had learned of Leita’s 
identity through his own independent investigation. 


It was also possible that he was taking a gamble by aiming 
at Leita. 


‘Then is he the one Riki left just in case something 
happened?’ 


So he gave him Indra’s crystal. 
Leyrin clicked her tongue. 
Indra’s main body was dead. 


This meant that the lightning power in that man’s body was 
no longer borrowed power, but it had instead become his 
own power. 


With time and ‘opportunity’, it was possible for his power to 
go beyond the limits of Apostles. 


And because he was a member of the Blake family, he also 
had the ability to use mana. 


‘This is difficult.’ 


Leyrin never thought that a creature born from her own 
actions could make her feel such a way. 


It wouldn’t be easy to endure the next three days. 


1. A mesa is an isolated, flat-topped elevation, ridge or hill, 
which is bounded from all sides by steep escarpments and 
stands distinctly above a surrounding plain.) 


Chapter 124: When To 
Crouch(4) 


Frey headed towards Heinz’s room, and as soon as he 
knocked on the door, he heard a heavy voice from within. 


“Come in.” 
He opened the door and headed in. 


Heinz was sitting at his desk, leisurely flipping through the 
pages of a book. 


He didn’t appear surprised to see Frey. 
“| came because | have something to Say.” 
“| see.” 


Heinz closed his book and pointed toward a chair in front of 
him. 


Frey sat without any hesitation and looked at Heinz. 
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Looking at him like this, Frey immediately noticed the many 
similarities between him and Heinz. 


If they walked down the street together, everyone would 
immediately know that they were brothers. 


Frey shook his head. 


He didn’t come here for that. 
There was also no need for him to be indirect. 
He didn’t have time for that. 


Instead, Frey immediately said the main reason why he’d 
come to Heinz. 


“From today, | will be devising a strategy to kill Leita.” 
Heinz’s mouth became a thin line. 

“Why?” 

“Because she’s Leyrin’s Apostle.” 


Frey looked Heinz straight in the face as if he didn’t want to 
miss even the slightest reaction. 


There was no immediate response. 

Heinz paused heavily for a moment before sighing. 
“1 see.” 

“Did you expect it?” 


“Naturally. My mother had always been one of the suspects. 
Even so, | always thought Father would be the Apostle... but 
how did you find out?” 


“That’s not important.” 
Frey crossed his hands. 


“I came here to find out what your goal is.” 


“My goal?” 

“What exactly do you want?” 

Frey’s question was quite natural. 

Even now, he had yet to learn Heinz’s goal. 


At the moment, it seemed that he assisted the Circle by 
being a spy in the Demigods’ camp. 


But he had once advised Frey to not put too much trust in 
the Circle. 


If he really was on the Circle’s side, Heinz would have never 
said those words. 


Heinz also knew just how big the ripple that would spread 
through the Circle would be if they learned that he could 
control divine power. 


If that fact was revealed, he would have to be wary of violent 
backlash at any moment. 


So was he a spy for the Demigods instead? 
Frey believed that that was also unlikely. 


After all, Heinz had no reason to cooperate with him if he 
was a spy for the Demigods. 


Regardless of what his intentions were, as a spy, he would 
never bring Frey to the Blake family when Leyrin was in such 
a weakened condition. 


Instead, he would have found any excuse to prevent it. 


Frey could tell from Leyrin’s reaction that it was never in 
their plan for Heinz to bring him back to the Blake family. 


‘If | had come to the house alone.’ 
He wouldn’t have been able to meet Leyrin so easily. 


Instead, he probably would have been suspected by Isaka 
and Leita. 


It was only because Frey had returned with Heinz that he 
had been able to win their trust and subsequently be 
exposed to such vital information. 


“then, | would also like to ask a question.” 
Heinz then spoke in a heavy voice. 

“Where is the real Frey?” 

Frey’s expression didn’t change. 


After all, he’d expected that something like this would 
happen someday. 


This was because he and Frey were too different. 


Their personalities, values, habits and the steps he’d taken 
to reach this point. 


If Frey had had any number of friends, or if he had many 
people who knew him, then he would have been suspected 
much sooner. 


But few people knew the previous Frey. 


Most of them had never even spoken to him. Instead, all 
they knew about him had been from what they’d heard. 


This was why Frey’s sudden change had never aroused any 
doubt. 


However... family would always be different. 


“at first, | thought it was just a great awakening that 
caused you to change so much. After all, anyone would 
change given the circumstances. But... this isn’t something 
that could be explained away with mere ‘change’.” 


“answer me. Please.” 
Heinz’s voice gradually began shaking. 
The same was true for his eyes. 


His appearance was similar to a stone statue that was 
beginning to crack. 


“What happened to my younger brother...?” 
“He’s dead.” 

Frey gave a simple answer. 

“What...” 


“What do you mean ‘what’? What are you trying to say 
now?” 


Frey got up from his seat, approached Heinz and lifted him 
up by his collar. 


Kwak. 
Heinz’s body was limp. 


It seemed that his reaction to the news was genuine, but 
there was no sympathy in Frey’s gaze. 


Instead, his eyes seemed to burn brightly. 


“Frey Blake is dead. Exhausted and distressed by the poor 
treatment he received from you and your family. In the end, 
he could find no salvation, and while struggling in pain and 
solitude, he killed himself.” 


Heinz’s mouth opened wide. 

Frey frowned slightly. 

This wasn’t it. 

He didn’t intend to blame Heinz for what he’d done. 
What he really wanted to say was... 

“What right do you have to mourn Frey’s death?” 
“yn 

Shepard had said that Heinz was different. 


He didn’t know if that was true, but in truth, it was none of 
his business. 


No matter what his intentions were or how he’d felt while 
doing what he'd done, it wouldn’t change the fact that ‘Frey 
Blake’ had died. 


If it was really Frey who was standing there at that moment, 
maybe he would’ve forgiven Heinz. 


If you thought about his personality, the probability of that 
was actually really high. 


But he wasn’t Frey. 
Instead, he was just someone who was using Frey’s body. 


That was why he didn’t believe he had the right to listen to 
Heinz’s explanation nor the right to forgive him. 


For him, there was only one thing that mattered. 


And that was the fact that Heinz Blake was one of the causes 
of Frey Blake’s death. 


This was the qualification which granted him the right to 
vent his anger at Heinz, who had helped drive that child to 
death. 


Taht. 


When Frey let go of him, Heinz lost his balance and fell to 
the floor. 


Frey shook his head, annoyed. 
He hadn’t gone there to talk about this. 


Instead, after confirming Heinz’s true intentions, he had 
intended to persuade him and get his help in killing Leita. 


However, when he saw the pathetic look on Heinz’s face, 
Frey felt emotional. 


His mind and body were both disturbed, and the thing that 
upset him the most was the fact that he felt sympathy for 
Heinz. 


Of course, these weren’t his own feelings. 
‘Don’t do that, Frey Blake.’ 

Frey spoke to himself. 

He could feel ‘Frey’ shouting within him. 
Something must have happened to his brother. 
He wanted to hear his explanation. 

... He wanted to forgive him. 

‘What a soft-hearted guy.’ 


Frey sighed as he looked down at Heinz’s shivering figure. 


Chapter 125: Family 
Extermination(1 ) 


“You're right.” 
Heinz staggered up from the floor. 


His head was lowered, and there was a strange expression 
on his face. 


“If Frey is dead, as you say, then | really don’t have the right 
to mourn his death. Huhu.” 


He laughed blankly as if he had lost a piece of his soul. 
“I just wanted to get Frey out of this hell.” 

“Hell?” 

“Right.” 

Shuk. 

Heinz took off his shirt. 

Upon seeing this, Frey’s eyebrows furrowed. 

Terrible scars covered Heinz’s well-trained body. 


Cuts, tears and stitches could be found on almost every inch 
of his skin. 


“A body which can contain and utilise both divine power and 
mana at the same time is, in itself, a rare sample. For the 
Blake family, I’ve always been just another test subject. 
Nothing more, nothing less.” 


After staying silent for a while, Heinz continued. 


“It was the same for Mischael. He was also different before 
the experiments began. | wouldn’t say he was a good 
person, but he certainly could have become one with the 
right education. But the intensity of the experiments 
became stronger and stronger with each passing day, and 
Mischael, who wasn’t strong-willed, had no choice but to go 
in such a crooked direction just so he wouldn’t break... as 
the ‘chosen ones’, we all had to go through these ordeals.” 


a ” 


“When Frey was born... his smile was like that of an angel. | 
hoped that such a beautiful smile would never go away. | 
didn’t want my precious brother to suffer in this cursed 
family. So... | purposely blocked his mana veins.” 


Frey frowned. 


He clearly remembered the feeling of discomfort he’d felt 
when he first inhabited Frey’s body. 


He was certain that a third party had blocked the mana flow, 
and now, Heinz was admitting he was the cause. 


“| thought it would be better for him if he wasn’t in the Blake 
family. If he could go somewhere else. Like the academy, 
where he could stay with his peers... | believed they would 
get along.” 


“The Westroad Academy was just another hell for Frey 
Blake.” 


When Frey said these words calmly, Heinz bowed his head 
once again. 


“l didn’t hear about any bullying in the school.” 
Of course, he wouldn’t know. 
All the students in the Westroad Academy were nobles. 


Almost from the moment they could talk, they were taught 
the basics of politics. 


Therefore, they were able to carry out their bullying in 
secret, without alarming the professors. 


And because of Frey’s timid nature, there was no way he’d 
tell someone about it. 


That was why Heinz had never heard about his brother’s 
treatment in the academy. 


“but given that child’s personality, | suppose something 
like that was natural.” 


He was in a hurry, and he hadn’t thought it through. 
But such excuses were meaningless now. 
Heinz bit his lip. 


“And it was us who made him so weak. There’s no excuse for 
it.” 


“So what will you do now?” 


“l don’t know.” 
Heinz sighed. 


“I really don’t know. To be honest, | didn’t expect Frey’s 
death to have such a big impact on me.” 


“What’s done is done. Don’t think about it too much.” 
Heinz’s expression became strange at that moment. 


If someone else had said those words to him, he definitely 
would’ve gotten angry, but Frey’s voice seemed to be filled 
with experience. 


Like the voice of someone who had overcome a situation 
even greater than the one he was going through. 


“First of all, help me.” 
“help you?” 


“There are still remnants of ‘Frey’ inside of me. Originally, | 
didn’t care about your story, and | didn’t intend to listen. | 
only did so because ‘Frey’ wanted to.” 


“a Prey.” 


“He wants to believe that there was a reason for what you’d 
done.” 


Those words made Heinz’s expression clear up a little. 
“Can you tell me more?” 
“That depends on your choice.” 


That reminded Heinz of what Frey had just told him. 


In other words, he was forcing him. 


“So... you're asking me to cooperate with a mysterious being 
that took over the dead body of my little brother?” 


“It doesn’t sound good when you put it that way, but yes.” 
“| want to ask something first. Why did you join the Circle?” 


When he heard that, a vicious light seemed to shine within 
Heinz’s eyes. 


“To erase the Demigods from the face of the continent.” 
They had left irrevocable scars on his body. 


And because of them, he was constantly suffering from pain 
and anguish. 


Why him? Why did he have to suffer like that? 


Anger and resentment blossomed within his heart, and as 
time passed, they only grew stronger. 


And then he’d realised. 
The Demigods were the reason for everything. 


Frey could clearly see the rage in Heinz’s eyes, and for him, 
that was more convincing than any oath or promise. 


This was proof that he could trust Heinz. 


“Apocalypses. They are considered the strongest among the 
Demigods. We now have the opportunity to slay one of 
them.” 


“aby killing my mother?” 
“Do you still consider them your parents?” 
Frey’s words caused Heinz to pause. 


No positive or negative thoughts came to mind immediately. 
However, he was certain that he had no attachment to them 
as his family members. 


But that didn’t mean he was willing to kill them just because 
of that. 


After all, weren’t they the ones who gave birth to him and 
raised him? 


“lm not sure.” 
“That’s understandable.” 


That was a natural response that anyone with a moral 
compass would give. 


This meant he couldn’t ask for Heinz’s help to kill Leita. 
“Then I'd like to ask you for something else.” 

“What is it?” 

“There is a metal called IIluminium.” 

“Whuminium?” 

“Right. Its features...” 


Frey gave him a rough overview of the characteristics of 
Iluminium, and after hearing everything, Heinz nodded and 
asked. 


“It’s stored somewhere in the mansion?” 
“There’s a high probability that it’s stored in the basement.” 
Heinz shook his head. 


“There are many basements other than the one below the 
mansion.” 


“There are?” 


“Besides this one, there are numerous labs scattered 
throughout Pillat. | know a few of them, but | don’t know all 
of them.” 


“Hmm.” 
Frey pondered for a while before saying. 


“Then focus on finding these hidden laboratories as quickly 
as possible. It would be better if we could find clues about 
the Illuminium.” 


“Understood... then what about you?” 


“first, l'II watch how the situation develops. If possible, I”d 
like to wait until Sheryl gets here before making a move.” 


Frey thought for a moment before adding. 
“And | think we need to call in for more reinforcements.” 


Two days was not a short time. Especially in an urgent 
situation like this one. 


Nevertheless, there was a reason why Frey had remained 
silent for two days. 


One was that he was in the heart of the enemy’s territory. 


No matter how powerful he was, Frey couldn’t completely 
ignore the strength of the Blake family. 


The fighting strength of the Blake family wasn’t a threat if 
Leita was excluded, but there was one variable that 
remained unknown. 


“| don’t know how strong Isaka’s divine power is.” 
Even Heinz didn’t know. 


Isaka, the 7 star Archmage, was of no threat to Frey, but 
Isaka, who wielded divine power, was a different story. 


He was someone Frey had to be mindful of. 


The other reason, and in fact the decisive reason, was that 
Leita had disappeared ever since she had taken Frey to the 
basement. 


Frey had scoured the entire mansion, but he was unable to 
find any traces of her. 


At least, it was clear to him that she was no longer in the 
mansion. 


‘She evacuated her immediately after talking to me.’ 
Leita was her weakness. 


At the same time, it was ironic because Leita was the main 
fighting force, but Leyrin had still chosen to evacuate her 
rather than use her as a deterrent force against him. 


Heinz didn’t return to the mansion either. 


At Frey’s request, he began searching the entirety of Pillat. 


Thanks to that, meals in the house were only attended by 
Frey and Isaka. 


Isaka simply moved his spoon with a robotic expression on 
his face. 


And even after the meals, there were no conversations 
between the two of them. 


After dinner, Frey returned to his room, and in the dark room 
lit only by the moonlight streaming in from the window, he 
found a blonde-haired girl. 


“Sheryl” 
“Did you call for me, Master?” 
Master? 


Frey tilted his head slightly at the unfamiliar title but 
decided not to say anything about it. 


“I called you because | need your help.” 
“Please give me your orders. Your wish is my command.” 
It was said calmly, but her word filled him with confidence. 


After all, Sheryl Roland was second in command of the 
Phisfounder Armlets and also the Contractor of Lilith, one of 
the Five Demon Archdukes. 


She also had her abilities as a vampire and hundreds of 
years of experience, so she was sure to be a great help to 
him. 


“| want you to track down Leita.” 

“...do you mean the Lady of the Blake family, Leita Blake?” 
“Right.” 

“Understood.” 

Sheryl nodded without asking any more questions. 


It seemed she was also preparing to go look for her 
immediately. 


Seeing this, Frey warned her so that she would take the 
proper precautions. 


“She’s an Apostle.” 

Sheryl’s expression changed to one of shock. 

“An Apocalypse’s Apostle at that, so you have to be careful.” 
“Don’t worry, I’m used to being discreet.” 

Sheryl smiled and disappeared into the shadows. 

His basic preparations had all been completed. 


Heinz and Sheryl were both trusted allies. And the 
reinforcements... 


He, or they, would only arrive before dawn. 
‘Then.’ 
The time to lay low had finally come to an end. 


Frey left his room and walked down the dimly lit corridor. 


Alexandro, who was patrolling the halls, spotted him, and 
when he saw Frey, he flinched slightly and bowed his head 
politely. 


He then tried to pass by Frey quickly without greeting him. 


Frey knew that the servants in the mansion were usually 
busy dealing with various things, and Alexandro was no 
different from them, but this time was different. 


He blocked Alexandro’s path. 


Seeing this, Alexandro displayed a frightened expression 
and quickly lowered his head even further. 


Frey shook his hand, his powerful mana erupting. 


Alexander quickly raised his head, realising that his body 
was now floating in the air. 


“W-, what is...” 
Alexandro squirmed and writhed in the air. 


Frey then made dozens of Flame Arrows, all of which were 
pointing at him. 


Fwoosh 
“H-, huk...” 


Alexandro’s face became pale when he saw the many arrows 
aimed at him. 


He turned to Frey with fearful eyes. 


“Yo-, Young Master Frey, t-, this...” 


“I will only ask you once butler. Where is Leita?” 
A look of horror overtook Alexandro’s expression. 


Frey was the third son of the Blake family, but in truth, he 
was like the son who had been abandoned by the family. 


However, after his return, all of his actions had been 
shocking. 


He had defeated the eldest son, Mischael, in a duel and won 
the recognition of his parents, and even the Third Princess of 
the empire, who visited the family on occasion, seemed to 
admire him. 


In this short time, Frey’s status in the family, which had been 
below even that of the servants, had shot up at an 
astounding rate. 


Since then, Alexandro had made sure to pay particular 
attention to his behaviour in front of Frey. 


But he couldn’t help but think right then. 
Wasn’t this too much? 


Even if he might have wronged Frey before, he was still a 
butler who had served the Blake family for decades. 


But threatening his life like this? 
In the Blake family mansion, no less? 


If he was in a calm state, then his anger would have soared 
at that moment, but he wasn’t even able to think. 


“If you would like to expose your guts to the world, you don’t 
need to answer.” 


“That...” 
The moment he saw Frey’s eyes, his hair turned white. 


Frey’s eyes were so cold that fora moment, he could not 
even feel the heat from the Flame Arrows. 


Alexandro realised immediately. 

If he didn’t give the right answer, he would die there. 
“M-, Miss Leita said she was going to the capital!” 
“The capital? What for?” 

“| don’t know...” 

“I’m telling you. Please believe me...” 


Alexander had a desperate expression on his face as he said 
those words. 


Frey looked at him closely. Then. 
Thump. 
“Huk...” 
Alexander's body fell to the floor. 


He was sweating profusely, and his body was shaking, but 
Frey simply ignored him and left the mansion. 


Then he flew into the air. 


He flew up to a height where he'd be able to see every detail 
of the property with a glance, then he looked down. 


The information that Leita was going to the capital was 
almost certainly false. She had probably spread the false 
information, hoping he would chase after her. 


However, it was true that she wasn’t in the family home at 
that moment. Frey believed that she was monitoring the 
situation from nearby. 


‘Sheryl is tracking her.’ 
His role was to affect Leita’s composure as much as he could. 


And in order to do that, he would need to take some drastic 
measures. 


He needed to do something large enough for Leita, who was 
monitoring the mansion from afar, to notice. 


“Hyper Bolt.” 
Chichichik. 
Hyper Bolt, a6 star spell. 


A powerful sphere of energy shot from Frey’s hand to the 
annex to the west of the main building. 


Boom! 
In an instant, the 5 story building was smashed to pieces. 


There were no people there as the annex had just been a 
decoy to hide the underground lab, so Frey didn’t hesitate. 


Next, he aimed at the eastern annex. 


Just as the energy sphere formed in Frey’s hands once again, 
the figure of a person soared into the sky from the main 
building of the mansion. 


This figure, which exuded a fierce aura, rushed up towards 
Frey before stopping. 


“You bastard... what are you doing?” 

It was Isaka Blake. 

He was glaring at Frey with a grim expression on his face. 
“lam rebuilding the Blake family.” 


“Nonsense! Can destroying a building be called 
rebuilding...?!” 


“Of course.” 

Boom! 

Once again, a Hyper Bolt was fired. 

The eastern annex was destroyed, and smoke began rising. 
Looking at this sight, Frey spoke simply. 


“Before we start over, we should clean up first.” 


Chapter 126: Family 
Extermination(2) 


“Rebuild the family? You?” 
Mana surged within Isaka’s body. 


He was the head of the Blake family, as well as a Tower 
Master and a well-known 7 star Archmage. 


“| guess you learned some tricks, and now, you can no 
longer see things clearly. Who do you think is standing in 
front of you right now?” 


“Then | will ask you the same. Who do you think | am?” 
Frey’s quick response made Isaka pause for a moment. 
“What? What nonsense...” 

What a load of crap. 

Isaka was just about to say that, but he was unable to. 


Isaka’s body suddenly shook, and his eyes widened 
considerably. 


‘My mana...?’ 


It wasn’t responding to him. 


Isaka began falling from hundreds of meters in the air. 


While his body could not be compared to that of a warrior, 
he was still stronger than ordinary people, yet if he was to 
fall from such a height, his entire body would be crushed like 
a tomato and he would die instantly. 


He couldn’t use magic, so he had no choice but to rely on 
another source of power. 


Isaka hurriedly unleashed his divine power. 
Chak. 


A platform made of ice formed below him, preventing him 
from falling to his untimely demise. 


After firmly standing on this platform, Isaka turned back to 
Frey. 


“You... just controlled the surrounding mana. That’s not 
possible for someone below 8 stars...” 


Although Isaka himself was the one saying those words, the 
expression on his face showed that he didn’t believe it. 


But Frey simply gave him a cold smile. 
“You know it well.” 


“D-, don’t be ridiculous. That’s impossible with your mana 
sensitivity and talent...” 


Isaka was the one who knew the most about the condition of 
Frey’s body. 


For Frey, not to mention 8 stars, it was almost impossible for 
him to even reach 5 stars. 


However, the destructive power of the Hyper Bolt, the ability 
to control all mana within a certain range and most 
importantly, the deep, abyssal gaze that seemed to look at 
his very soul were constantly suggesting that ridiculous 
possibility to Isaka. 


“A-, answer me, Frey! What kind of trick did you just do?” 


“Trick? Do you think it’s possible to take control of mana 
with a trick?” 


“Th-, that...” 


“You said it yourself. It’s not possible for someone below 8 
Stars.” 


“| don’t believe you could have reached that stage at your 
age...” 


Isaka’s confusion was natural. 

This wasn’t 6 stars or 7 stars. 

This was 8 stars! 

A level that transcended normal Archmages. 


Even on the entire continent, the number of Wizards who 
had reached that level could be counted on one hand. 


‘8 stars? Frey is 8 stars?’ 
He couldn’t believe it. 
No, he wouldn't believe it. 


Isaka had reached 7 stars 10 years before, and even up to 
that point, he was still on the same level. 


But that didn’t mean that he’d progressed a lot within that 
time. 


To put it bluntly, there was barely any difference in his skill 
between then and now. 


His proficiency and accuracy when using his power might 
have improved a bit, but the increase was insignificant. 


This didn’t mean that Isaka had neglected his study and 
training of magic. 


He still meditated for more than three hours per day, and he 
read every magic book on the continent that he could lay his 
hands on. 


He also didn’t forget to regularly meet and have exchanges 
with Wizards on his level either. 


Nevertheless, he still saw no hope of advancing. 


He didn’t even find a single clue as to how to advance to the 
next stage. 


The 8 star stage wasn’t something that could be reached 
just with some talent and effort. 


Therefore, Isaka, who had been regarded as a genius since 
childhood, remained unconvinced. 


But now, his third son, the one who he had thrown out 
because he lacked talent, had returned after a few years as 
an 8 star Wizard? 


Isaka felt like he was having a nightmare at that moment. 


“The power of ice? | thought you’d have wind because of 
Leyrin’s personality, but | guess not.” 


Isaka felt like those words were mocking him for abandoning 
magical science and relying on divine power. 


“Shut up...!” 


He felt inferior at that moment, but Isaka would never admit 
that he felt such a way because of his own son, especially 
when it was Frey. 


A shard of ice formed in his hand before shooting towards 
Frey. 


Clang! 
Frey could have avoided it, but he let it hit his barrier. 
This was so he could judge how strong Isaka was. 


As the shard of ice struck the barrier fiercely, Frey narrowed 
his eyes and thought for a moment. 


‘7 stars.’ 


This much wasn’t threatening at all, but he was unsure if it 
was Isaka’s full strength. 


... Besides, Isaka wasn’t the only enemy he had to face, 
Rooaaar! 


Something shot out of the ruins of the annex, and upon 
closer inspection, Frey realised that it was a grotesque 

monster that seemed to be a mix between a bug anda 
human. 


But its body was much larger than Frey’s. 


‘Demigod’s Creature.’ 


This was a special creature that was born purely from 
experimentation rather than physical transformation. 


It was many times stronger than normal creatures. (TL: | 
guess there are many creatures? strange) 


“Kyaaaak!” 
The monster roared loudly and spat out some kind of fluid. 


Frey didn’t know what it was, but he knew it was dangerous, 
so he erected an ice barrier. 


“Frost Wall.” 
Suddenly, the ice barrier in front of Frey disappeared. 
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Though confused, Frey quickly used Blink, but his reaction 
was a bit slow and some of the fluid managed to touch his 
shoulder. 


Crackle. 
Immediately after, his robe began dissolving. 
Frey quickly took off the Salamander’s Robe. 


It had only been a slight touch, but before long, the entire 
Salamander’s Robe was dissolved. 


‘...magic tools created by Schweiser aren’t so simple.’ 


If that fluid touched his body, he would have to immediately 
cut off whichever part it touched. 


No, but the most important thing was to figure out why his 
Frost Wall had disappeared so suddenly. 


“Huhu...” 
Isaka let out a laugh. 


Then he gave Frey a mocking smile, as if he had won 
something. 


“Even if you're an 8 star Wizard... you won’t be able to use 
ice in front of me.” 


“Thanks for the kind explanation.” 


Frey immediately fired back a response, but inwardly, he 
couldn’t help but feel that the situation was becoming a bit 
tricky. 


Fire and ice magic were his specialties. 


This was because he had consumed the Frozen River and 
Torkunta’s heart, which caused the power he could display 
to far surpass that of Wizards on the same level. 


But now, one of them had been sealed. 
‘Can he cancel it even if | use 8 star spells?’ 
He wasn’t sure. 


Nevertheless, Frey was certain that Isaka wouldn’t be able to 
simply get rid of it like he had the Frost Wall. 


He wanted to try. 


However, the creatures constantly pouring out from the 
ruins were a bit troublesome. 


Even for him, he still needed time to cast 8 star spells. 


Frey clicked his tongue and decided to use one of his 
favorite spells. 


Flame Ball. 


He could create many in a short time, and they were all 
considerably powerful. Moreover, because it was a 5 star 
spell, he didn’t need to shout a chant to cast it. 


Fwoosh. 


Dozens of fireballs appeared behind Frey before shooting 
down towards the creatures below. 


Boom boom boom! 
A long series of explosions sounded out. 


At first glance, it appeared as though his attack had been 
successful, but Frey clicked his tongue instead. A skilled 
Wizard could tell the extent of his attacks by the size, sound 
and smell of the resulting explosions. 


Frey was the same. 


Even though he’d used a 5 star spell, it didn’t have much 
effect. 


It was much more serious than he thought. 


This meant that these creatures’ magic resistance was much 
higher than Frey expected. 


However, since Leyrin was the one who created them, it 
made sense that their magic resistance was so high. 


After all, didn’t the undead that Oydin, a half-Apostle, made 
show tremendous power? 


Frey glanced at his bracelet. 
The Great Sage’s Staff. 


If he used it, his magic power would increase several fold, 
but Frey still had no intention of taking it out. 


‘Leita is probably watching from afar.’ 
Because of that, Frey didn’t want to show his hand. 
This was also the reason he hadn’t summoned Asura yet. 


However, there was still a power that Leita knew about at his 
disposal. 


Indra’s lightning. 

Frey’s body suddenly became covered in lightning. 

Crackle. 

“Kiiieeek!” 

The creatures cried out sharply. 

This reaction was quite surprising, considering the fact that 
a guys hadn’t even flinched after being hit by his Flame 


‘...has my power increased?’ 


Frey felt that his divine power was now twice as strong as 
when he’d fought Sheryl. 


Does it get stronger the more | use it? 


It hadn’t been very long since Frey had gotten the divine 
power, but it was already equivalent to 7 stars. 


However, even if the power of his lightning had increased, 
the creatures’ reactions had been too pronounced. 


‘They have no resistance to divine power.’ 


The creatures that were created by the Demigods had no 
resistance to divine power. 


At first glance, this might have seemed like an ironic 
situation, but in truth, it was quite understandable. 


After all, the enemies these creatures were created to fight 
were those who used mana. 


It was safe to say that they would never be able to fight 
against the Demigods themselves, and in the event that 
some of them might become rebellious, a resistance to 
divine power would cause them quite a lot of trouble. 


Of course, the most important factor was that there were 
very few situations that would cause these creatures to have 
to fight enemies that used divine power. 


That said, it was quite clear what kind of power Frey had to 
use. 


Crackle. 


A pale bolt of lightning began dancing over Frey’s hand, and 
a thunderstorm seemed to be brewing in his eyes. 


x KO 


That night turned out to be the night of the full moon. 


For vampires, the full moon was the time when their blood 
seemed to boil. 


Of course, Sheryl Roland, who had the blood of vampire 
sovereignty in her veins, was able to maintain her 
composure and not get swept away by her instincts. 


‘It’s a good night.’ 


But that didn’t mean that the excitement would disappear 
completely. 


Her lips pulled back into a bright smile, revealing her sharp 
fangs. 


No, no. She couldn’t get excited. 


After all, she had been given a mission by none other than 
the Great Mage himself. 


Mistakes or failure would not be tolerated. 
It was nighttime. 
More importantly, it was a full moon. 


All the conditions were in place to maximise her vampiric 
powers. 


Sheryl slipped into a dark alleyway in the town. 


After looking around for a while, she found several large 
sewer rats. 


“Find Leita Blake.” 


Squeak. 


These sewer rats then wiggled their noses before turning 
their little bodies around and disappearing into the 
darkness. 


The abilities that a high ranking vampire had were truly 
unbelievable. 


No matter how weak rats were, to communicate with such a 
large number of them was simply unthinkable for normal 
vampires. 


Pillat was a very large city. Because of this, even though she 
was getting the sewer rats to help her, it still took her some 
time to find her target. 


It was then. 

She felt a surge of dense divine power. 
Sheryl frowned. 

‘Is ita trap?’ 

She couldn’t help but think so. 


The Blake family had been under the control of the 
Demigods for decades, perhaps even longer than that, yet 
they had still managed to hide it perfectly. 


Had it not been for Heinz’s information, she would not have 
noticed it at all. 


Sheryl felt that this showed the thoroughness of the Apostle, 
Leita. 


However, such a careful woman was now acting in a very 
open manner. 


It was too suspicious. 
Squeak. 
The sewer rats’ bodies went stiff. 


They were beasts with low intelligence, so they wouldn’t be 
of much help anymore. 


Sheryl sighed. 

“I have no choice but to move directly.” 

Her body then melted into the shadows. 

It would be a bit risky, but it was still manageable. 


The full moon in the sky and the darkness in the city were 
perfect for her. Even if the Demigods themselves were to 
arrive, they would not be able to discover her easily. 


It was still possible for her to escape if the situation became 
too dicey. 


Leita’s hiding spot appeared to be deep underground. 
Sheryl moved quickly in the shadows. 

SSSS. 

It didn’t take long for her to reach her destination. 


It was a basement that was connected to the sewers. In this 
place, the scent of blood, drugs and decaying bodies were 
overwhelming. 


It was disgusting. 
Sheryl slowly looked around the basement, frowning. 


The floor was moist with blood, and there was a decaying 
body lying in a corner. From what she could tell, it hadn’t 
been long since the person died. 


Sheryl continued to go deeper. 


There, she found a large magic circle, painted entirely with 
blood. 


At the same time, she saw a bunch of bodies piled up upon 
an altar. 


Sheryl’s expression hardened. 

“This...” 

Human sacrifice. 

Was it evil black magic, a curse, or necromancy? 


It was clear that she was trying to enhance the efficiency of 
the ritual by using living humans as a Sacrifice. 


Because it was so unethical, this practice had been banned 
by the Wizard Association as well as the Kastkau Empire, 
also known as the Magical Empire. 


Leita stood in front of the altar. 
“Hurry, hurry...” 


She was staring at the magic circle with an impatient 
expression on her face. 


Sheryl assessed the situation as she watched on. 
‘The ritual is almost over.’ 


That was why there were no longer any living beings on the 
altar. 


What sort of magic did she want to cast at the expense of so 
many human lives? 


Woowoong. 
Suddenly, light erupted from the magic circle. 


Sheryl retreated deeper into the darkness in order to remain 
hidden. 


Flash~ 


The intensity of the light increased momentarily before a 
man walked out of it. 


It was a young-looking man with a solemn expression. 
“M-, Mr. Apep!” 

Leita almost screamed with joy. 

“I’m glad you made it!” 


The man, Apep, looked down at the altar with an 
expressionless face. 


“..Hmm. | was curious as to how you would warp a 
transcendent being like me. Indeed. Did you use human 
sacrifice to maximise the efficiency of the Warp?” 


“That’s right!” 


It had only been a few hours. 


In those short, few hours, hundreds of humans had been 
sacrificed. 


Nevertheless, there wasn’t even an ounce of guilt on Leita’s 
face. 


It seemed the only thing she could think about was the fact 
that she was now Safe. 


“The other two were relatively close, so they should arrive 
by dawn.” 


“| see,” 
The man named Apep muttered in a low voice. 


“Frey is probably creating a mess right now. Mr. Apep, please 
deal...” 


“There’s no need to hurry.” 
“Huh? But...” 
Apep turned to look at the shadows. 


To be precise, he turned to look at Sheryl, who was hidden in 
the shadows. 


“Let’s start by getting rid of the rats first.” 


Chapter 127: Family 
Extermination(3 ) 


‘How many times did | come to this place?’ 


Heinz looked around the messy laboratory as he had this 
thought before shaking his head. 


In any case, he knew that it wasn’t less than twenty times, 
and counting it wouldn’t change anything anyway. 


Heinz had believed he had an idea of the true scale of the 
Blake family, but now, he realised it was only an illusion. 


‘| didn’t expect it to be this much.’ 


The scale and influence of the Blake family had far 
surpassed even his most absurd assumptions. 


Moreover, he had expected that they’d be so deeply 
embedded and widespread throughout the city. 


Luckily, it hadn’t been too difficult to find the various 
research labs. This was because, though they were all in 
different places, they were all connected in some way. 


They were researching the same things and frequently 
exchanged information, so they knew each other quite well. 


This meant that just by knowing a few, he was able to figure 
out the locations of the rest. 


And this place was the lab that Heinz had just besieged. 


From the information he’d gathered, Heinz had learned that 
this laboratory was one of the three largest in the city of 
Pillat. 


In particular, it was the site where the research of Illuminium 
was progressing particularly quickly. 


Heinz looked down at the documents lying on a desk before 
picking them up. 


These documents detailed the complete production process 
of Illuminium. 


‘So complicated.’ 


The first thing he noticed was that the process was 
completely different from the usual way of making alloys. 


To manufacture this metal, one needed not only an 
extensive knowledge of metals but also the capabilities of a 
leading alchemist together with knowledge of magical 
science not below the level of a Magic Tower’s Floor Master. 


‘It takes a long time to make.’ 


But this was only because they weren’t yet familiar with the 
process. 


As time passed and the researchers got used to it, the speed 
of production would almost certainly increase. 


Suddenly, Heinz’s expression hardened as he was looking 
through the documents. 


This was because he had turned to the page that detailed 
the materials required to produce IIluminium. 


“Did they really use something like this... as an ingredient?” 


He couldn't believe it. 

Was his family truly rotten to such an extent? 
Crunch. 

Heinz roughly crumpled the documents in his fist. 
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There was a limit to the number of creatures that could 
continuously pour out of the ruined annex. 


Frey was certain that their numbers were dwindling as he’d 
already burned hundreds of creatures to ash. 


After killing so many, he could see the end was near. 


Isaka attacked him with ice whenever he had the chance, 
but it had little to no effect. 


He wasn’t an Apostle. 


Although he could use divine power, it was still weaker than 
Oydin, who was just a half-Apostle of Nozdog. 


If Frey had to compare him, he’d say that Isaka was similar 
to Lukes. 


“Huk... huk...” 
Isaka panted. 


The constant use of divine power had exhausted him. His 
complexion was pale, and a film of cold sweat covered his 
entire body. 


“Impossible... even your divine power is stronger... what the 
hell...” 


At that moment, lightning flashed once again, burning the 
last of the creatures Leyrin had created. 


Frey clenched his fist. 
Crackle. 
Pale lightning danced around him. 


Although he had been fighting for so long, he still had divine 
power to spare. 


It seemed that not only had his divine power become 
stronger, his capacity had increased as well. 


The growth rate of his divine power was so abnormally fast 
that even Frey himself couldn’t help but feel a bit scared. 


Frey shook his head. 


It was undeniable that divine power was strong and 
attractive, but for someone like Frey, who had lived his 
entire life as a pure Wizard, it was still possible to resist its 
allure. 


He turned to look at Isaka, who was panting and staring at 
him. 


‘He said he could seal ice magic.’ 
Frey wondered if he would be able to seal an 8 star ice spell. 


‘I'd love to find out.’ 


8 star spells were so powerful that even Frey would have to 
pay a certain price to use one, and since he wanted to 
remain in the best condition to fight Leita, Frey decided to 
be patient for now. 


Then, he saw a man approaching from the ground. 
It was Heinz. 


Frey adjusted the space so that Heinz could use mana to 
come up to him, and he asked him as he drew near. 


“What did you find out about the IIluminium?” 
“l found it. | think this is everything.” 


As he said this, Heinz handed a bag to Frey. (TL: once again, 
‘bag’ refers to ‘subspace bag’ which can contain many 
things) 


This bag contained most of the II|uminium the Blake family 
had managed to produce, as well as the research 
information. 


Frey put away the bag. 


Then he observed Heinz’s expression, which was not in its 
usual, blank state. 


“What happened?” 


“l learned the ingredients needed to create II|uminium. 
Frey... did you know them?” 


Heinz spoke in an angry voice. Frey shook his head. 


“I only know about Harkon. | don’t know anything else.” 


“| see,” 
Heinz took a deep breath before continuing. 


“I want to ask one thing. Why was the Blake family trying to 
make IIluminium? What power does this metal have?” 


Frey glanced at Isaka. 


Although he had not lost his fighting spirit, Isaka had 
exhausted almost all of his divine power, and even his mana 
had been sealed. In his current state, he wouldn’t be able to 
hurt him even if Frey went to sleep in front of him right at 
that moment, 


“PI explain it briefly.” 


Then, as he said, Frey briefly explained about the penalty 
the Demigods had to face. That they were under the threat 
of extinction by the laws of the world if they violated its 
rules and that IIluminium was the only way for them to 
escape said punishment. 


There was no need to hide it. 


Instead, it was the Demigod’s only Known weakness, so it 
was better if it was known by more people. 


After hearing what Frey had to say, the anger on Heinz’s 
face became even more pronounced. 


“So in the end, ‘Illuminium’ is just a tool for the Demigods to 
act as they please on the continent.” 


“That’s right. But what made you so angry?” 


“the human heart is among the list of ingredients.” 


“What...?” 


It was the first time Frey had heard of it, so he couldn’t help 
but ask in a confused voice. 


“It said that in order to make 0.1kg(1) required about 100 
human hearts. And...” 


Crunch. 
Heinz grit his teeth. 


“| found more than a few tens of kilograms of IIluminium in 
the lab.” 
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Heinz’s ferocious gaze then turned to Isaka. 


Isaka could never have imagined a day when Heinz would 
look at him in such a way. 


“Answer me, Father. Just how many humans have you 
sacrificed so far?” 


“kK, kuku... right. So you betrayed the family too, Heinz.” 


Isaka laughed as he realised this fact from Heinz’s 
cooperative attitude and the conversation the two of them 
had before. 


Then he stopped and stared at Heinz with a contemptuous 
gaze. 


“| never could have imagined that you’d turn your back and 
hit the parents who raised you instead of repaying our 
kindness. And it wasn’t even Mischael... you’ve truly 
disappointed me, Heinz.” 


“Stop saying nonsense and answer my question.” 


“Huhu. Didn’t you just say it? It takes about 100 hearts to 
get 0.1kg.” 


Isaka gave a twisted smile. 


“To make dozens of kilograms, it would have taken as many 
hearts.” 


Heinz trembled. 
“.,.where did you find that many people?” 


“It wasn’t difficult. Our family has Warp Stones. All that was 
left was to find slave traders, but that was also simple if we 
used contacts who dealt in the dark.” 


“You mean you bought slaves from other countries?” 


“For the most part, yes. Of course, there were also enemies 
that the empire captured. Also in the slums of Pillat, there 
are many parents selling their children for a single silver 
coin. Because they’re even lower than commoners, it was 
easy to do it quiet-” 


“This scum!” 
Heinz couldn’t take it any longer. 


He rushed toward Isaka in an instant with a roar and lifted 
him up by his collar. 


“You said we only had to make necessary sacrifices!” 
“This... was a necessary sacrifice...!” 


“Bullshit...!” 


“kK, kuku... you’re a hypocrite... all the prosperity... the 
Blake family was able to enjoy... was because Leyrin was 
behind us...! All the luxuries you've enjoyed... are all thanks 
to her...!” 


“I never asked for such luxury...!” 
At that moment, Frey grabbed Heinz’s shoulder. 
“That’s enough.” 


Heinz wanted to say more, but in the end, he bit his lip and 
stepped back. 


As he did so, he muttered. 


“What had | been thinking all this time? This was evil from 
the start... ah! | couldn’t see the darkness of the family 
because of the mask of my parents...” 


Isaka coughed a few times before giving a dirty smile to Frey. 


“It must’ve been you who tricked Heinz. | have so many 
regrets. Instead of kicking you out, | should have killed you. 
In the first place, you... were someone who never should’ve 
been born.” 


This was something that parents should never say to their 
children. 


Even if it was someone with formidable mental power, if you 
were to hear those words from your parent’s mouth, you 
would certainly be shocked. 


But Frey’s mental power was something that couldn’t be 
shaken, and even if it wasn’t, he had never considered this 
man to be his father in the first place. 


“Where is Leita?” 
“Do you think I'd tell you that?” 


“No. But | Know a few ways to make you talk. | don’t really 
like torture, but it’s effective for situations like this.” 


“Hahaha...! I am a 7 star Wizard...! Do you intend to torture 
an Archmage?” 


“That’s exactly what I intend to do.” 
After saying that, Frey stretched out his hand towards Isaka. 
Shuk. 


Suddenly, something shot up towards Frey at a tremendous 
speed from the ground. 


Frey was just about to dodge, but when he saw what it was, 
he could no longer do so. 


Thud! 
“Kuk... 1” 


There was a heavy impact then Frey looked down at the 
figure in his arms which turned out to be a girl. 


It was Sheryl, gasping for breath and covered in blood. 


She was so severely injured that it wouldn’t be strange if she 
lost her life in that same instant. 


She looked up at Frey with difficulty. 


“So-, sorry... | was... caught...“ 


“You were caught? By Leita?” 
“N-, no. He...” 
Frey didn’t listen to the rest of Sheryl’s words. 


Instead, he looked down at the ground with a stiff 
expression. 


To be precise, he was looking at the man who'd thrown 
Sheryl at him. 


“Rounder Sheryl? What the hell...” 


“Heinz, please take care of Sheryl. Also, keep an eye on 
Isaka for me.” 


“What about you?” 


Frey didn’t respond. Instead, he gestured towards the 
ground with his chin. 


The moment he saw the man with the gloomy expression, 
Heinz’s face became as stiff as stone. 


“Demigod.” 
“Right. This should be what Leita was waiting for.” 


Just as Frey was about to go down to the ground, Sheryl 
grabbed him by the arm. 


“H-, huk... huk... Master.” 
“Don’t speak. Focus on healing your injuries.” 


“There is... something you need to know...” 


This little pain wasn’t a problem. 


Although she’d come back with her life seemingly hanging 
by a thread, there was still some information she had to 
deliver. 


“Tell me.” 
“That Demigod’s power... is darkness...” (TL: no wonder) 
“Darkness?” 


“That’s right... that’s all... | managed to see. | don’t know... 
what happened.” 


By the time she’d realised what was happening, her body 
had already become a mangled mess. 


However, she could still remember the very darkness that 
she was hiding in suddenly attacking her. 


Sheryl spat out a mouthful of blood before delivering 
something that was even more important. 


“And... he said that two more Demigods would arrive... 
before dawn.” 


M l ” 
. . 


No matter how calm Frey was, his heart couldn’t help but 
Shake slightly when he heard those words. 


Not one, but two more? 


So didn’t that mean that together with the guy below, there 
would soon be three Demigods in this place? 


‘| have to resolve this quickly.’ 


The Demigod, who was staring at him from below, was a very 
formidable existence. 


Frey felt uneasy within, but he didn’t show it. After all, he 
couldn’t let Heinz and Sheryl become anxious. 


Instead, he nodded calmly. 
“| understand. You just rest up.” 
“P-, please be careful...” 


Frey nodded and began to formulate a plan as he slowly 
descended. 


His odds of losing were much higher than his odds of 
winning. 


Even if this man below him was the weakest Demigod, he 
was still someone that an 8 star Wizard couldn’t hope to 
defeat on their own. 


If it was an ordinary 8 star Wizard, that is. 
Frey took a deep breath. 
‘Just for a time like this.’ 


Frey had learned everything that could help him even if it 
was just a little. 


Warrior King’s Fist, Spirit Arts, Contracts, even Divine Power. 
He didn’t know how helpful they would be, but he intended 
to make use of everything he’d learned since becoming 
‘Frey’. 


Light emanated from his bracelet. 


‘Today, | will defeat a Demigod.’ 
By himself. 


Frey landed on the ground while gripping the Great Sage’s 
Staff tightly. 


1. To put it into perspective, a standard basketball is 
0.625kg(1.4lbs). The kg to Ibs ratio is about 1:2.2, so .1kg is 
.22|bs) 


Chapter 128: Family 
Extermination(4) 


Leita watched Frey slowly descend from the sky. His 
indifferent face and fluctuating mana intimidated her 
greatly. 


She felt confused. 
‘What’s going on?’ 


Frey Blake. Her third child, who she didn’t want to admit was 
hers. 


Her first son, Mischael, had been as expected, and her 
second son, Heinz, was even better than expected. 


Therefore, Leita had high hopes for her third son, Frey. 


Maybe, he’d have a talent that was even better than Heinz, 
and if not Heinz, at least a talent equal to that of her first 
son, Mischael. 


But from the start, Frey, a child born from a Wizard Family, 
had a lower mana sensitivity than children born to 
commoners. 


This fact had become an intolerable disgrace for Leita. 


Frey was suspected to be an illegitimate child, which 
naturally led people to mock her behind her back. 


Naturally, there wasn’t anyone foolish enough to do so to 
her face, but the fact that such rumors were in circulation in 
the first place humiliated her greatly. 


So she stopped caring for him. 


When Mischael vented his anger at him, when Isaka didn’t 
treat him like a person, not to mention a child, and even 
when their servants mistreated him. 


To call him an eyesore would be an understatement. 


Even the sight of Frey wandering around the mansion 
annoyed her, which is why she agreed to send him to the 
academy. 


After that, she intended to stick him in some unassuming 
magic tower and leave him there so he would not cause any 
trouble for their family. 


Then, Frey suddenly became stronger and returned. 


When he’d easily overpowered Mischael and displayed a 
different side to himself, Leita had finally accepted him as 
her child. 


But now, she began to doubt. 

Was this child... really hers? 

Taht. 

As Frey landed on the ground, his eyes turned towards Leita. 


In fact, he had only just noticed her presence. This was 
because he’d been completely focused on the Demigod. 


When their eyes met, Leita spoke in a cold tone, ignoring the 
unknown fear that had crept into her heart. 


“You did it quite splendidly.” 
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“| can’t believe you managed to turn Heinz traitor... What 
exactly did you tell him?” 


Both Leita and Isaka appeared to trust Heinz greatly. 
Frey shook his head. 

“Heinz was never on your side from the beginning.” 
“Nonsense.” 

“You can keep thinking that.” 

“Hmph.” 

Leita snorted coldly. 

Then the man beside her spoke. 

“Is this the guy? The one Leyrin considered an enemy?” 
“That’s right, Mr. Apep.” 

Disappointment filled Apep’s gaze. 

“Hmm. Just a Wizard.” 


The Wizards were the ones who had opposed the Demigods 
the most over the years. 


He didn’t know why. But he guessed that it had something 
to do with the incompatibility between mana and divine 
power. 


Yet strangely, Magic Warriors didn’t seem to be that 
opposed. 


Nevertheless, their conflict had been going on for thousands 
of years. 


Thanks to this, the number of Wizards that Apep had killed 
personally had long reached tens of thousands. 


Naturally, he was very familiar with the way Wizards fought. 
In fact, he didn’t consider it threatening at all. 


In the first place, Apep wasn’t the type who was very 
interested in fighting. 


However, he couldn’t help but feel disappointed after 
hurrying to Leyrin’s assistance only to find a single Wizard. 


‘It seems Leyrin was weakened by a lot.’ 


As one of the strongest Demigods in existence, she had 
actually felt threatened by a single human. 


This was something that Apep never thought possible... 
well, it didn’t matter anyway. He’d just kill this guy and be 
done with it. 


Just as Apep stopped thinking about that and prepared to 
use his power, Leita spoke. 


“PIH assist you.” 


“Don’t interfere.” 


“Huh? But...” 
“Do you need me to Say it again?” 


Leita hurriedly lowered her head when she saw Apep’s 
annoyed expression. 


“Ah, | understand.” 
Frey’s eyes shined slightly. 


A Demigod, who could basically be called a lump of pride, 
would never accept help to kill a single human. 


Instead, there was even a high possibility that a Demigod 
would reject help even at a critical moment. 


Of course, this wasn’t always certain, but Apep had already 
drawn the line. 


No one could interfere. 


So naturally, a 1:1 match had been established by the 
Demigod. 


Frey couldn’t help but feel fortunate. After all, Leita was not 
as easy to handle as Isaka was. 


Fighting them together would be too much for him. 
‘The power of darkness.’ 


As with all Demigods, one could never imagine what kind of 
fighting style they would display after hearing their simple 
power. 


In particular, Apep’s power was quite abstract, similar to 
Nozdog’s power of ‘death’. 


In Frey experience, these kinds of powers had many 
applications, but knowing that didn’t give him any real 
advantage. 


It was accurate to say that every Demigod was a completely 
independent individual. This was because their appearance, 
size, habits, abilities and fighting styles were completely 
different from the others. 


In the past, he and his teammates had fought against a 
Demigod and won, but when they used the same tactic in 
the next fight, they were almost annihilated. 


Wizards, on the other hand, were different. 


Even if the spells they used might be slightly different, it 
was impossible for them to escape the classic Wizard 
combat method. 


This was simply because that was proven to be the most 
efficient and powerful method. 


‘That’s why it’s important.’ 


The other abilities he’d learned as Frey would show their 
usefulness in cases like this. 


In fights between Warriors or Knights, the weaker one was 
usually the one to move first. This was because they 
couldn’t withstand their opponent’s pressure and were 
forced to make the first move. 


But for Wizard fights, it was different. 


For them, it was the speed of their chanting and casting that 
were the most important. 


So Frey was the first to show his hand. 
He stomped his right foot down heavily. 
Crack! 


Instantly, an awl made of ice shot out of the ground towards 
Apep. 


Apep’s eyebrows furrowed when he saw that. 
‘Motion Magic.’ 


It was a technique that used movement to unleash spells, 
rather than casting or chanting words. 


Frey’s usual manifestation by swinging his arms was also a 
form of motion magic. 


Theoretically, this was a technique that could be used by 6 
star Wizards and higher, but it was rarely used because of its 
inefficiency. 


However, Frey’s motion magic was different. 
Be it in terms of power or speed. 
‘Better than | expected.’ 


Apep smiled coldly and raised his right hand, darkness 
hanging from the tip of his fingers like a curtain. 


At the same time, the places that had been previously dark 
seemed to have become a bit brighter. 


Frey was momentarily speechless. It might’ve sounded 
strange from a Wizard, but what Apep had just done was 
truly magical. 


Crack. 


The ice awl shattered without leaving even a scratch on the 
dark curtain hanging from Apep’s hand. 


‘What is it?’ 


The darkness hanging from Apep’s hand looked like a black 
streak of paint hanging in the air. 


Paht. 
This time, he slowly lifted his left hand. 


The darkness then broke apart like drops of water and 
moved forward. 


‘That’s dangerous.’ 
Frey’s instincts sounded an alarm in his head. 


Although he had the lightning barrier surrounding him, he 
was certain that it wouldn’t be able to block those dark 
droplets. 


Instead, Frey used one of the spells stored in the Great 
Sage’s Staff. 


Solid Barrier. 
Papapat. 
The black water-like droplets clung to the whitish barrier. 


Crackle. 


And in an instant, the barrier became covered with cracks. 


At first, Frey thought the barrier caused physical damage, 
but that wasn’t the case. 


The black drops were actually corroding the barrier, and the 
cracks were formed from those corroded parts. 


If he did not do something, the barrier would be destroyed in 
no time. 


“Lava Blast.” 
Boom boom boom! 


Lava Blast shot from Frey’s fingers and shot towards Apep 
with vicious momentum. 


But Apep didn’t move. Instead, he once again lifted his right 
arm. 


Ssssk. 


And once again, a curtain of darkness hung from his fingers 
and blocked the Lava Blast. 


It was perfect. 


He couldn’t even scratch Apep’s body, not to mention inflict 
actual wounds. 


Frey’s expression hardened. 
‘He can block 7 star spells easily.’ 
They were the same spells that had done damage to the 


Demigod, Hydra, even though she had been weakened at 
that time. 


Crackle. 
In the meantime, his barrier was still being destroyed. 
First, he needed to increase the distance. 


Frey used Blink to move backwards, and Apep didn’t pursue 
him. 


He just slowly lifted his left hand once again, and it was the 
black droplets that followed Frey. 


Swoosh. 


The droplets moved at a surprisingly fast soeed. Moreover, 
they were so dark that he was unable to see them clearly, 
and there was a large number of them. 


Frey couldn’t avoid them unless he blocked them with a 
barrier or kept using teleportation. He would probably need 
to have physical ability similar to lvan or Snow in order to 
avoid them. 


In other words, it was impossible for him. 
Frey used Blink continuously. 


His mana wasn’t a problem. Even at this rate, he could 
continue doing it for another three days and nights. 


However, it didn’t make sense to just avoid it constantly. 
When dawn came, two more Demigods would arrive. 
“Haha.” 


Frey stopped with a laugh. 


He actually had a time limit in a fight with a Demigod. 
‘But | have no choice.’ 


First of all, he needed to figure out just how much defense 
that dark curtain had. 


Since even the 7 star spell, Lava Blast, was unable to do 
anything to it, he would have to resort to 8 star spells. 


‘The power of darkness.’ 


Those black water-like droplets and curtain reminded Frey of 
black magic. 


He didn’t think that simply because of the dark power within 
them. Instead, it was the strange attack and defense that 
almost matched it perfectly. 


So Frey decided to try a simple solution. 

‘It’s not mainstream, but...’ 

He would use white magic. (TL: yes, ‘white’ not ‘light’) 
He began chanting a spell. 

Woowoong. 


White light began fluttering around Frey’s body. The spell 
hadn’t been released. He was simply chanting, but signs 
already began appearing. 


Apep’s expression changed for the first time. 


He stretched his hands out and controlled the black 
droplets. 
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Frey didn’t stop casting, and instead, he knocked his staff 
against the ground. 


Thud! 


The ground shook, and a huge earth wall was erected. It 
wasn’t very sturdy, but it was thick. 


Apep frowned upon realising that. 
‘Did he already notice the nature of my droplets?’ 


His droplets could eat through any obstacle, but the rate of 
corrosion was fixed. 


This meant that the powerful barrier he’d just created and 
the simple wall of earth would both be corroded at the same 
rate. 


In other words, this meant that this simple but thick wall of 
dirt would hold out much better than the thin barrier. 


The black droplets pierced through the wall at a snail pace, 
and by the time Apep diverted some droplets to circle 
around the wall, Frey’s chanting had ended. 


“Holy Breath.” 
Woowoo. 


White particles poured from Frey’s mouth. Well, they were 
too big to be called particles. 


The white particles appeared to be moving slowly, but they 
appeared before Apep in an instant. 


The Holy Breath made contact with the dark curtain. 
Boom! 


There was an enormous explosion, and all the nearby 
buildings collapsed, unable to withstand its shockwave. 


Frey was inwardly shocked. He had never expected an 
explosion to occur. 


‘Was the explosion caused by the collision between the Holy 
Breath and the dark curtain?’ 


It was an unexpected effect, but its power was terrifying. He 
was certain it had to have caused some damage. 


The dust cloud eventually lifted, and Apep’s figure was once 
again revealed. 


There was now a hole in his stomach about the size of a fist. 
Any ordinary person would have certainly been killed by 
such an injury. 


No, even if it was a Demigod, an injury like this was not easy 
to deal with. 


However, Frey’s expression wasn’t happy. 


This was because there had been no change to Apep’s 
expression at all. 


He didn’t seem to be worried or agitated at all. That wasn’t 
all. No viscera or blood could be seen from his wound. The 
only thing there was darkness. 


Apep rubbed his abdomen and said. 


“It’s been hundreds of years since | was last injured to this 
extent. Indeed... you are quite skilled.” 


It was then. 


The surrounding darkness flowed like a mist, and it was 
sucked into Apep’s abdomen. 


Krrk, Krrk. 


There was a strange, grotesque sound, and his injury began 
regenerating at an astonishing rate. 


It was an unbelievable sight. 


Even Trolls couldn’t regenerate so quickly. In fact, such a 
feat was impossible unless it was an artificial lifeform 
created through magic engineering or a Golem that had a 
simple structure. 


“What did you just do?” 
“It’s not difficult. Especially on such a dark night.” 
Frey narrowed his eyes. 


At first glance, this was a power that transcended common 
sense, but he had managed to spot a few flaws. 


Recalling that fact, he observed Apep’s surroundings. 


“...the darkness around you has faded. It was the same when 
you created the dark droplets and the curtain.” 


“Hoh. You’re quite sharp.” 


Apep spoke with sincere appreciation. 


He had also easily admitted that Frey’s speculations were 
correct. 


He spoke in a carefree tone. 


“You're right. | can’t use my power recklessly. The more | use 
it, the more | consume the darkness around me. Of course, | 
consume divine power as well.” 


a“ ” 


“Are you wondering why I’m telling you this? That’s simple. 
It doesn’t matter if | tell you or not.” 


In other words, it was because of his arrogance. 
Frey forcefully suppressed his disgust and stared at Apep. 
“The night is particularly dark today.” 


At that moment, the clouds covered the moon, making it 
much darker. 


“My power grows stronger the darker it gets. In truth, when 
the sun is up, | can’t even use half of my strength, but my 
companions will arrive by dawn.” 


Upon grasping the situation, Frey’s expression hardened. 


“It is often said that it is darkest before sunrise. But there’s 
no way you will survive when the darkness gives way to 
light.” 


Apep seemed to enjoy his expression while saying. 


“Come, Wizard. What are you going to do?” 
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In fact, Apep had no intention of waiting till dawn. 


The man before him was 8 stars at best. While that may 
have seemed quite powerful to humans, from a Demigod’s 
perspective, he was just a bit more troublesome than a 
normal human. 


Apep was confident he could deal with this man even if they 
were to fight in the middle of the day. 


‘He’s a bit stronger than normal 8 stars.’ 
But that didn’t matter. A large bug was still a bug in the end. 
Apep looked at Frey’s face. 


The reason he'd explained the situation in such detail was 
because he wanted to savour the look of despair that would 
bloom on his face. 


But while Frey’s expression was stiff, he didn’t look the least 
bit afraid. 


‘Definitely 8 stars.’ 
Apep smiled. 


He was all but certain now. 


The higher a Wizard’s level rose, the stronger his mental 
power became. At 8 stars, he would have already reached 
the stage of calmness and tranquility, and most things 
wouldn't affect the wizard. 


This was good. 
It wouldn’t be fun to play with a toy that broke so easily. 
Frey realised that Apep wasn’t going all-out. 


So far, the only powers he had revealed were the black 
droplets and the curtain, and while these were tricky to deal 
with, they certainly weren’t all Apep was capable of. 


‘Hooo.’ 
Frey took a deep breath. 


Although he had been shocked by Apep’s words, he didn’t 
think his situation was hopeless. 


Demigods weren’t invincible. While they were classified as 
transcendent beings, that was not an absolute fact. They 
were absurdly strong beings, but they were still beatable. 


Before fighting a Demigod, there was one thing that had to 
be kept in mind. 


Of course, the power that Apep had displayed so far wasn’t 
his true power. Someone who was unaware might despair at 
that fact, but for Frey, it was an opportunity. 


The fastest and easiest way to deal with a Demigod was to 
fiercely attack during the time when it was looking down on 
you. 


Frey looked up at the sky. 
Did he say that it was darkest before sunrise? 


Now that the moon had disappeared behind the clouds, the 
night sky had become dark as if one was looking into an 
abyss. 


Dawn was only a few hours away. Frey had no time to relax. 
Pff. 
His figure disappeared. 


Soon after, countless black droplets filled the spot he had 
been standing. He had avoided them in an instant using 
Blink. 


First of all, he chose to run again. 
He then observed Apep from a distance, 


At first glance, Apep’s power appeared to be perfect, but 
Frey had found a flaw. 


At that moment, Apep was lifting his left hand, and with his 
direction, the black droplets were rushing towards Frey. 


Not so long ago, he had lifted his right hand to block the 
Holy Breath. 


‘Does he need to use his left hand to attack and his right 
hand to defend?’ 


It was subtle, but it meant that he needed to move before 
using his power. 


Then what would happen if Frey prevented him from lifting 
his right hand to use the dark curtain? 


Would that also prevent him from using his power? 
‘But...’ 
He’d already seen how amazing Apep’s regeneration was. 


Even when the Holy Breath had broken past the curtain and 
created a large hole in his body, which would have been 
fatal or near fatal for any other being, Apep had repaired the 
wound with his ridiculous regenerative ability. 


Breaking through the curtain was already a monumentally 
difficult task, but even if he did, the damage could still be 
fixed in an instant. 


Apep was clearly a Demigod who focused on defense more 
than attack. 


And in a race against time like this, he was more annoying 
to deal with than someone who was aggressive. 


‘Originally, the best strategy would’ve been to fight this 
Demigod during the day.’ 


It would have been much simpler to deal with Apep while 
not being surrounded by darkness. 


He was almost certain that the power of the droplets, curtain 
and regeneration would be greatly reduced during the day. 


But two more Demigods would be arriving at dawn. 
It was quite literally a dilemma. 


‘...hopefully, my reinforcements come.’ 


Frey clicked his tongue softly while recalling the 
reinforcements he’d requested two days ago. 


He had persuaded them as much as he could, but whether 
or not they truly came was entirely up to them. 


He would have tried harder to persuade them if he’d known 
three Demigods were coming. 


Ssk. 


At that moment, a droplet brushed past Frey’s cheek, 
corroding the skin and causing blood to drip. 


‘They're getting faster.’ 


Were they accelerating over time? Or was Apep slowly 
revealing more of his power? 


Either way, it wasn’t good news for Frey. 


He roughly wiped the blood on his cheek. 


x KO 


Heinz looked at Isaka. 


His eyes were closed, and he was unconscious. Heinz had 
also frozen part of his body so that he couldn’t move even if 
he was awake. 


It hadn’t been hard to overpower Isaka. He had already 
exhausted his mental power during the fight with Frey, and 
it seemed he was unable to use either magic or divine 
power. 


Heinz, on the other hand, was in near peak condition, not 
counting the fatigue that came from staying awake all night. 


He looked down. 


He couldn’t see very well because the moonlight was 
obscured by the clouds, but he was able to see Frey and 
Apep fighting fiercely. 


‘Amazing.’ 
Heinz was truly impressed. 


While he knew that Apep wasn’t doing his best, it was still 
amazing that Frey was able to have a 1-on-1 confrontation 
with a Demigod. 


Who the hell was he? 

Heinz couldn’t help but feel his suspicions grow. 
‘nO. It’s not the time to think about that.’ 

His attention was once again drawn to the fight. 


As time passed, he couldn’t help but feel that Frey was 
getting pushed back. If that was the case, it wouldn’t be 
long before they would all be in grave danger. 


Just as Heinz was about to join the fight. 

“hooo.” 

Sheryl sighed. 

She then wiped blood from her lips before saying to Heinz. 
“I’m done, Heinz.” 


“Are you Okay?” 


“Even if l'm not okay, | can’t continue lying down on the 
sidelines.” 


Heinz, who agreed with Sheryl, turned to look at her. 


When she had been thrown up to them, her entire body had 
been covered in blood, but now, it seemed her most severe 
wounds were mostly healed. 


This would’ve been impossible if she wasn’t a vampire. 


Sheryl looked down as well before biting her lips as she 
assessed Frey’s situation. 


“he won’t last much longer.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Heinz, I’m sorry, but can | drink his blood?” 
Sheryl pointed to Isaka as she said this. 
“You want to drink his blood?” 


“Right. It’ll help me recover faster. Then, | can go help my 
Master.” 


Master. 


Heinz almost tilted his head when he heard the unexpected 
term. 


Why was Sheryl, the Circle Rounder of the Phisfounder 
Armlets, calling Frey her master? 


Her master should be Altan. (TL: Circle Master of the 
Phisfounder Armlets) 


Perhaps this had something to do with Frey’s real identity. 


Even a centuries old vampire had accepted this man as her 
master. 


Heinz felt an even greater sense of unfamiliarity towards his 
brother. 


...Of course, now wasn’t the time to ask. 
“Is there a point?” 


“There is. If everything goes according to plan, it wouldn’t 
be a dream to defeat this Demigod.” 


Heinz tilted his head at those words. 
“If there is a way, why are you only using it now?” 
“Because it would be impossible without Master’s help.” 


a“ ” 


It was strange, but Sheryl was not the type of woman to 
speak loosely. 


Heinz nodded. 
“Alright.” 


As soon as Heinz gave his permission, Sheryl approached 
the unconscious Isaka. Then, she opened her mouth and bit 
into his neck. 


After looking at her for a moment, Heinz turned away. 


This wasn’t because he had any psychological rejection or 
guilt over feeding his father to a vampire. 


Instead, it was because an enemy had appeared. 
Heinz observed the woman looking at him in the air. 
“Heinz, don’t listen to Frey’s nonsense.” 

Leita gave a gentle smile. 


However, despite her soothing words, Heinz’s expression 
remained as cold as ice. 


“Nonsense? So you're saying Frey lied?” 


“| am.” 


a“ ” 


...N0. 
Heinz grit his teeth, 


“I wasn’t shaken by Frey’s words. I’d just refused to believe 
the truth that was laid out before me.” 


“So you're going to rebel against me?” 

“Don’t be mistaken. | was never obedient to you, Mother.” 
“even you have disappointed me.” 

“You were the one who disappointed me first.” 

Leita sighed. 

“You are important to my plan, so | won’t kill you.” 


x KO 


Sheryl wiped the corner of her mouth. 


Then, she looked towards Isaka who had dried up like a 
mummy. 


She’d taken more blood than she expected, but it didn’t 
matter. At least his life wasn’t in danger. 


In any case, her physical condition had recovered to a 
certain extent. Sheryl was extremely glad she was a 
vampire. Otherwise, it would have been impossible for her to 
recover so quickly. 


Flap. 
Sheryl spread her wings before flying towards Frey. 


Frey was struggling to deal with the black droplets, and he 
was surprised by Sheryl’s appearance. 


“Sheryl? Did you already recover?” 

“Yes. I’m not in perfect condition, but | can fight.” 
“That’s good to hear, but...” 

Frey looked at Apep in frustration. 


To put it bluntly, nothing would change, even with the 
addition of Sheryl. 


“Master, there’s a way. It’s not impossible to deal with Apep 
if we do it properly.” 


“What way?” 
“We have to Warp Apep.” 


“Warp?” 


“Yes, ” 


Sheryl nodded confidently, but it was hard for even Frey to 
understand her words. 


After thinking for a moment, he shook his head. 


“Even if it’s a long distance warp, all it would do is buy us 
time. Plus I’m not sure he would give me the time to do it.” 


“Hm. | might have said it incorrectly. To be precise, it’s not 
Warp but a dimensional shift.” 


“what?” 
Sheryl’s words were sounding more and more obscure. 


Frey set up an earth barrier to block the droplets before 
saying to Sheryl. 


“Explain.” 

“Send Apep to the Demon World.” 

“To the Demon World?” 

“Yes. Then we can ask the Archdukes to deal with him.” 


a ” 


It sounded like a bunch of nonsense. Had it been anyone 
other than Sheryl who was telling him this, Frey would have 
immediately disregarded it as mad ramblings. 


But this blonde girl in front of him was the Circle Rounder for 
the Phisfounder Armlets as well as the Contractor of Lilith. 


She definitely had more knowledge than him when it came 
to black magic and demon contracts. 


“Is it possible?” 


“It is in theory. Only beings with transcendental mental 
power and physiques can travel across dimensions. 
Demigods meet all the requirements.” 


That... was true. 
Nevertheless, Frey couldn’t trust Sheryl’s words so easily. 


As if she’d noticed Frey’s suspicious look, Sheryl hastily 
continued. 


“There are two reasons why it was never implemented 
before.” 


“Tell me.” 


“Yes, sir. The first is the combat power of my contracted 
demon. Lilith is not considered strong among the Archdukes. 
Regardless of if she is able to use her full power in the 
Demon World or not, there is no guarantee that she can 
defeat a Demigod. So I intend to borrow the power of Asura, 
who Master is contracted to.” 


“So you want to send him to the Slaughter Hell.” 


“That’s right. If it’s Asura, who’s called the Fighting Demon 
King, it shouldn’t be too difficult.” 


Naturally, although Lilith and Asura were both Archdukes, 
Asura would always come out on top in a direct battle. 


In the first place, one was a Fighting Demon, and the other 
was a Dream Demon. (TL: This one gave me hell, if anyone 


who knows chinese has a better translation for DO and 0D, 
please tell me. I only just started learning so I’m particularly 
inept and mtl couldn’t help...) 


Even if they were on the same level, it was natural for them 
to have different combat abilities as their specialties were 
different. 


“The other reason is that dimensional movement requires 
huge amounts of mana.” 


He understood. It was quite clear now. 


The Warp spell required far more mana than any other spell 
of the same grade, so he couldn’t imagine just how much 
mana was required to travel between dimensions. 


Generally, Contractors didn’t use mana. This was the reason 
Frey had been so shocked when Oydin summoned Asura the 
first time. 


The offensive ability of the droplets became fiercer, and Frey 
seriously pondered the situation while dodging them. 


The mana that he would use to cast the dimensional 
movement was equivalent to two to three 8 star spells. 


He had to decide. 


Would he cast the dimensional movement? Or would he 
save the mana to cast 8 star spells? 


‘Both are gambles.” 


... However, if he could really send Apep to the Demon World, 
Asura would definitely kill him. 


On the other hand, even if he managed to hit him with one 
or two 8 star spells, Frey wasn’t sure he could kill him. 


Frey felt his choice shifting towards the dimensional 
movement. 


‘Fine.’ 
He made his decision. 
He then turned to Sheryl and opened his mouth. 


“Let’s do it.” 
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“First, we need to know the specific location of the Slaughter 
Hell.” 


“Do you mean we have to ask Asura?” 
“Yes.” 


“There is a summoning circle already prepared in my room. 
It can be activated at any time, so go do that. It shouldn’t be 
a problem for you.” 


“What about you?” 

“I'll hold his attention.” 

“understood.” 

Sheryl nodded with a firm expression. 

Frey hesitated for a moment before adding. 
“Actually, | planned on defeating that Demigod.” 


This caused a little playfulness to appear on Sheryl’s face as 
she said. 


“Defeat a Demigod alone? Huhu. That’s hard to believe. Is 
that something that happened often in the past?” 


“It is.” 


But it had been after he’d reached 9 stars. 
Frey sighed. 


At his current level, it would be difficult to defeat Apep at 
night. 


He could try fighting some more and maybe think of another 
method, but right now, the only thing he could think of was 
to stall until sunrise. 


‘If it weren’t for the time limit.’ 


If there weren’t two more Demigods coming as 
reinforcements, Frey would have had more than enough 
time to take care of Apep. 


And he had the confidence to easily defeat him when he was 
in a weakened state. 


But it was hard to do so during the night. 
‘.. those are just excuses.’ 


Unfortunately, his pathetic excuses wouldn’t make a 
difference. 


In the end, the thought of defeating a Demigod alone had 
stemmed from his arrogance. 


Frey shook his head and said. 


“Anyway. It didn’t go as planned, so thank you for your help. 
And please be safe.” 


“Please leave it to me!” 


Sheryl nodded firmly, trying hard to not reveal the joy she 
felt inside as she turned around. 


‘I’m fighting alongside the legendary hero right now.’ 
She felt strange. 


To be precise, a feeling of excitement that she hadn't felt for 
a very long time blossomed within her. 


Sheryl was excited. 


She was excited because she was now on the same 
battlefield with the great hero who had bravely fought 
against the Demigods 4,000 years ago. 


Even Sheryl herself was surprised by that fact. 


She’d thought she’d gotten rid of such immature emotions 
centuries ago. 


Like a girl in love, she tried to calm her pounding heart while 
thinking. 


‘This isn’t weird.’ 


She admired Iris Phisfounder greatly, but she admired Lukas 
Trowman no less. 


No, who wouldn’t admire Lukas Trowman? 


4,000 years had passed since his death but there was yet to 
be another person who was given the title ‘Great Mage’. Not 
even one! 


A name that could be used to represent all Wizards! 


That was what Lukas Trowman was. 


And now, that legendary Great Mage had returned, and she 
was even fighting against a Demigod with him! 


This was something she believed could only happen in 
novels. 


‘...| Started feeling doubt about our fight against the 
Demigods some time ago.’ 


Probably all the Circle members had struggled with similar 
thoughts. 


Was it really possible for them to expel those transcendent 
beings from the continent? 


It was nigh impossible. 


This was something she’d felt for a long time. And that 
feeling had only become stronger after the failed battle 
against Nozdog a few years ago. 


Demigods were insanely powerful. 
But now. 
‘If it’s Master...’ 


If she followed him, she believed they could achieve it. That 
seemingly unrealistic goal of defeating the Demigods. 


She turned to the mansion. 


Fortunately, unlike the rest of the property, the main 
building of the mansion remained intact. 


Sheryl headed to Frey’s room. There was no sign of the 
summoning circle. 


Naturally, Frey must’ve hidden it. Sheryl swept the floor. 
Shh. 


Then, Asura’s bloody summoning circle, which had been 
concealed, was revealed. 


‘It really is ready to be used at any time.’ 

All that was left was to actually do so. 

Sheryl immediately activated the summoning circle. 
Kugugu- 


Asura appeared in the room. He was so large that the ceiling 
collapsed, and even the furniture in the room was smashed. 


[...what, you...] 

Asura’s expression became hard. 

He looked down at Sheryl before speaking coldly. 
[Lilith’s vampire Contractor? Where is Frey?] 


At that moment, Asura’s aura slammed down upon Sheryl, 
almost causing her to kneel subconsciously. 


‘He’s completely different from Lilith.’ 


Asura, Lord of the Slaughter Hell. A vicious tyrant with six 
powerful arms. 


She’d heard that he was the most vicious of all the Demon 
Archdukes. 


Lilith had a wicked and twisted side, but she didn’t give off 
such an overwhelmingly intimidating aura. 


Of course, that could be because Lilith had somewhat of an 
affinity to Sheryl. 


Sheryl struggled to maintain her composure. 


It was unwise to allow yourself to be suppressed by a 
Demon. 


“I summoned you at the request of your contractor.” 
[Do you think I’d believe that bullshit?] 

“It’s true.” 

[Then bring Frey. | will talk to him myself.] 

“He’s currently not in a position to talk to you.” 


[Not in a position? Don’t play with me, girl. | will decide that 
myself. ] 


Asura’s expression became murderous. 
He hated Lilith. 


In fact, his feelings for her had long surpassed simple ‘hate’. 
So naturally, he would not have any good feelings for her 
Contractor, Sheryl. 


Sheryl felt a deep sense of foreboding that Asura’s six 
weapons would strike her down if her words weren’t 
satisfactory, so she hurriedly pointed outside the mansion. 


“Look outside. Then you'll understand what I’m saying.” 


EN 


Asura turned his gaze outside, where he saw Frey dodging 
Apep’s droplets. 


[That guy is fighting another Demigod? It hasn’t even been 
that long since... In a sense, he’s a pretty amazing guy.] 


“Master is currently in a fierce battle with the Demigod. The 
reason | could summon you was because he prepared in 
advance.” 


[Hmph...] 


Asura snorted slightly before speaking in a slightly softer 
tone. 


[If you say so. Why did you summon me? Was it to help in 
the fight?] 


“That would be great, but first, | need you to tell me the 
Slaughter Hell’s location.” 


[Why do you want the Slaughter Hell’s location? ] 
“That...” 

Sheryl briefly described her plan to Asura. 

After hearing it, Asura seemed a bit displeased. 


[So you want to send the Demigod to the Demon World and 
leave it to me?] 


“Is that ano?” 


Sheryl became nervous. 


If Asura refused to help, then their plan wouldn’t be able to 
progress. 


After being silent for a while, Asura spoke. 
[I will help you this once.] 
In the end, he wanted to fight a Demigod at least once. 


After all, he had been treated badly by them numerous 
times. 


“Ah...” 
Sheryl did not conceal her joy. 
Then, Asura asked the question he was curious about. 


[But is it possible? Dimensional travel consumes an 
enormous amount of energy. | 


It wasn’t the same as sending an avatar like he had done to 
come to the continent. The plan was to transmit the 
Demigod’s true body. 


But then, after thinking about it, Asura nodded. 
[Nevermind. It’s possible with Frey’s mana. ] 


He knew just how dense and abundant his contractor’s 
mana was. 


If it was that guy, he would be able to activate the 
dimensional movement without difficulty. 


[To travel between dimensions, one would need to have a 
transcendent level body and mind. But since it’s a Demigod, 


that wouldn’t be a problem either. Hmm. Interesting. It 
certainly is a different approach. ] 


He’d always wanted to fight against a Demigod, but he’d 
never thought about forcing one into a fight in such a way. 


A fierce smile spread across Asura’s face. 


[Fine, vampire. But you don’t know much about coordinates 
in the Demon World, do you? So how would | tell you the 
location of the Slaughter Hell?] 


“The Black Dream hell is Lilith’s territory. If you tell me the 
approximate location relative to there, then we’d be able to 
calculate the coordinates.” 


When he heard Lilith’s name, Asura’s expression became 
uncomfortable, but in the end, he sighed and said. 


[The Black Dream Hell is to the southern end. My territory is 
in the opposite direction from that bitch’s.] 


“What...?” 
Sheryl’s mouth opened wide. 
[Is there a problem?] 


“it’s much farther than | expected. It would require much 
more computational power than | thought.” 


No matter if he was Lukas Trowman or an 8 star Archmage, it 
would still be an enormous burden for him to carry out so 
many calculations. (TL: if only she knew) 


[Besides that, | doubt the Demigod would get caught in the 
dimensional movement. ] 


That was also something Sheryl had thought about. 


A magic circle was required to cast the dimensional 
movement. 


‘A huge amount of mana will be released. Besides, it will 
take a while to cast.’ 


Unless the Demigod was a fool, he would surely move away 
from it. 


That meant they would need to find a way to keep him from 
moving. 


‘At least for 5 seconds.’ 


It was a short amount of time, but when the target was a 
Demigod, the difficulty rose significantly. 


Sheryl realised at that moment. 


She had been excited by the atmosphere and proposed a 
strategy that turned out to be filled with loopholes. 


The probability of success had already dropped below half. 
She felt bad for making a fuss out of nothing. 

‘abut.’ 

She couldn’t just give up. 


She had already told Frey about it, and he had even thanked 
her for her help. 


So Sheryl had to live up to his expectations, even if it cost 
her her life. 


“I will start drawing the magic circle for the dimensional 
movement, so can you please explain the situation to 
Master?” 


[Sure.] 
Asura nodded and went to Frey. 


Frey’s body was soaked in sweat. He still had a lot of mana 
left, but it required a high degree of concentration to avoid 
the droplets. 


He glanced at Asura and said. 
“Asura, you're here.” 

[I am.] 

“What about Sheryl?” 


[The vampire is drawing the magic circle for the dimensional 
movement. But there are two problems. ] 


“What are they?” 


[One is to lure the Demigod to the place where the circle will 


be. The other is that you would need to restrain the Demigod 


for about 5 seconds while the dimensional movement is 
being activated. ] 


[And according to the vampire, the location of the Slaughter 


Hell is too far away, so it would require extensive 
calculations. No matter how much you...] 


“No. | can do it.” 
Frey spoke, interrupting Asura. 
Then, after thinking for a moment, he added. 


“There must be a better way. Asura, can you connect Sheryl 
to me?” 


[This is really unpleasant. I’m not an errand boy.] 
“I can’t leave.” 


Even while they were talking, Frey was continuously 
dodging droplets. 


[...n000. You are the first contractor to make me do sucha 
chore. ] 


Asura shook his head and contacted Sheryl. 
“What is it?” 


“Please explain the technique for the dimensional 
movement to me.” 


“Huh?” 

Frey spoke in a clear voice. 

“I will draw the magic circle myself.” 
x KO 

‘I’m getting tired of this.’ 


Apep had this thought while looking at Frey. 


At first, he’d found it pretty interesting. 


He was pretty agile for a Wizard, and the timing, application 
and power of his spells were much better than other 
Wizards. 


Most importantly, there were almost no 8 star Wizards 
among the humans for Apep to play with. 


But after a few hours, he had grown bored. 


Frey had only used that 8 star spell once. Apep wasn’t sure if 
it was because his mana was running out or if he was just 
waiting for the right timing, but he had already grown tired. 


Therefore, Apep decided to end this boring battle. 
‘That strange time-consuming movement is annoying.’ 
Apep slowly lifted both hands. 


The darkness around him strangely shook. This was no 
longer a simple attack like the droplets. 


Instead, the darkness around him began to take shape, 
becoming sharp thorns. 


To someone who had grown used to the slow but unusual 
movement of the black droplets, these sharp thorns would 
pierce through him easily. 


Apep was Sure of it. 
He wouldn’t even know how he died. 
Apep’s smile widened considerably. 


Pat. 
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A huge beam of light erupted from the ground, causing 
Apep to pause momentarily. 


This wasn’t an attack. Instead, it was the manifestation 
caused when a large amount of mana was being used. 


‘Are these his death throes?’ 


He didn’t know what kind of spell it was, but the range was 
enormous. 


The light seemed to cover almost all of the Blake family’s 
territory. 


‘| can’t avoid it. Hmph... good.’ 


Perhaps this spell was his last-ditch attempt. There was no 
reason for him to meet it head-on. 


Apep wrapped himself in the darkness he was just about to 
use to attack. 


It was a complete defense. Literally. 


The defense he was using now was many times stronger 
than what he’d used against the Holy Breath. 


No matter how amazing the spell was, there was no way it 
could kill him. 


‘Regardless of what it is, when this spell ends, you'll die.’ 
It was then. 


Woowoong-. 


Suddenly, Apep felt like heaven and earth were being 
overturned. 


That wasn’t all. 


He felt like he was floating, then sinking, then bouncing 
around. 


It made him incredibly dizzy. He felt like vomiting. 


Apep’s head was spinning to the point where he could no 
longer tell up from down. 


‘Wha-, what is happening?!’ 


The cocoon of darkness was so thick that he could not see 
what was happening on the outside. However, Apep did not 
understand what was happening. 


Was there something that could cause such dizziness even 
to Demigods? 


His vigilance increased to the max. 
Thanks to that, he hesitated in removing the cocoon. 


When the tossing finally subsided, Apep slowly removed the 
cocoon. 


And the scene that unfolded before him was something that 
Apep had never seen in his thousands of years of life. 


Ahhhhh- 


A terrible scream pierced his ears. 


The pitch-black ground, purple sky, and disgusting stench 
that caused Apep to unconsciously cover his nose. 


[I was dubious at first, but it really succeeded. ] 


M ” 
daal 


Then he saw a throne as large as a mountain, on which sat 
an equally large being. 


It was a creature with two heads and six arms, and as he 
spoke, a red haze seemed to flow from his body. 


[Welcome, Demigod, to the Slaughter Hell.] 
Brrr. 

Apep shivered without realising it. 

Then, he was stunned by that fact. 

‘I feel intimidated?’ 


It was the first time he’d felt this way toward someone who 
wasn’t of his kind. 


Humiliation gripped him as he grit his teeth. 
“Who are you?” 

[I am Asura, Lord of this place.] 

“This place?” 

[Didn't I tell you? This is the Slaughter Hell. ] 


Asura let out a laugh before becoming serious. 


[...Amm. By the way.] 


He inspected Apep closely, his disappointment clear on his 
two faces. 


[Looking at you here in the Demon World, Demigods don’t 
seem that impressive. I’m not sure | could even enjoy you 
properly. ] 


“You... are you insulting me?” 
[Did it sound like that? ] 


Even after hearing Apep’s angry tone, Asura remained 
indifferent. 


He simply looked down at him from his large throne. 


Apep grit his teeth at the fact that someone was looking 
down at him. 


“Don’t look down at me.” 

[I could barely hear you from up here.] 
Apep’s face turned red. 

He knew where the Slaughter Hell was. 
The Demon World. 


The place where the Demons lived. It was one of the six hells 
in this place. 


He also knew that this place was very chaotic. 


Apep wasn’t sure why he came here, but he couldn’t tolerate 
this scumbag pretending to be above him. 


“Shut up! You’re just a demon who’s locked up in this world 
and acts like a slave to the humans! Do you know whol...” 


[You’re stupid. Don’t you understand yet? Who are you to 
tell me to shut up?] 


Asura laughed. 
[This is my world, my territory, my castle. ] 


“So what? My strength hasn’t changed! It will be the same 
as on the continent!” 


“Mine isn’t.” 

“What?” 

[I said my strength isn’t the same as in that place. ] 
Kugugu. 


Asura lifted one of his six arms, and the sword held in its 
hand was lifted as well. 


It was a sword larger than a mountain. 
[Do you know what that means? ] 
Apep stared at the sword with a blank look on his face. 


[Here, you are less than a bug.] 


Chapter 131: Family 
Extermination(7 ) 


Sheryl looked at Frey in shock. 


In truth, anyone would have the same expression if they 
understood what he had just done. 


‘Amazing.’ 


Frey had just covered the entire Blake property with the 
magic circle for dimensional movement. 


It was unbelievable. 


The size of his magic circle was hundreds of times larger 
than the one she’d been creating. Naturally, this meant that 
the mana required to activate it was tens of times higher 
and that the entire magic circle would have had to be 
redesigned. 


Thanks to that, the dimensional movement spell had 
reached a level that made it comparable to a great spell. 


And after realising that, it became even harder for her to 
guess just how much mana Frey had. 


But there was something that was even more amazing. 


‘The dimensional movement magic circle is covering the 
entire property, but it’s only targeting Apep.’ 


It wasn’t possible for Frey to accomplish such a feat if he 
only had an enormous amount of mana but no knowledge. 


Magic computational power. 


Sheryl was certain that the calculations Frey had done to 
create that magic circle would not have been possible even 
if dozens of 7 star Wizards worked together. 


In fact, it was more likely that they would melt their brains if 
they attempted it. 


Yet, he’d done it alone. 
Chuk. 
“Ah...” 


Frey suddenly started bleeding from his eyes, nose and 
mouth at the same time. 


As Sheryl rushed over to assist him, Frey simply waved his 
hand, signifying he was fine. 


This didn’t mean he was in good shape. In fact, he was so 
dizzy that he couldn’t even stand properly. 


‘I used a stupid method.’ 


He had been too hurried in using his mana, which even he 
didn’t know the limit of. 


Frey wanted to rest, but he couldn’t. The fight wasn’t over 
yet. 


He looked up to the sky. 


Heinz and Leita were exchanging moves, and when he 
narrowed his eyes, he was able to get a rough 
understanding of the situation. 


Leita used divine power of wind, and a strong gale 
rampaged around her. Surprisingly, Heinz had the same 
power as her. 


That might be the reason why he was in an iffy situation 
right now. 


‘The difference in power is too great.’ 


Heinz could be said to have a backwards compatibility with 
Leita. Since they used the same power, it was hard for him to 
outwit her. 


If it had not been for the fact that he was occasionally 
mixing spells into his attacks, he would have already been 
overpowered long ago. 


No. Perhaps the reason he could last that long was because 
Leita was also paying attention to the situation while 
fighting against him. 


a“ ” 


Frey then looked at the sky, dumbfounded. The sky was 
steadily brightening... they didn’t have much time left. 


“Sheryl, you have to help Heinz kill Leita. Before the other 
Demigods get here.” 


“Is it possible? Her strength isn’t simple.” 


“I know, but you have to do it anyway. “ 


It was suicide to try to fight two Demigods in his current 
state, but that didn’t mean they had to retreat right away. 


They would have to at least kill Leita to make it worth all the 
trouble. 


Most importantly, just because they wanted to retreat didn’t 
mean that Leita would let them go. 


Frey took a deep breath. 


‘My mana is low and my mental power is almost completely 
exhausted.’ 


His head was still swinging a bit because of the extensive 
calculations he had just done. 


It was hard for him to use his physical strength if his mental 
power was exhausted. 


Nevertheless, he had to continue. 
Frey flew up into the night sky, and Sheryl followed suit. 


a“ ” 


Leita stopped attacking. Instead, she stared at Frey who had 
come to stop beside Heinz. 


Why was this man standing here? 
“where is Mr. Apep?” 

“I killed him.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous.” 


“Check for yourself.” 


Leita turned her gaze to the ground. However, the Demigod 
with the power of darkness was nowhere to be seen. 


Her expression hardened. 

“What on earth did you do?” 

“I fought him, and | won. And now, it’s your turn.” 
“That’s funny!” 

Swoosh- 

The winds around Leita began blowing fiercely. 


If they relaxed for even a moment, their entire bodies would 
be sucked into the whirlwind and torn to pieces. 


Heinz created a wall of wind in front of them while saying. 
“My mother is much stronger than | expected.” 
“Right, she is.” 


Leita was much stronger than any Apostle Frey had 
encountered so far. Of course, she was still nothing when 
compared to the Demigods. 


If Frey had been in his peak condition, it would have been no 
problem for him to deal with her alone. But for the worn-out 
Frey, she might be an even more difficult opponent than 
Apep. 


“I can use one more 8 star spell.” 
“Do you think that would be enough to end it?” 


“| don’t know. But do we have a choice but to try it?” 


“true.” 
Heinz nodded. 
“The chanting will take a minute.” 


With the current amount of mana he had left, Frey could not 
use chantless magic. 


The stronger the spell, the more accurate and meticulous 
the chanting had to be to cast it. To cast it without the chant 
would require many times the regular amount of mana 
needed to cast the spell. 


Nodding at Frey’s words, Sheryl said. 
“Heinz and I will buy you time.” 
“Thanks.” 


Frey immediately closed his eyes and began chanting while 
Heinz and Sheryl faced off against Leita. 


The fierce winds were becoming stronger and stronger. 


“I’m curious as to what kind of relationship Rounder Sheryl 
has with Frey.” 


“I think this is a bad time to ask such a question, Honor 
Heinz.” 


“It seems like a long story.” 
Sheryl chuckled at those words. 


“Well. Don’t be impatient. If we survive, you'll find out 
sooner or later. After all, we’re in the same boat.” 


“Do you intend to leave the Phisfounder Armlets?” 
“If he wants me to.” 
Heinz fell silent. 


This was because Sheryl was one of the oldest members of 
the Phisfounder Armlets. Even if she preferred to wander the 
continent instead of doing any work in the circle, that fact 
didn’t change. 


He found it hard to believe she would leave the circle 
immediately at a single request from Frey. 


Who was Frey exactly? 
Kuaaah~ 
The gale intensified. 


Just as Leita’s fingers were about to move, her eyes met 
Sheryl’s. 


Throb. 
“Kuk... !” 


Then, she suddenly frowned as she felt a sharp pain in her 
head. 


“Psychic domination... you have a very troublesome power, 
vampire.” 


“Hmph.” 


Sheryl snorted briefly, but she wasn’t relaxed either. 


The minds of Apostles were already deeply connected to 
their Demigods. Therefore, it was impossible to take control 
of them. 


It was possible to break their concentrations, but she 
couldn't go in for the kill. 


‘It’s fine.’ 
Her goal wasn’t to kill Leita, it was simply to buy time. 
Kwakwakwa- 


Thanks to this, she was able to realise that the power of the 
gale was much greater than she expected. 


Sheryl created shields from her bats, and Heinz tried to 
offset the power of Leita’s attack with his own wind power. 


Leita turned to look at Frey, who was standing behind them. 


“It seems like Frey is preparing to do something, so you guys 
are trying to buy time for him.” 


She smiled coldly. 

“I can’t let that happen.” 

Paht. 

Leita’s figure suddenly disappeared. 


Heinz and Sheryl hurriedly tried to follow her movement, but 
they couldn’t find her anywhere. 


“Kuk...!” 


Then they heard Frey grunt from behind them. 


Before they knew it, Leita had appeared behind Frey with 
her fingers stretching forward. 


Pipipit. 
Frey hurriedly leaned to the side. 


He was capable of triple casting, so he could use Blink, but 
at that moment, he was focused completely on casting the 
spell, so he couldn't. 


In addition, he was already using flight magic. 


Despite his dodging, something invisible still brushed past 
his chin. 


Shuk. 
‘Was that extremely compressed air?’ 


It was highly destructive. In addition, it was obscenely 
sharp. 


Because of its blade-like shape, if the attack had connected, 
not only would it have easily pierced his body, his flesh 
would have been severely mutilated as if he had been 
stabbed by a blade with a jagged edge. 


‘If even one attack lands, it would be near-fatal.’ 
Leita’s attack had been simple but also tricky. 


Moreover, she had moved at a speed that surpassed their 
imaginations. Not just Heinz and Sheryl - even Frey had lost 
track of her for a moment. 


“Master!” 
Sheryl hurriedly went to his side. 
Heinz looked around. 


“We don’t know where her attacks will come from next, so it 
would be better to protect you from the side than from a 
distance.” 


“| agree.” 
Meanwhile, Leita had disappeared once again. 
Heinz then muttered in a low voice. 


“She isn’t moving at a speed that exceeds our perception. 
Instead, she’s hiding in the wind.” 


“Hiding in the wind?” 


Sheryl couldn’t help but frown at the almost unbelievable 
statement. 


“Anyway, all that is important is that she isn’t moving at an 
imperceptible speed.” 


“Right. While it’s still tricky to deal with... at least we know 
what we’re dealing with.” 


“Hm?” 
At that moment, Heinz clenched his fist. 
Hoooo- 


Without warning, a blizzard erupted from his body. 


Sheryl couldn’t help but shiver at the sudden cold. 
‘A spell?’ 


No, she couldn’t feel any mana. There had also been no 
signs of chanting or casting. 


Above all, the power that was currently erupting from 
Heinz’s body was not mana. It was divine power. 


The raging blizzard spread out in an instant, exposing 
Leita’s position. 


She had been hiding nearby, and when the snow surrounded 
her, the empty space revealed where she was lurking. 


Ssuk. 
Leita reappeared. 


She was glaring fiercely while being bombarded by the snow 
and heavy winds. Then, with an angry voice, she said. 


“Heinz! Are you really going to use the power of ice here?!” 
“Didn’t you give me this power so that I’d use it?” 

“You dare...!” 

Heinz Blake. 


He was an incredible sample created after countless 
experiments. He was the only one who had been able to use 
two powers. 


Her owner, Leyrin, was greatly pleased by this discovery. If 
she continued to study Heinz, she might be able to recreate 
such results in not only creatures but even in the Apostles. 


For this reason, Leita adored Heinz very much. Much more 
than her eldest son, Mischael, or even her husband, Isaka. 


And now, this Heinz, whom she so dearly loved, was baring 
his fangs at her. 


Now that it had come to this, Leita no longer intended to 
hold back. 


Just as Leita was about to unleash her full power. 
Pit. 
She suddenly felt a chill in her chest. 


This wasn’t from Heinz’s blizzard. It was a different type of 
cold. 


But what exactly was this chill? 
“Kurk...!” 


Leita suddenly vomited a mouthful of blood before looking 
down at her chest. 


Blood gradually spread on her clothes. 


She lifted her head heavily and stared at Frey. Smoke was 
slowly rising from his finger tip. 


“This... what is this spell...?” 
Frey wiped the blood from his lips before saying. 


“I haven’t named it yet.” 


a“ 


.. you... created it?” 
He didn’t answer. 


It wasn’t grand enough that he would say he created it, but 
Leita couldn’t hide her astonishment as she interpreted his 
silence differently. 


“ha. Impo... ssible.” 


It was a bit shabby for her last words. Especially when 
considering that they were the last words of the Blake family. 


Leita’s body collapsed backward, falling to the ground. 
Frey breathed a sigh of relief. 
They were lucky. 


The spell he’d used was just a modification of the Magic 
Arrow spell, so to speak. 


The power and speed were hundreds of times greater than a 
Magic Arrow, but the concept was the same. 


What was different was that unlike normal Magic Arrows, its 
appearance didn’t stand out. 


“l-, is it over?” 
He nodded at Sheryl’s words, causing her to sigh in relief. 


Heinz was looking at his mother’s cooling body with a bitter 
expression on his face. 


However, this wasn’t the time for sentimentalism. 


He hurriedly spoke to Frey and Sheryl, who had returned to 
her senses. 


“Ah. This isn’t the time for this. We have to leave this place 
quickly. The Demigods will...” 


“NO.” 

Frey shook his head while looking off into the distance. 
“I’m sorry. | took too long.” 

A light could be seen coming from the east. 

Sheryl’s expression hardened. 

Dawn had come. 


Kooo- 


Suddenly, a pressure descended upon them. They couldn’t 
even lift a finger. 


A man and a woman were standing in the sky. Their 
appearances were different but also similar in that they both 
had exceptionally cold expressions. 


They didn’t need to guess their identities. 


The Demigods that Leita had called as reinforcements had 
finally arrived at the Blake family residence. 


The man then spoke in a cold voice. 
“| don’t see Apep.” 


“I don’t think these bugs could’ve done anything to him.” 


“Hmph... we can just find out by asking them. It wouldn’t be 
difficult to find out what happened here.” 


The Demigods slowly descended to the ground. 
Frey fiddled with the Great Sage’s Staff in his hand. 


If he used the Warp spell that was stored there, he would be 
able to escape without any problem. 


‘But...’ 


He’d need some time. It would take less time than it took to 
blink, but his opponents were Demigods. If he moved 
hastily, they might attack immediately. 


‘I need to think.’ 


What should he do? Should he pretend to have a 
conversation? Should he pretend to be ignorant? Should he 
force a pause by mentioning Apep? 


All those options were gambles. 

In the meantime, the Demigods had walked closer to them. 
Just as Frey grit his teeth and decided to open his mouth. 
Crackle- 

The space behind them split without any warning. 

Sheryl looked back in confusion. 

This was a sign that a Warp spell was being used. 


Juk. 


A group of people walked out from the rift in space. 
Sheryl gulped subconsciously. 


They were all beings of different shapes and sizes, but the 
one at the front was particularly gruesome. 


It was a Lich who exuded a bloody red aura. 


However, Sheryl had never seen one who had such powerful, 
eerie energy. Her body had become so filled with fear that it 
completely erased the image of Liches that she’d had 
before. 


“There were... more?” 
Despair filled Heinz’s face. 


They were completely surrounded. There was absolutely no 
way they could escape now. 


But the Demigods looked at the group of people with 
strange expressions. 


“Who are you?” 
[Paragon.] 
The Lich slowly opened its mouth and spoke. 


When he heard those words, Frey realised that the gamble 
he’d taken three days ago had paid off. 


[...We came here at Cairo’s request, Frey Blake. ] 


Frey’s request for reinforcements had been accepted by 
none other than Cairo Wilsemann, the Eleventh Tower 
Master. 


Chapter 132: Paragon(1) 


“Paragon? What is that?” 
“Was there a circle by that name?” 


This was the first time the Demigods had ever heard of 
Paragon. 


Believing them to just be another circle, they narrowed their 
eyes and stared at this new group while releasing an 
intangible pressure. 


The Lich ignored them and spoke to Frey. 
[Are those two the only enemies? ] 
“That’s right.” 

[Hmm.] 

The Lich looked at Frey for a moment. 

It seemed he was quite interested in him. 
[Hoh... indeed. Cairo was right. ] 

“What do you mean?” 

[It’s nothing.] 


The Lich responded in a strangely indifferent tone before 
turning his head away. 


Frey frowned inwardly. 


‘This guy...’ 
He had gone beyond the limit of Liches. 
Even Frey felt a little intimidated by his aura. 


It was impossible to compare him to the Lich he’d met on the 
boat or the undead Oydin had summoned. In fact, he felt 
more like Nozdog, who had the power of death. 


But he wasn’t a Demigod. 


In other words, this Lich was a being who had surpassed the 
limit of his species enough to exude an aura similar to a 
Demigod. 


[It’s going to be a long fight. You guys can head over to 
Cairo first. ] 


“Do you not need my help?” 
Then the Lich turned to glance at Frey again, 


[If you had been in perfect condition, | would’ve agreed, but 
now, you would only be a burden.] 


Frey agreed with the Lich. 


If he were to stay beside him in his current state, he would 
only be a hindrance. 


The Lich turned to look at the two Demigods before 
continuing, 


[Don’t worry. It won’t be hard to kill these two. ] 


These words definitely reached the Demigods above as they 
froze for a moment. 


A heavy silence fell. 
It was the male Demigod on the left who broke this silence. 
“Ignorant fool...” 


Frey felt a huge build up of energy in the Demigod’s hands, 
so he tried to gather his strength. 


He called upon the little scraps of mana he had left. 


It would be impossible for that little bit of mana to defend 
against the Demigod’s attack, but his body instinctively 
began to circulate mana anyway as he quickly tried to think 
of a way to overcome this situation. 


But soon, he realised that he didn’t have to. 
Crack crack crack! 


In an instant, thousands of hands tore through the ground. 
These hands, which were made of bones without a single bit 
of flesh, grabbed the Demigods. 


“Useless struggle...” 


After trying to break free of the restraints, the Demigods’ 
expressions became hard. At that moment, they realised 
they couldn’t move at all. 


The Demigods’ expressions changed. 


[You were careless. ] 


They recalled the words Lord had once told them with a 
solemn tone, 


Lord had said that sometimes, such people would appear 
among the worm-like mortals. 


He told them to not be careless. 
To not look down on them. 


Because mortals who were able to threaten them would 
occasionally appear. 


“|-, is this guy...” 
Crack. 


Thousands of bones wrapped around the Demigods’ bodies 
without leaving any spaces. The Demigods roared and 
struggled to break free, but it wouldn’t be that easy. 


Frey turned his head to look at the Lich. 


His expression was full of surprise, astonishment, disbelief 
and anticipation - things that had rarely appeared on his 
face. 


Even after receiving his gaze, the Lich’s eyes remained 
locked on the Demigods with a murderous glint. 


“Are you a 9 star Wizard?” 


He didn’t receive an answer. 


x KO 


Shuk. 


Frey allowed himself to be sucked into the spatial movement 
casted by one of the Paragon members. (TL: should | call 
them ‘Paragons’?) 


The reason why he called it ‘spatial movement’ and not 
Warp was because he could not figure out what trick they’d 
used. 


The one who had cast the spatial movement was an Orc 
Shaman with deep wrinkles on her green skin. 


Still, he hadn’t been able to tell her exact age. Perhaps 
around middle-aged. 


She wore a necklace made of bones, and spoke a human 
language in a somber tone. 


“Follow me.” 


When they followed the Orc Shaman, darkness surrounded 
them. And darkness that Sheryl could not see through could 
not be natural. 


“Master, is this Paragon’s hideout?” 
“Perhaps. Do you know about Paragon?” 


Heinz was curious because this was the first time he’d heard 
this name. 


Sheryl shook her head. 


“I only know their name and goal. | came into contact with 
them about ten years ago. They asked if | would leave the 
Circle and join them.” 


There was no need for him to ask what her response was. 
If she’d agreed, then she wouldn’t still be in the Circle. 


“They said the Circle was rotten and that they were the ones 
who truly followed the cause. | refused because they still hid 
a lot of things.” 


al ” 


The Orc Shaman listened to Sheryl’s words without making 
any comments. 


After walking down a brief hallway, they arrived at a wooden 
door. 


“Go in.” 


The Orc Shaman spoke in a cold voice, but then, she shook 
her head when Frey, Heinz and Sheryl all moved forward. 


“Only Frey Blake can enter.” 


a“ ” 


Displeasure was clear on Sheryl’s face. Heinz, on the other 
hand, was expressionless as always. 


Frey glanced at them before going in alone. 
Dak. 


In the room was a mysterious person in a robe. Frey could 
tell who it was from a glance. It was Third Princess Fiore’s 
teacher, the Imperial family’s hidden protector, and 
Schweiser’s descendant. 


The Eleventh Tower Master, Cairo Wilsemann. 


“Welcome to Paragon.” 


As he said this, Cairo gestured in front of him, and Frey sat 
on the chair that was placed there. Then he bowed his head. 


“Thank you for your help. You saved my life.” 


“That’s okay. To be honest, it was an opportunity for us as 
well. Chances to kill Demigods are rare.” 


Was he so sure that the Lich could kill the Demigods? 


Frey looked at him with a strange expression for a moment 
before saying. 


“aif I'll be completely honest, | didn’t expect you to send 
reinforcements.” 


He heard the robe flutter slightly. He wasn’t entirely sure, 
but Frey believed Cairo had a perplexed expression. 


“Why? ” 


“I thought you were a person who wouldn’t make a move 
unless you were completely sure about it. | thought you 
wouldn’t believe me so easily.” 


“huhu!” 
Cairo chuckled. 


“You know me well. | wouldn’t think this was our second 
meeting.” 


Then he removed his hood. 


l ” 
cies 


The moment he saw the exposed face of a middle-aged man, 
Frey subconsciously sucked in a breath of air. 


White hair and golden eyes. 


Although the specific characteristics were different, he 
definitely looked like Schweiser. 


“You're right. | don’t make any moves unless I’m certain. 
Well, call it an occupational habit. Anyone who leads an 
organisation more covert than the Circle for decades would 
be the same.” 


He let out a laugh. 


“But | sent reinforcements because | was convinced. After 
listening to your words, | investigated it for myself and 
learned the truth about the situation.” 


“The truth?” 


“Exactly. We were able to figure out the location of the other 
three Apocalypses as well as Lord. They are now on Mount 
Roxeo in the Livindak mountains.” 


l ” 
sce 


“The situation doesn’t look too good. Lord is instilling his 
divine power into the other Demigods. He was so focused he 
didn’t even notice us even though we were so close.” 


This was definitely something that wouldn’t have been 
possible before. 


Cairo shrugged. 


“As you Said, Lord was in a position where he could not move 
easily. The three Apocalypse have also been confirmed to be 
in near-fatal conditions.” 


That was right. 


In order to convince Cairo, Frey told him that the other three 
Apocalypse, as well as Lord, were unable to move at the 
moment. 


But he didn’t tell him how he knew that because he would 
definitely have to mention Riki in order to do so. And Frey 
didn’t trust this organization called Paragon enough to tell 
them something like that. 


Naturally, this caused Frey’s information to have many flaws. 
He was aware of that, but he didn’t think that mattered at 
that moment. 


This was because Frey hadn’t known that Leita had called for 
reinforcement from three Demigods. 


In other words, there was a lack of urgency. 


He thought it would be the same regardless of if they came 
or not. The request for reinforcements was simply for 
insurance, and he thought that even if they didn’t come, he 
would be able to overcome the situation together with 
Sheryl and Heinz. 


‘If | didn’t make that request, it would’ve been over.’ 
They would have died at the hands of the two Demigods. 
Frey sighed. 


“...but can they really defeat those Demigods?” 


“Of course. Didn’t Diablo go?” 
“Diablo?” 
“The Archlich. I’m sure you noticed. He’s a 9 star Wizard.” 


That was true. But when Frey heard Cairo confirm it, he 
couldn’t help but feel shocked. 


There were 9 star Wizards other than him, and they were 
even fighting against the Demigods. 


Frey felt his heart pound. 


“Archlich... He is the Archlich of the Frozen Lands.” (TL: After 
seeing this, | realised that it wasn’t a name ‘Akrich’... I’ve 
already changed it in the previous chapters, sorry for the 
mixup) 


“How do you know that?” 


Cairo couldn’t help but ask this with a perplexed tone. There 
should be less than ten people on the entire continent who 
knew about Diablo. 


After a moment, Frey said. 
“I heard it from Hector.” 


“Hector? | didn’t realise he knew. Hmm. You are a very 
mysterious person.” 


Cairo was truly surprised. 


Then as if he had been convinced about something, he 
nodded firmly. 


“If that’s the case, do you know what he is and what he’s 
like?” 


“| do.” 
“1 see.” 
Frey hesitated for a moment before asking. 


“Are there any other 9 star Wizards in Paragon besides 
Diablo?” 


“Huhu. You’re trying to know too much. I’m sorry, but that’s 
not information | can give to an outsider.” 


Frey thought he had asked at a good time, but it seemed it 
was still too early. 


After all, Cairo wasn’t an easy opponent. 
Frey concealed his regret and said. 


“Even if he’s 9 stars, it would be difficult for him to kill two 
Demigods.” 


“If Diablo was alone, that would certainly be the case, but 
those people with him are the elite forces of Paragon. They 
will win.” 


Cairo was certain. Paragon’s current strength was equal to or 
even higher than that of the Circle 


Frey had been a bit dubious at first, but he also realised that 
it might’ve been the truth. 


Then Cairo’s voice became serious as he said. 


“Frey, | will offer you once more. Join Paragon.” 


“You are the talent we need.” 

“Why are you fixated on an 8 star Wizard?” 
“I’m certain that you will reach 9 stars in time.” 
As he said this, Cairo’s expression was firm. 


Of course, Frey thought the same. He didn’t know how long 
it would take, but he was certain he would reach 9 stars in 
the near future. 


“Before | hear your answer. This may sound strange, but 
there is a question I'd like to ask. Do you think a 9 star 
Wizard can defeat the Lord of the Demigods?” 


“No.” 


It was a question that should have required some thinking, 
but Frey answered without hesitation. 


This took Cairo by surprise. He blinked before laughing 
dumbfoundedly. 


“Hoho. | didn’t expect that answer.” 
“Is it Surprising?” 


“Of course it is. Isn’t 9 stars considered a mythical level for 
those who walk the path of magic?” 


He wasn’t wrong. 


Officially, there were no Wizards on the continent who had 
reached 9 stars. That was the reason why most Wizards 


regarded a 9 star Wizard as the most powerful existence in 
the world. 


“You seem to know a lot about the 9 star level. How strange. 
To know so much about a level that has never been 
achieved...” 


M ” 


“In any case, it will make this conversation easier. As you 
said, it is impossible to kill Lord even if you’re a 9 star 
Wizard. This is because Lord’s abilities are the perfect 
counter for a 9 star Wizard’s abilities.” 


Absolute field. 


This ability that 9 star Wizards gained, which allowed them 
to gain complete control over a portion of space around 
them, had absolutely no effect on Lord. 


When Frey was thrown into the Abyss, he’d despaired over 
this fact. Lord, at least had the power of ‘space’, and it was 
unclear how many other powers he had besides that. 


But Frey was surprised that Paragon knew so much about 
Lord’s abilities. 


“Paragon has been researching ways to get rid of Lord and 
the Demigods more than anyone else on the continent. So 
we quickly realised that no matter how many 9 star Wizards 
worked together, they still wouldn’t be able to kill Lord.” 


That was right. 


Frey agreed with Cairo. 


No matter how many 9 star Wizards teamed up to face Lord, 
they would never win. The most they would be able to do is 
draw out the battle. 


“We thought a lot about it. Lord’s control over the Demigods 
is absolute. He is their head, so if we manage to kill him, the 
rest of the Demigods will become disorganised. But even if 
we know that, we are still far away from killing Lord... so, ten 
years ago, we came to a conclusion.” 


“A conclusion?” 
“We have to remove the shackles of mortality first.” 
Cairo looked at Frey and spoke with a firm tone. 


“Frey, we’re thinking about creating a 10 star Wizard.” 
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10 stars. 


The weight of those words made Frey silent for a moment 
before he finally asked. 


“You realise the weight of what you just said, don’t you?” 
“I know it well.” 
“That means you are also 9 stars.” 


This made Cairo’s expression become strange, and he 
seemed to be wondering how he should react to Frey’s 
words. 


“why do you say that?” 


“Because you are certain that 9 star Wizards can’t defeat 
Lord.” 


These words caused Cairo’s expression to become even 
stranger. 


“Just that? What about Diablo? Don’t you think | could’ve 
gotten the information from him?” 


“| don’t.” 
Frey let out a low laugh as he continued. 


“You are a Wizard through and through.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” 


“The more genuine a Wizard is, the more they will doubt any 
information they don’t confirm for themself.” 


Cairo felt like he had been struck by a hammer. 
Frey couldn’t help but find his expression a bit amusing. 


“Another reason is the fact that you would never talk about 
the 10 star level without personally experiencing 9 stars. For 
the average person, even 9 stars would be an unimaginable 
height.” 


This was the truth. 


For most Wizards, 9 stars was already a mythical level, not 
to mention 10 stars. 


Cairo sighed and raised his arms. 


“It seems | was careless. It’s been a while since | was on the 
losing end in a conversation.” 


“Is that a compliment?” 
“Of course it is. Huhu. Now I want you even more.” 
Cairo nodded and continued. 


“You guessed correctly. I’m a 9 star Wizard like Diablo... well, 
to be precise I’m only half of a 9 star Wizard. It would be 
embarrassing to compare me to Diablo.” 


Frey wasn’t surprised. 


The possibility that the Eleventh Tower Master could be a 9 
star Wizard had appeared in his mind from the moment he 


learned he could keep the Demigods in check. 


He found the ‘half’ part to be strange, but now wasn’t the 
time to ask. 


“Have you ever fought Lord?” 


“Huhu. It would be embarrassing to call it a fight. | barely 
managed to find an opening and escape.” 


Although he said that, just being able to escape from Lord 
was, in itself, a great achievement. 


Frey observed Cairo, who was smiling bitterly, before asking. 
“Have you found any clues about 10 stars?” 


“Of course we have. Why else would | bring it up to you 
now?” 


“What was it?” 
“The 10 star level really exists!” 


Cairo’s face became filled with excitement. However, Frey 
couldn’t help but fall silent for a moment when he heard this 
unexpected answer. 


“Is that it?” 
“That’s right.” 
“you have to be joking.” 


“Of course not. Don’t you understand? Just knowing that the 
10 star level really exists is already a great discovery!” 


Cairo’s excitement was almost palpable at that point. 


After hearing that, Frey felt that he could understand a little. 


Generally, Wizards believed 9 stars to be the end. ‘End’ here 
meaning the end of the path. 


It was considered the limit of Wizards, as well as the limit of 
all mortals. 


However, even after reaching 9 stars, it wouldn’t be possible 
to kill Lord. In other words, it was impossible to kill Lord even 
after reaching what many believed to be the mortal limit. 


This fact must have caused Cairo and the other high-level 
Wizards to feel despair, as if the heavens were falling. 


Then, in the midst of that despair, they realised it wasn’t the 
end. The 10 star level really existed! 


“By the way, how did you learn that the 10 star level was 
real?” 


“We found a record.” 
“A record? Whose?” 


“Of course, it was a record left by the Great Mage Lucas 
Trowman.” 


Frey’s expression became very strange when he heard that. 
‘Did | ever leave any records about 10 stars?’ 
...He hadn’t. No. Definitely not. 


Frey had only begun thinking about 10 stars after being 
trapped in the Abyss. Before that, he’d just focused on 
thoroughly digesting the powers of 9 stars. 


“Naturally, after finding that, we began full-scale research of 
10 stars, but to be honest, we haven’t had much success. 
Hmm. | will be honest with you.” 


After thinking about it fora moment, Cairo finally spoke up 
with a firm expression. 


“Currently, the only 9 star Wizards in Paragon are Diablo and 
|. We still heavily debate and research the 10 star level 
whenever we get the chance, but recently, we haven’t made 
much progress. We have reached a wall. That’s why we need 
the opinions of other 9 star Wizards more than anything 
else.” 


Then he sighed and shook his head. 


“But even across the entire continent, it is truly difficult to 
find 9 star Wizards. And even if there are any, it is unclear 
whether any would help us. Then you appeared.” 


“ ” 


“We will give you our full Support to help you reach 9 stars. 
If you join us, it would take you 10 years. No, you might 
even reach 9 stars faster than that.” 


Cairo spoke with confidence. 


It was truly an attractive proposal that would move any 
Wizard’s heart. It was especially meaningful because 
Paragon, the organisation that was making the offer, already 
had two 9 star Wizards, including Cairo. 


However, Frey didn’t respond immediately. 


Cairo looked downtrodden. 


“...do you still not intend to change your mind?” 


Mt ” 


“You're more stubborn than you look. Huhu. No, a man like 
you would never change his mind easily... it was my 
mistake.” 


Cairo shook his head as he smiled deprecatingly. 


“Please forget what | said before. | suppose it’s still too early 
to bring it up.” 


“Thank you for your consideration.” 
Frey bowed his head. 


He was glad Cairo was a good person. In fact, he felt a 
considerable amount of pressure. 


This was because Cairo had sent the Paragon members, 
including Diablo, to save him. 


‘The Demigods didn’t know about Paragon.’ 


This proved that the organisation had been working quite 
secretively up until that point. Nevertheless, Cairo had 
shown no hesitation in revealing them in an effort to save 
Frey. 


It could even be said that he had suffered a big loss in order 
to do so. Frey owed a huge debt to Cairo and even to 
Paragon. 


“I will definitely repay this debt soon.” 


“Huhu. It’s quite a lot to repay.” 


“The amount doesn’t matter.” 
The two smiled at each other. 


Frey was suddenly struck with the illusion that he was joking 
with Schweiser at that moment. 


Before this thought became stronger, he changed the topic. 
“Can | ask you a question?” 
“Go ahead.” 


“The Third Princess told me that the Trowman Rings are 
currently in a bad situation. Do you know anything about 
it?” 


“Well...” 

Cairo’s expression became heavy again. 

“It continues from our conversation last time.” 
“The rotten side of the Circle?” 


“exactly. At this point, l'Il say for sure. | don’t know exactly 
how many sources of corruption there are in the Circle, but | 
can tell you the most important ones. One is the current 
Circle Master of the Strow Necklaces, Rezil Wilsemann.” 


“Wilsemann?” 
Cairo’s voice became bitter. 
“My younger brother.” 


Cairo had said he’d been kicked out from his seat as the 
Circle Master of the Strow Necklaces and his younger brother 


was currently the head. 


It was clear that there was some complicated backstory, but 
Frey didn’t pry any deeper. 


“The other is ‘Jekid’, Circle Master of the Lucid Swords.” 
The Lucid Swords. 


Frey couldn’t help but sigh. He realised that the present day 
Knights had fallen far short of his expectations. 


Luanoble, also known as the Country of Knights, was 
currently the most corrupt human country, and now, it 
seemed its circle was the same. 


It was something he was glad the dead Lucid wouldn’t have 
to witness. 


“What about the Phisfounder Armlets?” 


“It's fine there. The current leader, Altan, has no interest in 
wealth, fame, politics or hidden struggles.” 


“| see.” 


“Now, to your question. It’s probably the Strow Necklaces 
who are pressuring the Trowman Rings right now.” 


Disgust spread across Cairo’s face. 


“They don’t want the Trowman Rings to regain their former 
power, and they wouldn’t mind using dirty tactics to do so. 
Just like when they killed Osel. With Rezil’s personality, it’s 
definitely something he would do.” 


a“ ” 


“It seems they are currently using Relic Battles to keep the 
Trowman Rings in check, but sooner or later, they will resort 
to more forceful methods.” 


“What methods?” 


“There’s a high probability that they would use the same 
tactic they used against Osel. They will force them to fight 
against Demigods then sacrifice them. That’s usually how 
they deal with those who don’t conform.” 


Frey frowned. 

“It should be fine as long as Beniang doesn’t give in.” 
“...Beniang will give in.” 

“Why?” 

“Because Rezil will bring up Osel.” 

Cairo sighed as though he was ashamed. 


“He would encourage her to take part in the battle, saying 
it’s her chance to avenge her father. And if you know that 
child’s personality... you should know exactly what her 
answer would be.” 


Frey nodded. 


Beniang had a timid personality, but there was no one she 
respected more than her adopted father, Osel. 


If she was given the chance to honor him, she would accept 
it without hesitation. 


“When do you think he'll act?” 


“Maybe as soon as they learn the location of another 
Demigod.” 


That meant that he didn’t know the exact timing. 
Frey clicked his tongue. 

“Despicable.” 

“Didn't | tell you? The Circle is rotten.” 

Frey was worried. 


Although they had already absorbed all the small and 
medium circles in the alliance near them, it was still too 
soon for the Trowman Rings to go against the Three Great 
Circles. 


They needed more time. 

“l have to warn them.” 

The Strow Necklaces and Lucid Swords. 

He had to warn them to be wary of those two circles. 
x OK OOK 

Afterwards, Frey talked with Cairo for a while longer. 


It wasn’t about anything particularly important... he just felt 
a slight connection to Cairo. 


It wasn’t because he was Schweiser’s descendant. Cairo 
himself was also an interesting person. 


“By the way, that third proposal you made to Fiore was quite 
interesting. Did you expect that to happen?” 


“If | Knew that would happen, | would’ve prepared more 
thoroughly.” 


“Huhu. Anyway, the ‘board’ will be made as you specified. 
You can take a look for yourself.” (TL: Still not sure if ‘board’ 
is the right translation, the author used ‘[]’ but there is no 
real context... hopefully it is.) 


“Hm. Speaking of that proposal, I’d like to make a few 
modifications.” 


“What do you mean?” 

“That...” 

Cairo nodded after listening to Frey’s amendments. 

“It’s not difficult. l'II pass it on to Fiore.” 

“I’m in your debt.” 

“You will become one of us someday, so this much is fine.” 


Cairo seemed convinced that Frey would join Paragon, and 
even Frey could not deny the possibility. 


After all, he would need Cairo and Diablo’s help to reach 10 
Stars. 


“ah. There’s one thing that | want to discuss with you.” 
“What is it?” 

“I want to rescue Hector.” 

“Hmm...” 


Cairo subconsciously frowned at those words. 


Hector. 


He was one of the Dragons who had lost his body during the 
war against the Demigods. In the past, he had reigned as 
one of the supreme beings on the continent, but now, he 
had fallen to a miserable state where he could only do 
chores for others. 


“Why? ” 


After thinking for a moment, Frey revealed the Great Sage’s 
Staff to Cairo. 


His bracelet gave off a bright light before transforming into 
the staff, causing Cairo’s jaw to drop. 


“| that staff... it couldn’t be...” 
“It’s the Great Sage’s Staff.” 
“H-, how do you...” 


“| got it from Schweiser’s dungeon. This wasn’t all. | also 
found a Golem’s core. A core that contains 1 million ME.” 


“A, a million?” 
Cairo was shocked. 


His knowledge of alchemy and Golem creation was among 
the best on the continent. This was why he knew just how 
far beyond imagination a Golem core with 1 million ME truly 
was. 


“| need a body capable of withstanding the core, so | asked 
Hector. He said it would take six months, but...” 


Frey looked Cairo in the eyes. 


“If you two also help, then I’m sure it would be much 
shorter.” 


“Yes, of course!” 
Cairo was excited. 
Schweiser Strow! 


The lifetime masterpiece of the Great Sage who was 
unrivaled in Golem creation! A Golem core that contained 1 
million ME! 


‘To be able to help make the body...’ 


It was an honor that Cairo would never be able to encounter 
again. His hands trembled just thinking about it. 


In addition, it wouldn’t be too hard to save Hector right now 
since Lord was preoccupied with the other Demigods’ 
treatment! 


In other words, this was their greatest chance to save Hector. 
Cairo nodded without hesitation. 

“We'll do it. Do you know where Hector is?” 

“Of course.” 

“Great! We'll leave as soon as Diablo returns!” 

“Will he agree to help?” 


“Of course he will! He also has great alchemy skills! For 
something like this, he would agree without hesitation!” 


Cairo spoke with an excited expression on his face. 


Though he didn’t show it, Frey was relieved. 


The idea of saving Hector had been in his mind ever since 
he met him, but he didn’t dare to do so under Lord’s 
watchful gaze. 


But now, Lord was preoccupied with treating the 
Apocalypses. 


Of course, that didn’t mean it would be easy to heal Hector. 
It was impossible for them to know just what dangers might 
have been lurking there. 


‘But.’ 
Cairo had promised him his and Diablo’s help. 


They were definitely two of the strongest Wizards on the 
continent. 


Frey was certain. As long as there were no Apocalypse-class 
Demigods around Hector, they would definitely save him. 
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After they ended their conversation, they allowed Sheryl and 
Heinz to enter the room. The Orc Shaman, whose name he 
later found out was Elakut, also came in with them. 


Cairo looked at Sheryl with a smile. 
“Sheryl Roland, it’s been a long time.” 
“Cairo Wilsemann? Didn’t you die?” 


It was no surprise that Sheryl knew Cairo, who was one a 
Circle Master. 


It had been half a century since Cairo had been kicked from 
the Circle, but for Sheryl, who was a vampire, it wasn’t a 
very long time. 


On the other hand, Heinz, who had only recently joined the 
Circle, was seeing Cairo for the first time. 


“| didn’t have a life.” 


“I see. So Paragon is an organisation created and led by 
you.” 


“It’s true that | created it, but it’s a bit incorrect to say | lead 
it. All the members of Paragon are basically equal. Hmm. | 
suppose you could say that I get a little more respect than 
the others.” 


Frey was actually surprised to learn that. He’d always had 
the impression that Cairo was the leader of Paragon. 


‘Basically equal.’ 


In other words, Paragon was probably much smaller than 
Frey had expected. 


It wasn’t a principle that could work for an organisation like 
the Circle with a large number of members. 


“So what do you say?” 
“What?” 


“Have you given it any more thought about joining Paragon? 
Our offer still stands. A talented person like you is always 
welcome here.” 


Sheryl responded in a plain tone. 
“If Master joins.” 


“Hmm. Unfortunately, because of Altan’s personality, | doubt 
he would join us.” 


“I’m not talking about Altan.” 
“Hmm...?” 


Cairo was shocked when he realised that Sheryl was looking 
at Frey. 


“Are you the ‘Master’ she’s talking about?” 


Mt ” 


Frey didn’t answer, but Cairo understood that it was a silent 
agreement. 


“...hoho. You did something that even Altan couldn’t do. You 
subdued the Vampire Queen.” 


Vampire Queen. 


Frey had known she had a noble identity among vampires, 
but he hadn’t known that she was actually the queen. 


Sheryl lowered her eyes and shook her head. 
“that’s a title | abandoned over a hundred years ago.” 
Frey didn’t pursue it any further. 


He was a bit interested, but he didn’t feel the need to ask. It 
didn’t matter to him if she was a Queen or a Grand Duke. 


There was something even more important. 


“Sheryl, you have to contact the Phisfounder Armlets’ Circle 
Master for me.” 


“You mean Altan? Hmm...” 
Sheryl narrowed her eyes slightly. 
“Will that be a problem?” 


“he’s a guy who wouldn’t care even if the world crumbles 
around him. His head is filled with nothing but black magic, 
Demons and contracts.” 


This meant that even if Sheryl was the one to contact him, it 
wouldn't be easy. 


After thinking for a while, Frey finally said. 


“Tell him l'Il give him Asura’s Summoning circle.” 
“are you serious?” 


In fact, such an offer wasn’t really attractive for another 
party. This was because it wasn’t guaranteed that one would 
be able to sign a contract simply by using the summoning 
circle. Whether or not the person would be accepted as a 
Contractor would be purely up to Asura. 


But Sheryl was certain that Altan would accept the bait. 
“Yes. Understood... excuse me.” 


A small bat emerged from Sheryl’s shadow and flew over to 
Frey before diving into his body. 


This was a simple contact method, and knowing that, Frey 
didn’t try to stop it. 


“After I’ve finished talking to Altan, I'll contact you through 
the familiar | just gave you.” 


“I’m counting on you.” 

“Please leave it to me.” 

Sheryl bowed her head. 

Then Frey turned his gaze to Heinz. 

“Heinz, there is something I'd like you to do.” 
“What is it?” 

“Become the head of the Blake family.” 


“.,.what’s that supposed to mean?” 


Even the usually expressionless Heinz couldn’t help but 
make a confused expression when he heard those words. 


“You are one of us. It would be a bit of a hassle since the 
eldest son, Mischael, is still alive, but it shouldn’t be too 
difficult. You will receive the full support of the Third Princess 
to succeed the position of family head.” 


This was Frey’s third request to Fiore. 


He’d believed that Leita and Isaka, who were the heads of 
the family, would both die in this incident. 


Of course, everything didn’t go exactly according to plan. 
Leita was dead, but he wasn’t sure what happened to Isaka. 


However, it was true that there was currently no one to lead 
the Blake family. 


Even if Isaka was alive, there was no way he would return to 
the family in this situation. 


“Originally, | intended to take over the position, but now, | 
think you are much more qualified than | am.” (TL: 
translation: | originally planned to kill all of you) 


He believed it was a waste to destroy the Blake family. 


After all, the influence, wealth, fame, power and value of the 
family name had all accumulated over a long period of time. 


There might be a time in the future when he was in need of 
these things, and they were not so easily obtained. 


After hesitating for a long time, Heinz finally sighed. 


“,.| Suppose it can’t be helped.” 


He didn’t think he could ever forgive his parents. And 
although he was tired of and disappointed in the Blake 
family, this didn’t mean that he had to get rid of it. 


Although the family had been created as an experimental 
site for the Demigods, it was still Heinz’s family. The place 
where he was born and raised. 


Denying the family wouldn’t change the fact that he was 
Frey Blake. 


If he left it as is, what would happen to the innocent staff 
and Wizards who worked for the family, and their families? 


“Cairo, can Heinz stay in Paragon for a while? Just until we 
figure out what the Demigods intend to do.” 


“Of course. It’s not a problem.” 
Cairo happily agreed. 
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Heinz would stay in Paragon for the time being, and Sheryl 
left to find Altan. 


Generally, Circle Masters didn’t stay in one location for too 
long in order to avoid the Demigods’ pursuit. Sheryl seemed 
to have a way to track him, but she was unsure how long it 
would take. 


Frey, on the other hand, rested and waited for Diablo’s 
return. 


He arrived the next day. 


He was a mess. His robe had been torn to shreds, and the 
flames that blazed in his eyes had dimmed slightly. 


There were alSo many cracks on his white bones. 


No matter how great Paragon’s strength was, Demigods were 
definitely not easy opponents. 


“Good job, Diablo. What about the casualties?” 


[Five serious injuries and two minor injuries. Simone and 
Ahid died.] 


“hooo.” 
Cairo sighed bitterly. 


But soon after he shook his head as if to shake off his sorrow, 
and said. 


“We will continue their will, and their souls will always be 
with us. Until the moment the Demigods have been 
completely removed from this continent.” 


Diablo nodded and spoke without any change in his tone. 


[Thanks to their sacrifices, the subjugation of the Demigods 
was successful. Here are the spoils.] 


“You worked hard.” 


What Diablo had just handed over were the Demigods’ 
crystals. Cairo put them away. 


After he was finished with what he had to do, Diablo 
immediately turned around as though he planned to leave, 
but Cairo hurriedly stopped him. 


“Wait, Diablo. I’m sorry, but | need your help for one more 
thing.” 


[What is it?] 

“Rescuing Hector.” 

[Hoh...] 

Interest arose in Diablo’s eyes. 
[Tell me in detail.] 


Cairo then slowly explained what he heard from Frey, who 
was leaning against a wall as he listened to them. 


Cairo then asked after finishing his explanation. 
“You'll help us, won’t you?” 


[Of course. | always thought Hector’s situation was 
unfortunate. ] 


“Then when should we leave?” 

“Now.” 

It was Frey who answered. The sooner they did it, the better. 
‘Leyrin has entered hibernation.’ 

Not only that, three Demigods had also died. 


Lord would definitely find this out soon, and it was 
impossible to predict what he would do afterwards. 


That’s why they needed to move as fast as they could. 
‘Even So.’ 


Frey glanced over at Diablo’s injured body. 


Diablo, who had just returned from a fierce battle, definitely 
could not leave right away. 


fal 


Noticing Frey’s gaze, Diablo thought for a moment then 
spoke as he left the room. 


[I will return in two hours. I, at least, have to refill my mana.] 
And with those words, Diablo was gone. 
Cairo glanced at Frey and said. 


“He agreed, so we'll be able to leave in about two hours. Go 
prepare and come back here at that time.” 


“Understood.” 
Frey then returned to his assigned room. 


Then, after activating a magic circle he’d stored in the Great 
Sage’s Staff, he immediately summoned Asura. 


Kooo. 


Asura, who had been summoned in a much smaller size, 
looked at Frey and asked. 


[What’s wrong?] 

“I want to hear what happened to Apep.” 
[...you really summon me for stupid reasons. ] 
Asura spoke in an annoyed tone. 


[He’s dead.] 


“was it hard?” 
[No, just annoying.] 


This was a bit hard to accept, considering the power Apep 
had displayed, but Frey knew that ‘overpowered’ was a word 
that described Asura perfectly. 


“...do you think you could defeat an Apocalypse in the 
Demon World?” 


Asura shook his head at Frey’s words. 


[I might be able to beat one, but it wouldn’t be an easy 
battle. That Apep guy couldn’t really do much in the Demon 
World since there is no day or night. ] 


“So you mean he wasn’t able to use the power of darkness 
properly?” 


[That’s right. But he was pretty persistent. ] 
Asura observed Frey for a while before saying. 


[I told that vampire chick before as well, | only agreed to do 
that kind of annoying thing one time. ] 


When Asura once again asserted his stance, Frey couldn’t 
help but feel a bit disappointed. 


It would have been great if he was able to deal with the 
Demigods without needing much effort, so he had wanted to 
ask Asura to do it a few more times. 


[If that’s all, then I’m leaving.] 
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With those words, Asura disappeared. 


Two hours later, Frey headed back to Cairo’s room. He was 
just on time as Diablo was already there when he arrived. 


Cairo nodded to Frey and said. 
“Everyone’s here. Should we discuss the operation briefly?” 
“Sure.” 


“According to what Frey told us, Hector is currently in Lufei, 
in the Luanoble Kingdom.” 


Frey and Diablo nodded. 


“It’s not that far away, so we can head over there with a 
Warp spell. And if there is more than one Demigod guarding 
it, we will leave immediately.” 


Cairo looked around. 


“Because this is Paragon’s main hideout, there are numerous 
barriers surrounding it, so remember that the Demigods 
would never be able to trace us if we return to this place.” 


“Understood.” 
“Then... let’s go.” 


Frey nodded and unleashed his mana as he was the one who 
would be using the Warp spell. After all, he was the one who 
knew the coordinates for the back alley where Hector was 
located, so it was natural. 


“Warp.” 
Shuk. 


In the next moment, their visions twisted, and their figures 
suddenly appeared above the back alley in Lufei. 


Paht. 


Frey immediately spread his mana and checked the 
surroundings. 


“| don’t sense anyone.” 
[Same here. ] 


“My side is okay, too. Looks like there aren’t any Demigods 
here. As expected, they couldn’t afford to worry about it.” 


Frey then pointed towards the stairs leading downwards. 
“Hector is down there.” 

“Good. Let’s head over immediately.” 

Frey took the lead and headed towards the stairs. 


As they headed down the dark staircase without bothering 
to use any lights, Cairo spoke in a heavy tone. 


“if I'll be honest, Frey, I’m really happy right now.” 
“Why are you happy?” 


“Because we actually have an opportunity to save Hector. | 
always felt sorry for him, no, for the entire Dragon race. They 
used to be the most powerful together with the Demigods, 
but now, their bodies were taken away and they're being 
forced to do chores. They can’t get more unfortunate than 
that.” 
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“They were probably not even allowed to take their own 
lives. Every breath they take in such a life is like a day in 
hell.” 


Frey nodded. 


For him, he’d always found the fall of his teacher, who was a 
mediator on the continent, and his race, who were the best 
allies against the Demigods, to be very unfortunate. 


Cairo then spoke with a firm tone. 
“Let’s save him.” 
Frey nodded again. 


Finally, they reached the bottom of the stairs, and Hector’s 
general store came into view. 


“Wait.” 

Frey stopped walking. Then he put a finger to his lips. 

He could hear voices coming from within the general store. 
Was someone there? 

“Huhu, huhuhuhuhu.” 

“This is paradise! Huhahaha!” 

It was a silly voice. 

And shortly after, he realised it was Hector’s voice. 


Frey, Cairo and Diablo all turned to look into the store. 


There, they saw Hector sprawled comfortably on a chair with 
a large smile on his face. 


“Aeri, please give me a cookie.” 
“Yes, Master.” 


At Hector’s words, Aeri, the female Golem wearing a maid 
outfit, put a cookie in Hector’s mouth. 


After chewing a few times, Hector lifted his thumb with a 
smile. 


“Mm. It’s delicious. It seems you are getting better.” 
“It’s an honour.” 


“Could you get me some tea please? I’d love to have the tea 
| drank last time.” 


“Yes. Please wait a moment.” 
“Sure. Take your time.” 


Hector then laughed happily and stretched his arms and 
legs out. 


“Ah~ Life is so great I’m going cra-” 


Then, his eyes fell upon Frey and the others who were 
standing at the door. 


Hector’s expression stiffened like a rock. 


After a long period of silence, Cairo finally spoke with a 
heavy voice. 


“...we're here to save you, Hector.” 


Chapter 135: Paragon(4) 


Hector coughed and said. 


“Ahem! This is quite the powerful lineup. The Archlich, 
Eleventh Tower Master and...” 


Hector’s gaze then turned to Frey and he paused. 
“Uh... let’s see...” 


He didn’t forget his face; it was just that he’d only now 
realised that Frey hadn’t given him his name last time. 


“I'm Frey Blake.” 


“Ah. | see. So Frey, are you here to pick up your stuff? Didn't 
you come too soon? Isn't there still some time till the 
deadline? Well. That doesn’t mean | was slacking off or 
anything.” 


The words poured out of his lips at a rapid rate, and it took 
Frey a while before he could process everything Hector had 
just said. 


He’d had a slight feeling last time, but now, Hector’s proud 
image as a Dragon had completely collapsed in Frey’s eyes. 


Frey slowly shook his head. 
“I’m not here for the Golem.” 


“Then...2” 


Instead of answering, Frey turned to look at Cairo. 
Hector’s eyes narrowed. 

“Hmmm...” 

Cairo had definitely said that they’d come to rescue him. 


It was at this time that Aeri returned with a cup of tea, but 
Hector smiled gently and gestured for her to leave. 


“Please give us a minute, Aeri.” 
“Yes, Master.” 


Hector silently watched Aeri’s back until she was completely 
gone. 


Then, he opened his mouth while playing with a strand of 
hair that had escaped his straw hat. 


“What do you mean you've come to rescue me? Has it got 
something to do with the recent weakening of Lord’s 
influence?” 


“Lord’s influence has weakened?” 
“Yas,” 


This was new information. Maybe they could also save other 
dragons as well. 


Frey thought for a moment before saying. 
“Then I'll be brief. To put it simply...” 


Frey explained to him the crisis the Demigods were currently 
experiencing, the likes of which had never happened in 


thousands of years, and the reason why Lord could not move 
easily. 


As the story progressed, Hector’s playful expression 
gradually became more serious, and by the end, it became 
more serious than ever. 


When Frey stopped talking, Hector didn’t respond 
immediately. Instead, he contemplated for a while before 
finally opening his mouth. 


“| see. But there are many gaps in your story.” 
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“First of all, the reason why the three Apocalypses are so 
heavily injured is incredibly vague. You’re hiding 
something.” 

He knew it. 


No matter what happened, Frey knew it was impossible to 
cover the flaws in his story. 


After all, there was no one in the world who understood the 
power of the Apocalypses better than the three in this room. 


And now, not one but three such entities had been gravely 
injured at the same time. 


“Hmm...” 
Cairo also frowned. 


He had definitely noticed this when Frey had asked him for 
help before, but he probably didn’t mention it because he 
got to know Frey. 


“Hoo.” 
Eventually, he sighed. 


If he continued to hide it, it would be hard for him to avoid 
their suspicion. 


If that did happen, distrust would slowly blossom, and in the 
worst case scenario, they would be unable to properly 
collaborate. 


That was a situation that Frey wanted to avoid at all costs. 
‘It can’t be helped.’ 
Frey looked at the people standing in the room. 


Diablo, who had successfully slayed two Demigods, Hector, a 
former Dragon, and Cairo, the founder of Paragon. 


They could be trusted. 


Unlike the corrupt people in the Circle, these people all had 
clear identities and objectives. 


Frey made up his mind. 
“To put it simply, there was a traitor among the Demigods.” 
“A traitor? Among the Demigods?” 


“Yes. Riki, the Demigod with the power of the sword. He was 
the traitor.” 


“An Apocalypse...!!!” 
“Riki...” 


[Hm!] 
All three of them frowned at those words. 


The former Circle Master, Cairo, might not have known him, 
but Frey believed that Diablo and Hector knew him. 


No, wouldn’t it be strange if they didn’t? 


One was a Dragon who'd fought against the Demigods for 
thousands of years, and the other was an Archlich who had 
been alive for thousands of years. 


“A traitor among the Demigods... | never would have 
imagined.” 


[At the least, it isn’t something that has ever happened 
before. ] 


“Wa-, wait. So what happened to that Demigod?” 
It wasn’t strange for Hector to ask this question so hurriedly. 


If a Demigod who had betrayed his kind joined their 
resistance, it would boost their power exponentially. 


More importantly, he was an absolute monster who had 
injured three Apocalypses on his own. 


Unfortunately, Frey couldn’t give them the answer they had 
hoped for. 


“He’s dead.” 
“Ah...” 


“..1 see,” 
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In an instant, the hope filled atmosphere once again became 
somber. 


Frey shook his head and continued. 


“Nevertheless, it doesn’t change the fact that Riki granted 
us a tremendous opportunity.” 


“Indeed.” 
Hector’s eyes lit up. 


Three Apocalypses had been severely injured, and Lord was 
stuck healing them. 


This was a chance that would probably never come again. 


“The remaining Apocalypse, Leyrin, is also incapacitated. 
She will fall into hibernation soon if she hasn’t already.” 


“Hmm? What do you mean by hibernation?” 


Now that he thought about it, most people didn’t know 
about the Demigods’ hibernation. 


It was Hector who answered Cairo’s question. 


“If you kill an Apostle, the corresponding Demigod will fall 
into hibernation. Even, Lord wouldn’t be able to wake up 
from it. The time differs between individuals, but the 
Demigod will fall into a deep sleep for at least 100 years.” 


“Ah...! | see! So that’s why the Demigods disappeared after 
we killed their Apostles!” 


Cairo nodded and shouted in realisation. 


Frey looked at him. 
“That’s not all. Riki also gave me another hint.” 
“A hint?” 


“He said | could get the help of a Demigod named ‘Elliah’ 
from the Frozen Lands.” 


[...Elliah?] 
Diablo spoke up in a perplexed tone. 
Cairo’s gaze turned to him. 


“Diablo, you've lived in the Frozen Lands for hundreds of 
years now. Do you know a Demigod named Elliah?” 


[It would be hard not to know her. She’s the reason winter in 
the north never ends... but | can’t believe the words Frey 
just said.] 


Diablo shook his head. 
“Why not?” 


[Because as far as | know, she doesn’t have much interest in 
what happens in the world.] 


“Riki said that too.” 
Frey muttered as he recalled Riki’s words. 


‘A weirdo who doesn’t care about the mortals or the 
Demigods. The only Demigod that Lord gave up trying to 
control.‘ 


Of course, this statement shouldn’t have been 
misunderstood. 


She wasn’t as nice to humans as Riki was. 


Her disinterest wasn’t much of an advantage, either. If they 
were to act too recklessly, she might very well attack them 
instead of listen to them. 


“But the merit of bringing a Demigod to our side is 
enormous.” 
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With that said, even Diablo had no choice but to agree. 
He sighed heavily. 


[...100 years ago, Elliah contacted me. She asked if | would 
be her Apostle. ] 


Then he shook his head. 


[I refused. Divine power and mana are incompatible. | want 
to continue walking the path of magical science, so | had no 
reason to accept... and then, she almost killed me.] 


Cairo shuddered at those words. 


[I suffered from heavy injuries and was put in a near death 
state. It took me over twenty years to heal.] 


“Do you mean she’s a threat?” 


[Well. It depends on how you look at it. Elliah’s attack on me 
was simply to vent the anger she felt.] 


Diablo sighed. 


[...so | hate Demigods. They don’t have dignity and grace 
befitting their ages. They’re just ignorant children who don’t 
understand the power they wield.] 


Cairo fell silent. 


He had known Diablo for decades but this was the first time 
he’d learned of the reason why he hated the Demigods. 


[However, | will still cooperate as much as | can if you do 
intend to attract Elliah. Her strength is top tier among the 
Demigods. She’s at least as powerful as an Apocalypse. She 
would be a tremendous help if we managed to bring her in.] 


Then he added after a moment of silence. 


[Of course, there is no guarantee that things will go 
smoothly. ] 


“It’s better than nothing.” 

Frey then turned to look at Hector. 

“Anyway, that’s our current situation. Does that satisfy you?” 
“It does.” 


“Good. Then it might be a little late to ask this, but do you 
want to get rescued, Hector?” 


Hector nodded without hesitation. 


“Of course | do! This place is hell for me! | was waiting for a 
moment like this.” 
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When he said that, Frey, Cairo and Diablo gave him strange 
glances. 


“I, | really mean it.” 
“anyway. There isn’t a problem leaving now, is there?” 


“All you need to do is get rid of the barriers around the 
general store. But that shouldn’t be a problem for Diablo’s 
negation magic.” 


[There’s an inscription on the staircase... it'll take some time 
because it has Lord’s power imbued in it.] 


With those words, Diablo turned and walked towards the 
basement stairs. 


Hector shrugged. 


“He said it’ll take some time... so do you wanna go see the 
Golem you requested?” 


“Did you make it already?” 


“| made most of its skeleton and appearance. It’s still empty 
inside, but you'll get a rough idea of the result. Since you're 
here, you can give me some feedback, and | can make 
adjustments so that it can be more to your expectations.” 


His words made sense. 


Even though he knew nothing about Golem creation, Frey 
was still curious about how they were made. 


“Sure.” 


Frey followed Hector, and Cairo decided to go with them 
since it would be better than just waiting in that spot. 


After walking past the storefront, they entered a large room. 
It turned out that this underground space was many times 
larger than Frey expected. 


The smells of metal and herbs filled the air, and anyone who 
came here would immediately be able to tell that it was an 
alchemy workshop. 


Multiple Golems, who were dressed like maids, could be seen 
moving around. 


‘It’s a well-made workshop.’ 


Not only were there a lot of potions being brewed, numerous 
furnaces were also blazing. This workshop was definitely on 
a higher level than any workshop owned by the magic 
towers. 


It would be quite a waste to leave it. 


They passed through the workshop as he had this thought, 
and they entered a very dark room. 


“Wait a moment. The lanterns will light up soon... we’re 
here.” 


Fwoosh. 


As soon as the lanterns lit up, the room immediately became 
bright. 


And as they saw the scene unfolding before them, Frey and 
Cairo became speechless. 


This seemed to be the place where the Golems assembled. 
Naturally, if that was all, there wouldn’t be a need for their 
shock. 


The problem was that all of the Golems were made with the 
appearances of beautiful women, and they were all in maid 
outfits. 


Frey’s face became serious as he looked at the Golem in the 
middle. 


“is this the Golem | requested?” 


“Don’t worry about it. |’m a pro. Putting personal preferences 
into your work is what amateurs do.” 


Frey felt a bit uneasy because of his boast. 


Finally, they arrived at the end of the room and found the 
Golem Hector had made for him. It had the appearance of a 
beautiful girl with long, silver hair. 


“,.what’s the difference?” 
“It’s not in a maid outfit.” 
“That is already a huge concession.” 


Frey and Cairo exchanged looks and reached a conclusion at 
the same time. 


This guy really was special. 
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Frey knew he would not be able to say anything as Hector 
had already swept him up in his pace. 


So he looked away from Hector and instead observed the 
silver-haired Golem. 


The Golem’s appearance was no different from that of a 
human. Its skin didn’t look hard at all, appearing soft and 
supple just like a female’s skin. In fact, there was a high 
chance that it actually was. 


The most impressive part, however, was its waist-length, 
Silver hair. It was a bit darker than Riki’s hair, but it had a 
soft glow, like a star in the night sky. 


He couldn’t tell what color the eyes were as they were shut 
tight. 


All in all, the Golem’s appearance was that of a 16 year old 
girl. But considering the fact that all the other Golems 
looked like girls this age, it was clear that Hector’s tastes 
were quite heavy. 


In any case, this golem was hundreds of light years away 
from what Frey expected to see. 


He imagined a Demigod slaying machine 10 meters in 
height with a body of Orichalcum that looked like it could 
bring down a wall with a single punch, but what he saw was 


a thin, beautiful girl who looked like a tree branch one could 
Snap with barely any effort. 


...Of course, Frey knew that the Golem’s appearance was 
meaningless, he only wondered if it would be able to handle 
an output of 1 million ME with such a fragile body. 


‘I’m sure Hector wouldn’t treat this lightly.’ 
But he wasn’t able to completely suppress his doubts. 


Thinking this, Frey turned to look at Cairo, but Cairo’s eyes 
were alight as he observed the Golem. 


“Hoh. Its appearance leaves a bit to be desired, but this is 
incredible.” 


“Did you notice?” 
“Did you use ‘Dignite’ for the skeleton?” 


“It’s a special product | made myself. The nervous system 
was made out of Mithril.” 


“It looks like an alloy...’ 


“Of course it is. The efficiency of pure isn’t high enough, 
especially since it’s rare and expensive.” 


“It couldn’t have been easy. You’re amazing.” 


Honestly, Frey didn’t really understand what they were 
talking about. 


He’d also heard of the metal called ‘Dignite’ for the first 
time. And blending another metal with Mithril? 


Even Frey, who didn’t know much about metals understood 
that that was a very dangerous and demanding process. 


“As you said, the exterior is perfect. As long as the interior is 
finished, it'll be able to operate immediately. Together with 
Diablo and myself, we’d be able to finish it in a month.” 


“Haha. With your help, it wouldn’t even take a month.” 
Hector said these words with a happy expression. 


Afterwards, they began discussing and sharing their 
thoughts on the art of Golem creation. Seeing this, Frey 
decided to show them Anastasia’s Golem core, hoping that 
they could get a better understanding of it. 


“Oh, oh... tH!" 
“Th-, this is...” 


It wasn’t just Hector, even Cairo’s eyes widened 
considerably. 


They looked at the core and made strange gestures but they 
didn’t dare touch it. It was clear to see how shocked and 
ecstatic they were with just a glance. 


“You can touch it.” 
“Re-, really?” 


“Wouldn’t you be able to make a better Golem if you 
understood the core properly?” 


“You're right!” 


Hector shouted in excitement but he gently reached out to 
pick up the Golem core. 


“I can’t believe I’m seeing this with my own two eyes. It’s 
amazing. The legacy of the Age of Light... do you know who 
made this?” 


“Schweiser Strow.” 
“The Great Sage Schweiser Strow! N-, no wonder.” 
Hector muttered in a low voice. 


“History called him the greatest alchemist of all time. At 
first, | didn’t believe it, but now | feel like that title is still not 
good enough. It’s clear that he is an unparalleled genius 
who has left his mark on the history of alchemy.” 


It made Frey slightly proud when he heard his best friend 
being praised. Especially by Hector, who was a Dragon with 
a vast amount of knowledge. 


“Hmm? But what are these letters engraved on it?” 
“Anastasia. | think it might be the Golem’s name.” 
“Hmmm...?” 

Cairo had a strange expression on his face. 

This worried Frey slightly, so he couldn’t help but ask. 
“Is something wrong?” 

After thinking for a moment, Cairo shook his head. 
“no. It’s fine. It’s just a Golem anyway.” 


x KO 


After a while, Diablo came back. 


As soon as he entered the room, he sighed heavily. 


[These past three days have been more tiring than the past 
100 years.] 


“You've worked hard, Diablo. What about the barriers?” 
[All gone. We can leave at any time.] 

“It’s finally time to leave this stuffy place.” 

Hector smiled and got up from his seat. 

“Is there anything you need to pack?” 

“Just bring all of my lovely Golems.” 


It wasn’t just one or two of them, Hector had almost 100 
Golems. 


In addition, a normal Warp spell would not be able to carry 
the potions and metals from the workshop. 


“I'll have to use a large scale Warp spell.” 
Frey agreed with him. Cairo then looked around and said. 


“I'll use this room as the scope. Hector, bring everything you 
want to take here.” 


“Give me a second.” 
Hector had his Golems bring the items he wanted to take. 


After a dozen or so minutes, he wiped sweat from his 
forehead that never appeared, and said. 


“Whoo! That’s everything.” 


“then we'll leave immediately.” 
Cairo unleashed his mana. 
“Warp.” 

Shuk. 


They reappeared in the Paragon hideout in an instant. Frey 
observed the reverberation of mana from the Warp. 


It was only then that he was able to roughly guess where 
this space was located. 


“So this place is underground. Hundreds of meters from the 
Surface.” 


“That’s correct.” 
That was all he was able to gather. 


However, it was certainly true that the Demigods wouldn’t 
be able to find this place easily. This was because even Frey, 
who had been in the Warp spell, still hadn’t been able to 
learn more than the fact that it was underground. 


Cairo then looked at Hector and said. 


“This place is larger than you might think. How about taking 
a break today and resuming production tomorrow?” 


“Sure.” 


Hector didn’t care if they started immediately, but he 
understood that Diablo had to take time to recover. 


Then Cairo turned his gaze to Frey. 


“What are you going to do now? As you heard, it'll take 
about a month for the Golem to be finished.” 


“There’s a place | need to go to.” 
“Where?” 

“The Great Reynols Forest.” 

Cairo tilted his head at those words. 
“Isn't that the land of the Elves?” 
“Right.” 


“| heard that it’s a closed place that rejects outsiders. Why 
are you going to a place like that?” 


“The High Elf Queen, Snow, is Riki’s Apostle. | need to tell 
her about Riki’s death.” 


“Hmm...” 
Cairo furrowed his brow at the unexpected fact. 


Looking away from him, Frey thought about Snow. She was 
probably already aware of Riki’s death without him having to 
inform her. After all, the Apostles and Demigods shared a 
very close connection. 


But she still had the right to know just how Riki died. 


“Anyway, you'll need the coordinates to return to this place. 
l'II teach you.” 


“I’m not a member of Paragon yet.” 


Despite Frey’s firm tone, the smile didn’t leave Cairo’s face. 


“The fact that we’re on the same boat remains unchanged. 
It’s fine to learn it now.” 


Frey then memorised the coordinates of the Paragon hideout 
that Cairo gave him. Although he’d said what he said, he 
was still inwardly pleased by Cairo’s trust. 


After all, Cairo was right. 
They were in the same boat. 
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Frey used Warp to enter the Great Reynols Forest. He chose 
a location a little away from Lilund rather than directly 
entering the High Elf village. 


Then he sat on a nearby boulder. 


The entire forest was connected to Hruhiral, so his intrusion 
should’ve already been noticed. Being noticed by Hruhiral 
meant that sooner or later, Snow would learn of his presence 
as well. 


Just as he expected, Snow appeared a short while later. 


She was wearing ‘Jenki’s Mask’ which hid her appearance. 
Therefore, her mysterious, white hair was dyed black, and 
she no longer exuded that distinctive, noble aura. 


“Snow.” 
“I knew you’d come.” 


As she said that, Snow took off the mask, causing her hair to 
become white once more. 


Her face was just as beautiful as he remembered. However, 
it was filled with strange emotions. 


It was only then that Frey realised Snow’s voice was much 
heavier than usual. 


“Is Riki dead?” 

Snow brought up the main topic immediately. 
Frey nodded quietly. 

"Yes." 

“Who killed him?” 

“Lord.” 

Silence fell as Snow closed her eyes. 


Frey realised that her eyelids were trembling slightly, so he 
stayed quiet and gave her time to calm down. 


After a while, Snow slowly reopened her eyes. 
Then she sat on the rock beside Frey and opened her mouth. 
“Did | ever tell you where | was from?” 


“Didn’t you say you were from the Frozen Lands in the 
north?” 


“Right. All Ice Elves lived there. However, my entire family 
was annihilated by a Demigod. | heard from Riki later that it 
was a Demigod named Leyrin.” 


He’d heard before that the Ice Elves had been destroyed by 
a Demigod, but this was his first time hearing that it was 


Leyrin’s handiwork. 


“It was Riki who saved me from almost certain death. Huhu. | 
still remember it vividly. As I lay, slowly dying in a pool of my 
own blood surrounded by the never ending snowstorms, Riki 
appeared to me like an Angel of God.” (TL: Snow refers to 
herself as ‘this queen’ and | find it cute every time) 


Snow closed her eyes again. 


Then, as if to release the feelings pent up within her, she 
sighed heavily. 


“l owe him my life. If it wasn’t Riki, I’d be dead right now. 
And I can’t even get revenge, like a bug that lost its nest to 
a human.” 


“Can you give me a second?” 


When Frey nodded, Snow slowly got up from her seat. Then 
she walked back in the direction from whence she came. 


Frey waited without asking anything. Perhaps she just 
needed time to organise her thoughts. 


About an hour later, Snow returned. 


Her expression was much lighter, and the heaviness from 
before was nowhere to be seen. Instead, she looked quite 
refreshed. 


“Huhu! I’ve stepped down from my position as queen.” 
“What?” 


“Ah. | should’ve done this sooner. It’s really refreshing.” 


What did she mean stepped down from her position as 
queen? 


Frey looked at her with a confused expression. 
“I don’t think it’s that easy to step down...” 


“Well. That’s why it took an hour. | didn’t see an end to the 
Elders’ nagging, so I simply ran away.” 


l ” 


“Don’t worry! | didn’t really step down, just think of it as a 
temporary retirement. I’ve set a proxy to do my duties until 
I’m finished with what I have to do, so there’s no problem.” 


He was certain there would be a lot of troubles, but Frey kept 
these thoughts to himself as he asked. 


“Then what will you do now?” 
“Right, Frey.” 
Snow smiled and pointed at him. 


“From today onward, I'll do my best to take on the 
Demigods. So please take care of me.” 


“Why would you ask me...” 


“Because | feel like l'Il be able to accomplish my goal much 
faster if I’m with you!” 


Her confidence made it hard for him to say anything, so Frey 
shut his mouth instead of rejecting her instinctively. 


‘...she’s a bit of a handle, but...’ 


Snow’s combat power was astonishing. 


She was at least as strong as Ivan, but it was possible that 
she was much stronger. After all, even when they had faced 
off against the Bone Dragon, Snow hadn’t used her full 
power. 


Although she was a handful, it was a small price to pay for 
someone so strong. 


After he finished calculating in his head, Frey stretched his 
hand out to her. 


“Then | look forward to our cooperation.” 
“Huhu. | won’t let you down.” 
First, he had to get her to change that tone. 


Frey briefly shook hands with snow before thinking about his 
next destination. 


‘The Trowman Rings.’ 


He intended to check how the circle was doing at that 
moment. 


Chapter 137: Power 
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“Where are we going now?” 

“I’m thinking about heading to the Trowman Rings first.” 
“The Trowman Rings?” 

“Don’t you know it? It’s one of the circl-” 


“I know it. It’s a circle that used to be on par with the Three 
Great Circles. I’m the Queen of all Elves, don’t look down on 
me.” 


Snow sounded a little offended. After all, there were also 
many Elves who were a part of the Circle. 


There was even a Circle made entirely of Elves, so it would 
be strange if she didn’t know it. 


“| was asking why you’re going to the Trowman Rings.” 


“I’m the Circle Rounder of the Trowman Rings, so | have to 
stop by every now and then.” 


Actually, it was a bit more complicated than that, but he 
didn’t want to explain it further. 


Snow blinked rapidly at that remark. 


“The Circle Rounder? You?” 


“Didn't I tell you?” 
“This is news to me.” 
Snow then looked at Frey with a confused expression. 


“But isn’t the Trowman Rings a circle on the verge of 
collapsing? Wouldn’t you be able to get into a much better 
circle with your strength?” 


“The size doesn’t matter. It’s the conviction of the circle’s 
members that’s important.” 


“Hmm... that’s a really old fashioned statement.” 
Snow thought about it for a moment before shrugging. 
“I'll trust your judgement.” 


In any case, she had already made up her mind to stick with 
Frey until the Demigods are defeated. 


For the time being, it would be wise to just trust his 
judgement and see what happens. 


Since most of her childhood had been spent in the Frozen 
Lands, and she stayed in the Great Forest after she grew 
older, Snow had little to no experience with the outside 
world. And she had a feeling that Frey would be able to help 
with her lacking experience. 


Nodding, Frey used Warp. 
“Warp.” 
Shuk. 


In a flash, they arrived at the Peinsisko Forest, where the 
Trowman Rings’ hideout was located. 


“Chantless Warp. Plus the stability was enough to make it 
seem like it was just a simple blink. Are all eight star Wizards 
such monsters?” 


“It’s not far from here.” 

“Where are we?” 

“The Peinsisko Forest.” 

“that’s almost on the other side of the empire.” 
Snow spoke with a strange expression on her face. 


Frey ignored Snow’s whining because it wasn’t the time to 
chat. 


He looked around. 


The members of the Trowman Rings circle were all looking at 
them with wide eyes and open mouths. 


“Ro-, Rounder Frey!” 
“Rounder Frey is back!” 


There was a huge commotion. 
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After a while, Frey was guided to a room by Fio Guntar, one 
of the first Trowman Rings’ members that he’d interacted 
with. 


Frey could easily tell that his skills had greatly improved 
over the months, probably due to his endless studying, 
training and meditation regardless of day or night. 


“Please wait for a moment, Rounder Frey. Master Beniang 
will be here shortly.” 


“Alright.” 
Snow shrugged as Fio left the room. 


“There was a lot of respect and admiration in that guy’s 
eyes. And from their reaction when you returned, it seems 
your popularity is pretty high.” 


Was that a compliment, or was she teasing him? 


It was natural for him to think it was the former, but he 
wasn’t sure because he knew just how mischievous Snow 
was. 


In the end, Frey decided it was better to simply not respond 
to her words. 


After a while, the door opened, and the first thing he noticed 
were the green hair and eyes that were rare even on the 
continent. 


It was Beniang Argento, the Circle Master of the Trowman 
Rings, 


Shortly after she opened the door, her entire body stiffened. 


“Ro-, Rounder Frey.” 


It seemed that tears would fall from her eyes at any moment. 
Frey panicked a bit inwardly as he said. 


“...Master Beniang, our reunion was a bit earlier than 
normal. Have you been well?” 


“Ah, yes! I-, I’ve been fine.” 


She wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes before 
saying. 


“I was just surprised to hear that you came back... At first, | 
thought I’d heard wrong. Ah. Enough about that. What about 
you? Are you hurt anywhere?” 


“I'm fine too.” 
“What a relief!...Uh. But who is this beside you?” 


There was no need for Frey to introduce her as Snow stood 
up with a bright smile and greeted Beniang. 


“I’m Snow. Nice to meet you.” 

“Ah. Yes. Nice to meet you. Huh... are you an Elf?” 

Beniang glanced at Snow’s ears as she asked that question. 
Snow nodded. 

“Mhm.” 
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From a certain standpoint, it would appear as though Frey’s 
colleague was talking informally to his superior, but he 
didn’t say anything about it. 


After all, even though she’d withdrawn temporarily from the 
position, she was still the Elven Queen. 


“I’m just Frey’s teammate, so you don’t have to worry about 
it.” 


“l don’t?” 

“Kuku.” 

A question mark bloomed on Beniang’s head. 
Snow smiled and turned to Frey. 

“Your Master is really interesting.” 

“Don’t make fun of her.” 


“I didn’t do anything wrong. | was actually a bit 
apprehensive to travel around with you, but I didn’t expect 
to run into such a cute child. | wonder if this is how a 
traveler feels after finding an oasis in the desert.” 


“You shouldn’t make fun of her because Beniang isa 
Dragon.” 


“uh? D-, Dragon?” 
Well, a half. 


Frey ignored Snow who had a disbelieving expression on her 
face and turned to look at Beniang again. 


“Master Beniang, there’s a reason why | came back to the 
Trowman Rings sooner than expected. | heard the Trowman 
Rings has been experiencing some difficult times lately.” 


“Ah...” 


Obviously, Beniang was not the type of person who was 
capable of hiding things. This was because her expression 
immediately darkened after hearing Frey’s words. 


“It’s nothin-” 


“lam the Circle Rounder of the Trowman Rings. | deserve to 
know what’s happening in the circle.” 


“Or do you still not have faith in me?” 


“N-, no. How could that be it? It’s only thanks to you that our 
circle was able to reach such a stage! I’m sorry... for making 
you feel that way.” 


With a depressed expression on her face, Beniang sighed. 


“I didn’t mean to hide it. I just... I’m just scared. I’m afraid 
you'll be disappointed in us.” 


“Disappointed?” 


“You molded us, and you said that you’d make the Trowman 
Rings the center point of the Circle.” 


Frey nodded. 


It wasn’t something that had happened so long ago that 
he’d forgotten. 


“And you also said that even hellish wouldn’t be enough to 
describe the hardships we’d face. That we might miss the 
miserable lives we had in the past. You told us to be 
prepared for that.” 


That was the truth. 


It was only then that Frey understood exactly what Beniang 
was trying to Say. 


They had accepted all of the hardships they’d faced up till 
the present as part of the ‘hellish days’ that Frey had 
mentioned. 


They also thought it was their responsibility to overcome it. 


She wasn’t completely wrong, but there was something 
she’d overlooked. 


“I’m also a member of the Trowman Rings.” 
“Huh? Of course you...” 


“Of course | am. But Master Beniang still seems to be 
treating me like an outsider.” 


This caused Beniang to shake her head fiercely. 
“Tha-, that’s not true!” 


“If you really thought of me as your Circle Rounder, you 
wouldn't hide something like this from me. You shouldn’t be 
afraid to consult and work together with me. | am also a 
member of the Trowman Rings.” 
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“If there is trouble, then we can resolve it together. 
Naturally, | wouldn’t hesitate to give my absolute best.” 


Beniang’s eyes widened. 
She shuddered for a moment and lowered her head. 


“everything you said is true. I’m sorry, Frey. | was wrong.” 


Her timid personality stood out at that moment. 


To put it bluntly, it was not a good personality for a leader to 
have. It could be considered a major flaw, but it was also one 
of her advantages as well. 


She admitted to her faults and actively tried to change. Of 
course, this wasn’t as easy as it sounded. After all, Beniang’s 
personality wasn’t just a recent change. 


“So please tell me exactly what’s happening in the Trowman 
Rings, Master Beniang.” 
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Beniang left the room after her explanation. 
It seemed she was very busy at the moment. 


Perhaps because she had taken too long talking to Frey, as 
soon as she was finished with her explanation, she was 
taken away by Honor Gisellan. 


She wasn’t the only one. 


It seemed that the entirety of the Trowman Rings were busy. 
A far cry from their previously lethargic state. 


It was a positive change. 


He wanted to take a closer look at the overall atmosphere of 
the circle, but first, he needed to focus on what was ahead of 
him. 


He’d already gotten a rough idea of what was happening to 
the Trowman Rings before he came. Therefore, he only 
wanted to listen to Beniang’s explanation to reaffirm and 
supplement the information he had. 


‘Strow Necklaces.” 


If he had to pick the circle that was pressuring them the 
most, he would pick the Strow Necklaces without hesitation. 


At first, they slowly took away their artifacts through Artifact 
Battles, but recently, they’d changed their method. 


They ordered them to send reconnaissance teams to 
incredibly dangerous places where the Demigods might be 
located. 


It was a mission that had an extremely low survival rate. 
Most of all, it was difficult for them to communicate with the 
teams so it was perfect for covertly dealing with them. 


In fact, during the past few months of reconnaissance 
missions, dozens of talented members of the Trowman Rings 
had gone missing. 


Frey was certain that they were already dead. 


And perhaps the Strow Necklaces directly or indirectly drove 
them to their deaths. 


He was disgusted by the sloppy and petty methods not 
befitting of the name of the Three Great Circles. 


“What will you do? The opponent this time is one of the 
three strongest circles. You can’t touch them easily, can 
you? There isn’t enough evidence.” 


She was right. 


It was common for medium and small sized circles to be 
tasked with reconnaissance missions, and while it was not 


common for members to go missing, it was not 
unprecedented. 


He had no way to prove it even if he wanted to confront 
them and pull the veil off of their actions. 


“| don’t have to touch them.” 
“Hmm?” 


“I just need to show them. It’s too late to try to keep the 
Trowman Rings in check.” 


He would just make them pay a little for what they’d done. 


The price of killing dozens of his circle’s members would be 
incredibly expensive. Frey’s eyes become cold. 


It was at that moment that a bat popped out of Frey’s arm. 
Snow narrowed her eyes. 

“Is that a familiar?” 

“It’s not mine.” 

It was Sheryl’s familiar. 


As he looked at the bat, he suddenly heard Sheryl’s voice in 
his head. 


[Master, I’ve found Altan.] 

She’d managed to find him much faster than he’d expected. 
Frey nodded and said. 

“What did he say?” 


[He accepted, but he wants to meet you in person.] 

This was what Frey wanted as well. 

“What’s the location?” 

[He said if you tell him your location, he will come to you.] 
That was surprising. 

“He wants to come to me? That’s surprising.” 


[It’s because Asura’s Summoning circle was the best bait to 
use against Altan.] 


Frey thought for a while before finally opening his mouth. 


“Then why don’t you bring him to the Trowman Rings’ 
hideout? l'Il come pick you up when you get to the Peinsisko 
Forest.” 


[Peinsisko... that’s the forest near Uthiano. Understood. Then 
we'll arrive in the morning, tomorrow. ] 


“Okay.” 
The communication ended there. 


Tomorrow’s discussion with Altan would be extremely 
important, so Frey headed to Beniang right away. 


“Master Beniang.” 
“Aht.” 


When Frey called her name, Beniang looked up from the 
monstrous pile of documents she was wrestling. 


“What’s wrong, Frey?” 


“Nothing much, there will be a few guests visiting the circle 
tomorrow. | thought | should tell you in advance.” 


“Guests? Are they your guests, Frey?” 


After thinking for a bit, Frey nodded. After all, it wasn’t a 
circle to circle visit. 


“That’s right.” 


“Hmm. | see. | understand. l'Il make sure they’re treated 
well.” 


“Huh?” 


He had not been expecting that. Beniang simply showed a 
triumphant expression to Frey’s confused look. 


She patted her chest and said. 


“Because our circle is no longer the same as it had been in 
the past! Besides, I’m sure that your guests will be as 
amazing as the Elf you came with, right?” 


“well.” 
He was certainly a great person. 


Frey felt he needed to explain to her exactly who would be 
coming. 


Just when he was about to open his mouth. 


“Master Beniang! There’s an emergency report from Honor 
Eizek!” 


“Aht! l'II be right there. I’m sorry, Frey. Can we talk later?” 
Frey nodded. 


Since Beniang wouldn't be part of the negotiations 
tomorrow, he decided that it didn’t matter if she knew who 
was coming or not. 


“It doesn’t matter.” 
“Your important guests...” 


“No. Master Beniang doesn’t need to worry about it. Just 
relax and focus on your work.” 


“Ah. Then that’s good. Excuse me!” 


Beniang excused herself once again before leaving the 
room. 


At that time, Beniang believed that the people coming were 
simply Frey’s acquaintances. 


So the next day, when Altan and Sheryl, the Circle Master 
and Rounder of the Phisfounder Armlets arrived at their 
hideout, Beniangs pupils could not stop shivering. 


Chapter 138: Power 
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Beniang recognized Altan immediately since she’d seen him 
in numerous Circle meetings in the past. 


Of course, knowing his face didn’t mean she understood why 
he’d come to their circle. As soon as she saw Altan’s face, 
Beniang immediately forgot everything Frey told her about 
receiving guests. 


It wouldn’t be too much of an exaggeration to say her hair 
turned white at that moment. 


“Ma-, Master Altan.” 
He was a very young-looking man. 


However, Contractors’ age could never be judged by their 
appearances. They knew dozens of tricks and methods to 
prolong their lives or maintain their youthful appearances. 


Altan looked to be around the age of 20 or even a bit older, 
but in reality, he was a monster who'd long surpassed two 
hundred years of age. 


Altan shot an indifferent look at Beniang. 


“Honor Beniang... no, it should be Master Beniang now. It’s 
been quite a while.” 


“|-, it certainly has.” 


Beniang stuttered subconsciously before closing her eyes 
and taking a deep breath. 


The Trowman Rings members who were watching on from 
the side looked at her with anxious gazes, unsure of what 
was going on. 


ʻI can’t embarrass them.’ 


Beniang opened her eyes. Then she straightened her back, 
focused her gaze and spoke in a clear voice. 


“Master Altan, what brings you to our circle today?” 


“I came here to meet Frey Blake, the Circle Rounder of the 
Trowman Rings.” 


“Frey? ...Ah!” 


It was only at that moment that Beniang realised the man 
who was standing before her was Frey’s ‘guest’. 


It was also at that moment that Frey finally walked out of his 
quarters. 


Altan’s eyes flashed when he saw Frey, who was much 
younger than he expected. 


“Master Altan, welcome to the Trowman Rings.” 

“You're Frey Blake? You're much younger than | expected.” 
“Hmm. Shall we have our discussion inside?” 

“Of course.” 


As they passed Beniang, Frey said. 


“Would you like to join us, Master Beniang? If you have the 
time, of course.” 


“Ah. S-, sure.” 


No matter how busy she was, Altan, the Circle Master for one 
of the Three Great Circles had come to visit. 


Even if she didn’t have the time, she would have to make 
time in order to show this big figure his due respect. 


‘l-, if | knew Master Altan was coming, | would’ve prepared 
more.’ 


Beniang followed Frey while crying inwardly. 
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Frey, Snow and Beniang sat on one side of a table while 
Altan and Sheryl sat on the other side. 


Altan’s gaze turned to Snow for a moment as he wondered 
who she was, but he soon turned back to Frey as if he had 
lost his interest. 


This was in itself quite an impressive feat since Snow’s 
appearance seemed to defy common sense. 


“| heard you are willing to share Asura’s Summoning circle 
with me. Since Sheryl was the one who said it, it shouldn’t 
be a lie, but | doubt you would tell me for free. What do you 
want in return?” 


It was exactly as Sheryl had said. 


Altan didn’t seem to have any interest in what was 
happening in the world at that moment. If it wasn’t for 


Asura’s Summoning circle, it would’ve been almost 
impossible for them to meet. 


Frey wondered how this man managed to become the Master 
of a circle. 


Of course, this kind of straightforward conversation was 
welcomed by Frey. 


“The Strow Necklaces and Lucid Swords have been putting 
pressure on our circle recently. Do you know anything about 
that?” 


“I’ve heard about it.” 


“Then | can cut to the chase. They haven’t been doing it 
openly so far, but | believe it won’t be long before they 
openly reveal their evil intentions. I’d feel very relieved if we 
could become close allies with the Phisfounder Armlets.” 
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When he heard that, Altan fell silent for a moment. It 
seemed as though he was calculating profit and loss. 


After thinking for a while, Altan finally shook his head. 
“I’m sorry, but | can’t accept that request.” 
It was more resolute a rejection than Frey had expected. 


Of course, his refusal was natural. If he were to accept the 
request, he would be going against the other two circles, 
which might cause his circle to lose its position as one of the 
Three Great Circles, which was too costly. 


However, considering Altan’s obsession with Demons, his 
direct refusal was completely unexpected. 


“May | ask why?” 


“Personally, I’d love to accept, but | can’t ignore those two 
circles. Before anything else, | am the Circle Master of the 
Phisfounder Armlets. So my circle’s well-being and survival 
are my top priorities.” 


Frey felt at that moment that he’d finally gotten a slight 
understanding of this man known as Altan. 


At first glance, he seemed like a person who was willing to 
do anything to pursue his personal interests, but in reality, 
he also felt a strong sense of responsibility due to his 
position as Circle Master. 


Well, if that wasn’t the case, then he never would’ve gotten 
the opportunity to be the Circle Master in the first place. 


After all, it was only natural that someone else would be as 
talented as him. His position meant that he at least had 
charisma in addition to talent. 


So he could finally bring up the important part. 


“I’m not asking to form an ironclad alliance. For example, we 
don’t need you to help even if they blatantly try to pressure 
us. It would be enough if we could just show those two 
circles that there is a friendly relationship between our 
circles.” 


“If you were only being pressured by one circle, | would have 
accepted. However, the Trowman Rings is currently being 
pressured by two of the Three Great Circles.” 


Altan shook his head. 


“Even if we back you up, it would not be much of a deterrent 
if they were to join forces.” 


“Before we continue, | believe | need to correct a 
misconception.” 


“Misconception?” 
Frey nodded and said. 


“What we are asking for is an alliance with the Phisfounder 
Armlets.” 


Altan’s expression changed as he immediately understood 
what Frey was trying to Say. 


“Alliances can only be made when the parties involved are 
equals.” 


“| agree.” 
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Altan furrowed his eyebrows at those words, and the 
atmosphere in the room froze instantly. 


Frey felt Beniang, who was beside him, flinch, but he ignored 
it as he locked gazes with Altan. 


“Are you implying that the Trowman Rings is the Phisfounder 
Armlets’ equal?” 


“That’s correct.” 
“H mm. n 


Altan looked away from Frey, and he instead looked around. 


Snow was watching the discussion as though she was 
watching a reality show, and Beniang was visibly nervous. 


Was this man the real boss? 


At that moment, Altan understood why the Trowman Rings 
had been rising so rapidly as of late. 


They had gained an unshakeable player who was capable of 
locking gazes with him without losing his composure. 


‘This is something that would only be possible for an 
Archmage.’ 


He was also extremely skilled at negotiations, and he could 
measure the perfect timings for when to push and pull. 


The Trowman Rings was equal to the Phisfounder Armlets. 


At first glance, this seemed to be a rude statement, but in 
reality, this was a calculated statement that had only been 
made after properly understanding Altan’s disposition. It 
was clear that Frey knew Altan would not be angered by that 
statement. 


Just where exactly did this talent appear from? 


His face was expressionless, but he was quite impressed on 
the inside. 


Thinking this, Altan opened his mouth. 
“Can you prove that?” 


Then, as if he had been waiting for that question, Frey took 
something out of his pocket. 


When he saw what it was, Altan couldn’t help but freeze. 


“That...” 


“Since you’re the Circle Master of the Phisfounder Armlets, 
you should know what this is, right?” 


“a Demigod Crystal.” 
Frey nodded. 


The item Frey had retrieved was a bright silver, fist-sized 
bead. 


“I slayed him.” 
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“| didn’t just devote my time to bettering the Trowman 
Rings.” 


The death of a Demigod! 


If that was true then Frey’s words would be completely 
acceptable because only the Three Great Circles were 
capable of such a feat. 


Altan couldn’t help but ask with a hesitant tone. 
“Where did you get that bead?” 


“This is a Demigod’s crystal. This isn’t something you can 
just pick up. I’m sure you know that, don’t you?” 


Those words were true. 


It was just because of how unbelievable the truth was that 
he had to ask again. 


Altan sighed. 


The balance, which could have been said to be barely 
maintained, completely collapsed at that moment. 


Frey had taken the initiative. 


“Sheryl was the one who helped me take down the Demigod. 
If you don’t believe me, you can ask her yourself.” 


When Altan turned to Sheryl without saying anything, she 
nodded. 


“Rounder Frey defeated a Demigod. | saw it with my own 
eyes. On my honor, | can swear that it’s true.” 


Beniang shot him a look of disbelief. 
‘I'll explain later.’ 
Frey shot a glance at her while putting the bead away. 


Altan seemed to be lost in thought, his expression growing 
more and more serious as time passed. 


Then, after a few minutes of thinking, Altan nodded. 
“alright. | agree to the alliance.” 

Then, he turned to Beniang and stretched out his hand. 
“Please take care of us in the future.” 

“Ah, yes. We'll be in your care.” 


Beniang quickly got up and shook hands with him. 


After watching them shake hands for a moment, Frey spoke 
up. 


“And | would like Rounder Sheryl’s help.” 
“What for?” 


“If we just say that we made an alliance, they might not 
believe our words. However, if we show proof of our 
agreement, they will have no choice.” 


“Hmm.” 


That meant he wanted to use Sheryl to show off the fact that 
they were in an alliance. 


After all, if the number two of the Phisfounder Armlets was to 
be seen with him, it would be worth more than a hundred 
words. 


“| see. But don’t push it. Don’t forget, our alliance is not 
deep.” 


It was a warning that if they went overboard, he wouldn’t 
hesitate to leave the alliance. 


Frey nodded. 
Something like that probably wouldn’t happen. 
Beniang silently stared at Frey. 


Although neither Altan nor Frey reacted outwardly, the 
negotiations that occurred in this small room would 
definitely shake the entire circle after they were brought to 
light. 


The Trowman Rings had allied with the Phisfounder Armlets, 
one of the Three Great Circles! 
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Altan left immediately after learning Asura’s summoning 
circle from Frey. 


Then, Beniang immediately ran up to Frey and stuck her 
face incredibly close to his. 


“Frey! What the hell was that all about?!” 


“The Trowman Rings and Phisfounder Armlets are allies from 
today on. You should announce this to the members, Master 
Beniang.” 


“Ah, yes! Aht. But that’s not what | was talking about. | don’t 
understand how this...” 


“PIH tell you the details later.” 

Frey then turned to look at Sheryl. 

“For the time being, we'll be moving together.” 
“Yes. Please look after me.” 


As Sheryl responded with a bright smile, the question mark 
over Beniang’s head became several times larger. 


She couldn’t believe that Sheryl, who didn’t even speak 
politely to Altan, was doing so to Frey. 


Just as Beniang was about to open her mouth again, Frey did 
so first. 


“Master Beniang, has there been any improvement to your 
magic skills?” 


“There hasn't been that big of a change since you left. There 
are still some things I’m not sure about...” 


“Hmm.” 


Frey couldn’t help but narrow his eyes slightly at Beniang’s 
words. 


He couldn’t help it, after all, she was a dragon. 

...A Dragon? 

A lightbulb went off in Frey’s head at that moment. 
“Master Beniang, I’m going to go somewhere for a while.” 
“Huh? Wa-. wait.” 

“Excuse me.” 


Frey ignored Beniang’s shout and immediately warped to 
the Paragon hideout. 


After arriving there, he immediately headed over to Hector’s 
quarters. After all, it was around lunch time, so he figured he 
would be resting in his room. 


Knock knock. 
“Come on in.” 
Frey opened the door and walked inside. 


Hector was there lounging among his maids. He had his 
unique, loose smile on his face as he turned his head to look 


at Frey. 
“Huh? Frey? What’s the matter?” 
“I’m here on business.” 


“Hmm... is it important enough to interrupt [Hector’s Little 
Happy Time]?” 


When Frey’s face stiffened, Hector laughed and shrugged. 
“It was a joke. What do you need?” 


“I'd like you to accompany me to the Trowman Rings for a 
moment.” 


It was a very unexpected request. 


This was proven when Hector tilted his head to the side and 
asked. 


“Why? ” 


“| would like you to help the Circle Master of the Trowman 
Rings.” 


“How can | help the Circle Master?” 
“She’s a Half-Dragon.” 
Hector’s expression immediately became filled with interest. 


“A Half-Dragon?! | didn’t expect there to still be any of them 
on the continent. What type is she?” 


“Green Dragon. There’s still much | don’t know about using 
Dragon Hearts. | taught her the basics, but | felt that you 
would be a much better teacher, seeing as you're a real 
Dragon.” 


“Hoh... how do you know how to use a Dragon Heart?” 
“Well. It doesn’t matter if you don’t want to answer.” 
Hector let out a laugh. 


“Anyway. Since it’s a Half-Dragon we're talking about, I’m 
quite interested. Let’s go.” 


Fortunately, he agreed easily. Frey sighed inwardly and 
walked out of the room with Hector. 


As they were walking through the hideout, they eventually 
Saw a young girl standing in the distance. She was small in 
stature and appeared to be very young, but Frey knew that 
she had to be a member of Paragon in order to be there. 


While her outer appearance might have appeared weak, no 
one knew what kind of monster could’ve been hiding within. 


Especially since most of the members here could easily 
overwhelm the upper echelons of the Circle. 


This girl had no redeeming characteristics other than her 
age, but Frey still stopped immediately upon noticing her. 


This wasn’t because she was looking at him, but it was 
instead because he felt something familiar from her. 


“Can | ask you one question?” 


It was a soft, weak voice. 
It was then that Frey realised. 
“Where did you learn the Warrior King’s Fist?” 


Although her appearance, personality and demeanor were 
different, the intangible momentum overflowing from her 
body at that moment reminded him of Ivan. 


Chapter 139: Power 
Formation(4) 


Frey hesitated instead of answering the question. 


However, the girl didn’t rush him, and she simply looked at 
him with a calm gaze. 


“I know you are Frey Blake. | heard the stories from Cairo 
and Diablo. They said you’re an incredibly talented person 
who is almost guaranteed to reach 9 stars in the near 
future.” 


The girl’s voice was very soft and gentle, almost as though 
she was whispering. 


“I’m not sure about Cairo, but it’s not easy to earn Diablo’s 
recognition. That guy is stingy when it comes to praise. So | 
decided to see you for myself...” 


The faint curiosity in her voice disappeared and was 
replaced with hostility. 


“But | didn’t expect you to know the Warrior King’s Fist. 
That’s strange. Our martial art has a tradition of being 
passed down from one master to one disciple.” 


‘Kasajin, you son of a bitch.’ (TL: this made me choke) 
Why did he have to decide on a single successor tradition? 


Frey vented his anger at his dead friend, but there was 
nothing he could do about it. 


This girl had just indirectly revealed her identity to him. 
After all, there were only a few martial artists on the 
continent who could call the Warrior King’s Fist ‘our martial 


r 


art’. 


Frey had already met Ivan, who was the current Warrior 
King’s Successor. 


Just from her appearance, this girl before him could be Ivan’s 
disciple. But Frey was certain that she wasn’t Ivan’s disciple. 


The aura that was subconsciously being exuded by this girl 
was calm and steady, similar to that of an old master. Her 
aura was much stronger than lvan’s. 


In other words, this girl was Ivan’s teacher. 
Ssss. 


When Frey hesitated to give her an answer, the girl’s aura 
slowly erupted like a haze around her body. 


Her expression had yet to change, but her hostility was 
obvious. 


Hector smiled awkwardly and took a few steps back. 


Just before the girl’s momentum reached its peak, Frey 
opened his mouth. 


“Ivan.” 


The haze gradually faded as Frey looked at the girl and said 
one more time. 


“| learned it from Ivan.” 


The girl tilted her head with a strange expression. 


“from Ivan?” 
“Right.” 
‘Sorry, Ivan.’ 


Frey inwardly apologized to Ivan, but he had no other 
choice. 


Even if she might’ve found out the truth later, this was the 
only way for him to remove her suspicion. 


He knew how sensitive martial artists were when it came to 
their martial arts. Especially martial arts that were passed 
down in such a secretive way. 


If he didn’t react fast enough, he might’ve gotten treated 
like a thief who stole the martial art. 


Of course, his solution was far from the best. It wouldn’t be 
strange if she still burst out in anger at him. 


Then, Frey would have no choice but to fight back. He 
observed the girl without letting down his guard. 


The girl seemed to be lost in thought for a moment before 
turning to look back at Frey. For a moment, their eyes met. 


Her eyes then moved away as she inspected Frey’s body. 


“l bet you barely learned anything. Rather than learning 
martial arts, it’s like you were just training your body. You're 
probably a Second-class Magic Warrior at best.” 


Then she sighed. 


“I apologise. Please forgive my rudeness. The tradition of 
one successor per generation is very important to the 
Warrior King’s Fist.” 


“l understand.” 

“My introduction is a bit late. I’m Nora.” 
“So Ivan taught you?” 

“Yes.” 

Nora nodded and continued. 

“I’m the previous Warrior King’s Successor.” 


Frey recalled hearing about her from Ivan a few times before. 
He’d said she was incredibly cruel and ridiculously strong. 


Frey agreed with the latter, but he wasn’t yet sure about the 
former. 


Instead of appearing cruel, Nora appeared to be very calm. 
Of course, the aura she released was incredibly intimidating. 
‘She’s a powerful Magic Warrior.’ 

Frey felt admiration. 


It was possible that Nora had already reached the level of 
Warrior King, or at least, she was very close to that level. 


“What’s your relationship with Ivan?” 


“We first met near the Great Forest, but things took a 
strange path, and we ended up fighting against an Apostle.” 


“Hoh. Fought together...” 
Nora smiled slightly. 
“It seems Ivan is finally heeding my advice.” 


Frey wasn’t sure why, but she appeared satisfied with that 
information, and the way she looked at Frey became even 
more favorable. 


“Where is he now?” 


“He said he was going to Silkid to look for Kasajin’s relics like 
you told him.” 


“He complained a lot, but in the end, he still listened to me.” 


She lowered her head for a moment before letting out a 
laugh. 


“Huhuhu. Even so, | can’t believe that he’d teach a Wizard 
the Warrior King’s fist. Did he teach it to you because he was 
bored? Or did he actually think about taking you on asa 
disciple? Either way, this is quite interesting. Ahhh. It’s all 
my fault. | should have beat it into his body that the Warrior 
King’s Fist has a single successor tradition...” 


Hector stepped forward once more and spoke in a shady 
tone. 


“This lady is really dangerous. Are there no nice people in 
Paragon other than Cairo?” 


Frey couldn’t help but think that that wasn’t something that 
should be said at that time as he turned to look at Nora, who 
seemed to have come out of pondering. 


“Are you a member of Paragon?” 


“No. | just have a partnership with them.” 
“It’s the same for me.” 
Nora smiled as she looked at Frey with a curious expression. 


“I’m just helping out a bit. There are actually quite a few 
people like that in Paragon.” 


“| heard you were originally a part of the circle?” 


When Frey asked that after recalling Ilvan’s words, Nora’s 
expression darkened a bit. 


“that’s old news.” 


It was said in a faint voice, but Frey felt the sadness that was 
contained in those words. 


“You believe the Circle is rotten, so you left. Like Cairo.” 


Nora didn’t deny it. Instead, she lifted her head to look at 
Frey. 


“I heard from Cairo that you intend to fix the Circle from 
within. Do you understand how difficult a task that is?” 


“I can’t change everything. I’m sure there are some rotten 
and dirty parts that can’t be saved.” 


Frey’s eyes turned cold. 
“I'll cut those parts out.” 
“Are you saying that you will purge them?” 


“If it’s necessary.” 


Nora took a deep breath. 
Then she spoke in a bitter tone. 
“.,.you’re not a very good person.” 


This remark was a penetrating statement about Frey’s 
nature. 


He was definitely not a good man. In the past... and even 
now. 


Nora looked at Frey with a curious expression. 


“How interesting. | wonder if you have what it takes to truly 
reform the circle.” 


“What do you mean?” 
She then smiled and made an unconventional proposal. 
“Then can | watch from your side for a while?” (TL: facepalm) 
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Frey returned to the Trowman Rings, and when Hector saw 
the dense forest, he cried out in an excited voice. 


“Ahh...! How long has it been since | smelled the forest?!” 
“Wait a moment. l'Il go get Master Beniang.” 


Frey then headed into the house without waiting fora 
response. 


Seeing this, Hector shrugged. 


“He’s alright, but it’s like he’s always in a hurry. | would have 
been much more relaxed at his age.” 


Then the girl standing beside him, Nora, spoke up. 
“You should know that time lost can never be regained.” 
Her gaze then turned to Frey’s back as she continued. 


“Although, that isn’t something one would usually learn at 
his age.” 


“Mmm... by the way, did you say your name was Nora?” 
“Yes.” 

“Then is it okay if I ask you something?” 

“What is it?” 

Hector’s face and voice became serious as he said. 
“Please be my model.” 

“Model?” 

“I would love to make a Golem with your appearance!” 
“Please!” 

“| refuse.” 


After a while, Frey came back with Beniang, who appeared to 
be more excited than ever before. 


This was because Frey had told her that a Dragon was there. 


“Hello, I’m Beniang Argento, Circle Master of the Trowman 
Rings.” 


“I’m Hector.” 

Hector smiled and shook her hand. 

After shaking his hand, Beniang turned to look at Nora. 
“And you...” 


Nora shivered slightly when she received Beniang’s gaze, 
which burned with excitement. 


“l'm Nora. Nice to meet you, Beniang.” 
“Yes, nice to meet you.” 


Beniang looked back and forth between Nora and Hector 
with her head tilted to the side. 


“Umm... but which of you is the Dragon?” 
“That would be me~” 


Beniang couldn’t hide her surprise when Hector raised his 
hand with a wide smile on his face. 


This was because Nora exuded a mysterious aura, which 
caused Beniang to subconsciously believe that she was the 
Dragon. 


Part of the reason was also because she couldn't feel 
anything in particular from Hector. In fact, to put it bluntly, 
Hector felt no different from a normal person. 


Realising it was rude to think in such a way, Beniang shook 
her head to get rid of such thoughts before stepping towards 


Hector and bowing. 
“Please take good care of me.” 
“Haha! Yes, leave it to me.” 


Hector, who was still beaming, rubbed his chin as he slowly 
observed Beniang, the interest evident in his eyes. 


“Hoh. Your Dragon Heart is truly well placed. It allowed you 
to obtain even more Dragon blood.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Just because you’re a Half-Dragon doesn’t mean you would 
have a Dragon Heart. You are actually quite lucky to have a 
human appearance together with a Dragon Heart. If it was 
the other way around, your body would have collapsed on 
itself not long after hatching.” 


“The other way around...? Ah...!” 
Beniang’s body shook. 


A human heart in a Dragon’s body. There was absolutely no 
way that a Dragon’s body could be supported by a weak, 
human heart. 


This was the first time Frey was learning this. He’d thought 
that every Half-Dragon was born with a Dragon Heart. 


“Well then, shall we get a move on? | want to see you use 
magic.” 


“Ah. Yes!” 


“I’m not sure you are able to yet, but I’d like to practice 
‘Speaking’(1) with you... and I’m also curious about your 


Spiritual sensitivity.” 
“I'll be in your care, Master!” 
“Master?” 


Hector and Beniang left, and Frey turned to speak to Nora, 
who had yet to take her eyes from Beniang. 


“Do you know Beniang?” 


“I saw her a few decades ago. When I was still a part of the 
Circle and Osel was still alive. But it seems she has forgotten 
me.” 


Nora shook her head with a bitter smile. 


Frey wondered if part of the reason why she’d accompanied 
him was to see Beniang again. 


He decided to change the subject. 

“I’m planning to visit the Strow Necklaces soon.” 
Nora tilted her head at those words. 

“Are you going to start your purge already?” 

“No.” 

Frey shook his head. 

It would be done in the future, but it wasn’t time yet. 


“I intend to show them that the Trowman Rings are alive and 
well.” 


“Hmm. Why are you telling me that?” 


“| would like you to come with me.” 


It was possible that the executives in the circle would 
recognize Nora, so he would be able to showcase the 
Trowman Rings’ power by having her accompany him. 


Of course, in simple words, this meant that he was having 
Nora help fight in his political battle against the Circle. But 
this didn’t mean that Frey intended to force her to do so 
since things like these were part of the reason why she left 
the Circle in the first place. 


“Sure.” 

But to Frey’s surprise, Nora agreed easily. 
“Will it be okay?” 

“Of course.” 

Nora’s eyes lit up a bit as she continued. 


“The Strow Necklaces owe me, after all.” 


Chapter 140: Emergency 
Meeting(1 ) 


Frey looked at the two-story house that he had been led to 
with a strange expression on his face. 


It was shabby when compared to the Blake Family residence, 
but it was still too large for Frey to live in by himself. 


“Honor Gisellan, what is this house for?” 


“This is the house that Rounder Frey will be staying in from 
now on.” 


“| never saw it before...” 


“That’s because it hasn’t even been a month since it was 
completed.” 


Gisellan replied politely, and Frey turned his head to look at 
him. 


Gisellan was one of the three Force Honors of the Trowman 
Rings, and he was currently walking the path of Magic 
Swordsman. 


The ‘Kungunil Dagger’, which hung at his waist, was 
especially noticeable. 


When Gisellan noticed Frey’s gaze, he stroked the dagger at 
his waist with a smile. 


“The dagger given to me by Rounder Frey was incredibly 
helpful.” 


“I heard you had a complete victory in the friendly 
competition.” 


“Į was just lucky.” 
“Luck had nothing to do with it.” 
Frey spoke firmly. 


From the start, the path of a Magic Swordsman required 
many times more effort than other classes. 


In addition, after considering Gisellan’s age, it was clear that 
he was literally working hard, day and night. 


Frey patted Gisellan on the shoulder. 


“You are one of the circle’s treasures. Please keep up the 
good work.” 


...! O-, of course!” 


Gisellan choked, feeling a lump in his throat. It seemed to 
him that he’d become more emotional as he grew older. 


He was really becoming an old man. 
Gisellan coughed awkwardly and cleared his mind. 


Just a few words from Frey were enough to make him feel a 
sense of achievement. He realised then that the back- 
breaking effort he had put in in the past few months were 
not in vain. 


Frey turned to look at the house once again. 


“.,.But no matter how | look at it, this is way too big for me 
to use by myself. | just need one room.” 


This was the truth. 


He had no desire for a large house, and he didn’t need a 
workshop or anything of the sort. 


All he needed was a single room he could meditate in, and if 
he wanted to add a bit of luxury, he could add a soft bed. 


But Gisellan was resolute. 


“I can’t do that. How could the Circle Rounder stay in one 
room like a normal circle member? If the other circles found 
out about it, they would ridicule us endlessly. This is also 
linked to the Trowman Rings’ status, so please uphold your 
dignity as the Circle Rounder.” 


“Understood.” 

When he heard that, Frey could no longer refuse. 
“And...” 

Gisellan continued with a strange expression. 
“You wouldn’t be using it alone.” 


l ” 
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It was only after Frey entered the house that he understood 
what Gisellan meant. 


“Oh. You came.” 


It was Snow, who was sitting comfortably in the living room. 


That wasn’t all. 


She was wearing very thin clothes that one would only wear 
in one’s home. It was almost as if she had taken this place 
for her own. 


“This Queen(1) is staying in the third room on the right on 
the first floor. Make sure you knock before you enter.” 


“Why are you here...?” 


“Because we're Master’s guests and because we'll be staying 
here for a long time.” 


It was Sheryl, not Snow, who answered. 


She was sitting beside Snow with a sullen expression on her 
face for some reason. 


“By the way, who exactly is this rude woman?” 


“Be careful of what you say. This Queen is the Queen of 
Elves~” 


Sheryl scoffed at Snow’s words. 
“Ah. So? I am the Queen of Vampires.” 


“Oh ho. | didn’t know that. Then why don’t we get along 
since we're both queens.” 


“Hmph! Somehow, those words don’t sound sincere at all...” 


Frey hoped they wouldn’t fight because it only would give 
him a headache. 


He had too many things to think about, so he decided to 
head upstairs since he felt that he would really get a 


headache if he stayed there. But then he suddenly stopped. 


It was Sheryl and Snow. Two leaders who had centuries of 
knowledge and experience. 


If he got their help, then it would be much easier for him to 
come up with a good plan. 


“Is it okay for me to ask a question?” 
“I’m not doing anything, so ask away.” 
“It’s okay to ask.” 

Sheryl glanced at Snow. 


It seemed that this woman didn’t know who Frey actually 
was. If she did, she would never act so rudely. There was 
absolutely no way this woman would act so rudely in front of 
Lukas Trowman, the Great Mage from 4,000 years ago. 


She really didn’t know who this dirty woman was. 


Suppressing her displeasure, Sheryl turned to listen to Frey’s 
words carefully. 


Frey then briefly summarised the current situation up to that 
point, and then, he explained their options. 


After saying everything he had to, he took a deep breath 
and looked at Sheryl and Snow. 


“this is the situation. What should I do next? I'd like to 
hear your opinions.” 


Sheryl was well aware of the Trowman Rings’ situation, but 
this was Snow’s first time hearing about it. 


At first, she seemed interested, but as the story progressed, 
Snow appeared increasingly bored. 


“Hmm. That sounds so boring.” 
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“You’re on your own. This Queen won’t waste her time to 
help you with things like this.” 


Then she yawned and stood up. 

“Well then, | guess l'Il go take a nap.” 

Sheryl scoffed openly as Snow left the room. 

“If that woman is the queen, then the Elves are doomed.” 


a ” 


Was it possible that Vampires and Elves had a bad 
relationship? 


... They certainly didn’t seem to like each other at all. 
Frey decided not to confront Sheryl and Snow about it. 


“As for what you said... hmm. First, | think it would be best to 
watch how things progress.” 


Frey nodded, agreeing with Sheryl. 


In all honesty, it was still unreasonable to want to begin the 
resurrection of the Trowman Rings in earnest with just the 
members they had now. 


That was why he kept Snow, Sheryl and Nora by his side. 
These three women would be tremendously helpful when it 


came to showing their prowess. 


Each of them was at least on par with a Circle Rounder from 
the Three Great Circles. In fact, Sheryl was the Circle 
Rounder of the Phisfounder Armlets. 


“Truthfully, it’s quite simple if you think about it. If you just 
want to give them a warning, going with me to one of the 
Strow Necklaces’ hideouts tomorrow would be enough.” 


This was also true. 


There wouldn’t be a need to have any deep discussion. Their 
attitude would probably change even if they simply went to 
have a short meeting. 


But would that really be enough? 


The other circles would admit that the Trowman Rings 
regained some strength. They would no longer pressure 
them. They would no longer pick fights with them. 


All three of the great circles would accept the reemergence 
of the Trowman Rings. 


At first glance, this seemed to be an extremely attractive 
idea, but there was one question that needed to be asked. 


Was that really enough? 
No, it wasn’t. 
That alone wasn’t enough. 


It would not bring back the circle members who'd recently 
left. 


It would not change the fact that the former Circle Master 
Osel Argento had been driven to his death or that the 
Trowman Rings had been brought down. 


It wouldn’t change the fact that in order to take away the 
circle’s power, they sacrificed hundreds of circle members, 
including executives. 


They did this in order to maintain their own power and grow 
stronger. 


It was disgusting, absolutely rotten. 
“That alone isn’t enough.” 
Frey himself was surprised by how cold his tone was. 


Sheryl nodded. After all, she was aware of what had 
happened to the Trowman Rings. In fact, she actually had a 
better grasp of the situation than Frey, who had only 
become the Circle Rounder recently. 


“Then the most effective method would be to talk to Rezil 
Wilsemann of the Strow Necklaces, but as you know, Circle 
Masters and Rounders of the Three Great Circles don’t stay 
in one place for too long.” (TL: This confused me so much 
because the author put ‘Argento’ instead of ‘Wilsemann’, | 
almost thought it was a different person) 


To avoid the Demigods’ pursuit, the higher-ups of the larger 
circles would not reveal themselves unless an executive in 
their circle had a good reason for searching for them. 


This created a difficult problem. 


Frey frowned, and after thinking for a moment, Sheryl spoke 
up. 


“Generally, the only time the Circle Masters gather is for the 
biennial Circle meeting. However, there is still about a year 
before the next meeting.” 


“A year.” 
Frey closed his eyes. 


No matter how he thought about it, they couldn’t wait a 
year. 


“The odds are low, but l'Il do my best to find Rezil 
Wilsemann.” 


“I'd be in your debt.” 

“No. It is my honour to be able to help you. Truly.” 
Sheryl replied with a slight smile. 

...First, they’d observe the situation for a month. 


In the meantime, Frey decided to spend the time organising 
and collecting information from the Trowman Rings and 
focusing on reaching 9 stars. 


Besides, Anastasia would probably be completed in that 
time. 


‘Just think positively.’ 


It was better than rushing forward recklessly and 
encountering an unexpected situation. 


Although he thought this, Frey didn’t actually expect things 
to go smoothly. So he was surprised when a Circle 
emergency meeting was called three weeks later. 


But as soon as he heard the agenda for the meeting, he had 
no choice but to temporarily put aside his thoughts about 
the Strow Necklaces. 


There were two agendas. 


Responding to the Demigods who had started making public 
appearances. 


And. 


The recovery of the Geotanbul, which had collapsed 
overnight. 


x KO 
Not long after Frey killed Leita. 
“U-, urk...” 


Leyrin, who was heading somewhere, suppressed her urge to 
sleep. 


She never would have imagined that even three Demigods 
weren’t enough. 


‘How the hell did he kill Apep?’ 


She had looked at Leita’s memories, but she still couldn’t 
figure out what happened because Leita had been focused 
on her fight with Heinz. 


In that time, Frey had defeated Apep and even the two 
Demigods who arrived after. 


‘Even if he reached 9 stars, he shouldn't be able to kill three 
Demigods on his own.’ 


No. It had already happened, so nothing would change now. 


In any case, she had already failed. That was it. Soon, she 
would fall into hibernation without a doubt. 


So she felt that she at least had an obligation to inform Lord 
of what happened. 


It was this sense of duty that was keeping her awake. 


She forcibly kept her eyelids, which seemed to want to close 
at any moment, open. Had it not been for that, she would 
not have been able to resist the temptation to fall into a 
deep, comfortable sleep. 


“Lord.” 


Lord was focused on treating the Demigods in front of him, 
so he answered without turning his head. 


[Leyrin.] 

“My Apostle was killed.” 

[I see.] 

Lord didn’t seem surprised. 

He spoke in a dry tone, and his blank face didn’t change. 
Leyrin spoke quickly, feeling relieved by Lord’s attitude. 


“It was impossible for him to do it alone. It’s possible that he 
got help from the Circle.” 


But even Leyrin felt doubtful as she said those words. 


Was it really the Circle? 


Their momentum wasn’t the same as it had been hundreds 
of years ago. Back then, they truly risked their lives with 
desperate determination, but now, they seemed more 
content to maintain their high-class lifestyles than fight 
against the Demigods. 


“Urk...” 


Leyrin almost collapsed on the spot. She was already at her 
limit. 


“Lord, this...” 


Leyrin pulled something from her pocket and placed it in 
front of Lord. 


“Illuminium. It’s not a lot, but... this is all | have left. They 
stole... the rest of it.” 


[Good job, Leyrin. You can get some rest. There’s nothing to 
worry about.] 


“Ha, haha. | trust you.” 
Lord never lied to his People. 


This had been the case in the past, and it would continue to 
be the case in the future. 


Thump. 

Leyrin fell to the ground with a thin smile on her face. 
[sei] 

Lord finally turned his head to look at her. 


Eyes appeared on his head. Eyes filled with deep sorrow and 
sadness. 


[You really did a good job, Leyrin. Have a good rest.] 


1. Someone said they wanted to see what it would be like if | 
didn’t edit Snow’s words, so | put them just as she said 
them. But l'Il change it back to usual after this) 


Chapter 141: Emergency 
Meeting(2) 


It was nothing but rubble. 


The place where the Blake family residence once stood had 
become a ruin that told a tale of the terrifying battles that 
had taken place there. 


As one of the most prestigious families in the Kastkau 
Empire, it had hundreds of years of history. 


And now this legendary family seemed to have encountered 
a rough patch. 


Below the ruins, in a place that not even Heinz or Leita Blake 
knew about, and neither Sheryl nor Frey, who searched the 
property, could find. 


“Kuhuhu.” 
Laughter could be heard. 


He had lost everything in a single day. The power and 
authority he’d had, had all but vanished, and it was only 
through luck that he kept his life. 


Everything was gone. 
No. He’d expected this would happen. 


From the moment Leyrin had accepted Leita as her Apostle, 
he had been relegated to a chess piece. 


He was too weak. Even being a 7 star Wizard and the head 
of the Blake family had not been an assurance. 


He couldn’t even remember the last time he’d had a good 
night’s sleep. 


Isaka only wanted to be confident in his own safety. 
“I... am not one of your toys.” 

Isaka muttered in a low voice. 

Then he removed a bead from his pocket. 

It was a Demigod’s crystal. 


When the Lich’s group finished their fight with the 
Demigods, they left before checking their bodies properly. 


This allowed Isaka to get a final chance. 
“Hu-, huhu...” 
If he went out as is, he would die anyway. 


Neither the Circle nor the Demigods would spare him. 
Therefore, he decided to gamble with his life. 


“Huhuhahaha...” 
Isaka’s insane laughter filled the underground area. 
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It was Eizek, the Force Honor of the Trowman Rings, who had 
been away on an important mission, who brought the urgent 


News. 


As soon as he returned, Beniang summoned all of the circle’s 
executives. 


About ten minutes later, the Trowman Rings’ executives, 
some key circle members, and those who accompanied Frey, 
all gathered in a large conference room. 


Eizek looked around the room, noticing that there were quite 
a few people he’d never seen before. 


A black-haired woman wearing a mask, a young girl with a 
frightening aura, and a strange man wearing a Straw hat. 


All of them were strange individuals, but it was the blonde- 
haired girl who truly drew his attention. 


‘Sheryl Roland?’ 


Why was the Circle Rounder for the Phisfounder Armlets in 
their circle? 


Eizek was curious, but he decided to put it away till later. 


After all, there was currently something that took 
precedence to that. 


Eizek bowed towards Frey. 
“First of all, Rounder Frey, I’m happy...” 
“This isn’t the time for formalities, so you can skip it.” 


Frey waved his hand and Eizek raised his head to look at 
him. 


“Thank you for your consideration. 


Beniang then spoke with a heavy expression. 


“Honor Eizek, the Demigods’ appearance and the 
destruction of Geotanbul... is all of that really true?” 


“Yes, ” 
Gasp~ 


When Eizek nodded his head firmly, a ripple seemed to go 
across the room. 


“Please explain exactly what you mean by ‘the Demigods 
appeared’?” 


“It is exactly that.” 


Eizek chewed on his words slightly with a sour expression on 
his face. 


“Up until now, the Demigods have been moving in the dark. 
And the last time they destroyed a city was decades ago, 
but it wasn’t a big city like Geotanbul. Moreover, they also 
concealed the fact that they did it. But now, they...” 


“Did they openly reveal themselves and destroy 
Geotanbul?” 


“it happened in a single night.” 


This time the reaction was larger as everyone realised that 
the situation was much worse than they expected. 


The destruction of Geotanbul was a major situation, and it 
was possible that this was only the beginning. 


“Why did they suddenly make an appearance?” 


“What the hell is going on...” 
“What are we supposed to do now...” 


Frey’s expression was slightly different from the others. This 
was because he had a better idea about the Demigods’ 
situation than the rest. 


‘Why now?’ 


Three of the Apocalypses were gravely wounded. Lord 
couldn’t move because he was currently treating them. And 
most importantly, Leyrin’s hibernation was inevitable 
because her Apostle had died. 


In other words, the Demigods were currently facing a 
situation that they hadn’t encountered in the past 
thousands of years. 


That was why it was strange. 


The Demigods would only make such a big move if it was an 
order from Lord, and this was what made Frey even more 
confused. 


The best move they could make at this time was to curl up 
and cover their flaws. And it wasn’t possible for Lord to not 
know this before he made his move. 


So why did he authorize the destruction of Geotanbul and 
revelation of the Demigods? 


Frey narrowed his eyes. 


Was it possible that they were retaliating out of a sense of 
crisis? 


Just like a beast would show its fangs when backed into a 
corner, it was possible that they were acting violently 
because they felt threatened. 


It had been thousands of years since they last experienced 
such a crisis. 


4,000 years ago, it was Lukas and his team, but they 
couldn’t even defeat an Apocalypse at that time. 


If that was truly the case, then this seemingly dangerous 
situation might actually be an opportunity. 


“The entire continent must be in an uproar.” 


“l heard that most of the nations’ leaders were demanding 
an explanation from the Circle.” 


It was understandable. They were bound to be anxious. 


Geotanbul was by no means a small city. On the contrary, 
the security of that city was on par with the capital cities in 
most countries. 


And yet, such a city had been destroyed in a single night. 


Chills must have flowed back and forth on their spines when 
they heard that as they realised that they wouldn’t be safe 
even if they hid in the deepest parts of their palaces. 


‘But it’s still too much to ask the Circle for an explanation.’ 


The only reason they turned the Circle was because they 
couldn’t demand an explanation from the Demigods. 


“What’s the situation in Geotanbul right now?” 


“So far it has been confirmed that more than half of the 
city’s population was killed. The entire city was covered by 
flames and the sky was hidden by the clouds of smoke. It is 
said that the city became like hell.” 


“it’s a show of power.” 


When Gisellan muttered in a heavy tone, Eizek bit his lip 
before continuing. 


“Three days from now, an emergency meeting will be held in 
the Kastkau Empire.” 


“What’s the exact location.” 

“The Jun family residence, in the capital city, Kausymphony.” 
Frey spoke in a quiet tone. 

“I’m sure most circles would be there.” 


“Yes. All the influential circle leaders will participate, not just 
the leaders of the Three Great Circles.” 


This was an opportunity that Frey had been hoping for just 
yesterday. An opportunity to show the world that the 
Trowman Rings had changed. 


But now, he could no longer care about such things. This 
situation was many times more important than that. 


“What is the minimum number of people that can 
participate in the meeting?” 


“There is no limit, but it shouldn’t be too many. Also, Circle 
Masters and Rounders must attend.” 


Frey looked towards Beniang and said. 


“Master Beniang, | know the coordinates for the Jun family 
residence. With Warp, we would be able to arrive there in an 
instant.” 


“Then would it be okay to delay our departure?” 


“Yes. It wouldn’t be a problem even if we leave on the same 
day.” 


Beniang nodded happily. 

“Understood. Then we'll depart in three days.” 
x kx 

“See you in three days.” 

Sheryl left the Trowman Rings that same day. 


With the situation as it was, she had to return to the 
Phisfounder Armlets. Perhaps, if Frey told her to do so, she 
would immediately leave the circle, but there was currently 
no need to do so. 


Instead, having her in the position of Circle Round of the 
Phisfounder Armlets would make it easier for them to 
compromise in the future. 


After sending Sheryl off, Frey went to find Hector. 


Hector was probably the busiest person out of all of them as 
he traveled back and forth between the Trowman Rings and 
Paragon several times a day in order to teach Beniang, and 

to help complete Anastasia. 


“Hector, how is the production of Anastasia going?” 


“Of course it’s going great. Uh, but it will probably be 
delayed a little.” 


“Is there a special reason?” 
“Because you introduced me to Adelia.” 
Frey tilted his head. 


As Hector said, Frey had introduced him to Adelia. While 
Adelia might still be lacking when compared to Hector, 
Diablo and Cairo, she was still one of the best alchemists on 
the continent. 


He had been certain that introducing them would have been 
a good thing, but Anastasia’s production was being delayed? 


“Is Adelia bothering you?” 
“No. Not at all. Instead, it’s the opposite.” 
“The opposite?” 


“Her knowledge is very modern. It has truly expanded the 
perspectives of Cairo, Diablo and |. Hmm. She’s still lacking 
a bit when it comes to truly in-depth knowledge, but she has 
passion, ambition and creativity. Huhu. And those are the 
most important things for an alchemist.” 


“Hmm...” 
To put it simply, she was young blood. 


Hector seemed a little excited. 


“Then | became a little greedy about the completion of 
Anastasia, which | thought was already perfect. | want to add 
more parts... but you are the client. If you ask me to hurry, | 
will.” 


“Will it take much longer?” 

“It would probably take an extra week at most.” 

“Then it’s okay.” 

That made Hector’s expression brighten considerably. 
“Haha. Thank you.” 

“By the way, how is Master Beniang’s training coming?” 


“It’s coming along well. You have good eyes. She’s a very 
talented Wizard.” 


Frey agreed with that. 


Afterwards, Frey headed to Paragon with Hector, and upon 
realising that he wasn’t heading back to the Trowman Rings 
as usual, Hector asked. 


“Do you have something to do in Paragon?” 
“Yes. Is Diablo around?” 


“I think so. He’s probably in his workshop... hmm. Let’s go 
check.” 


Frey then followed Hector through Paragon’s hideout. 


From what Frey had gathered, there were less than twenty 
members in Paragon. 


Of course, this didn’t include the lower members, instead, 
that was the number of members who were allowed to enter 
the main hideout. 


Therefore the hideout was usually quiet, but now, it was a 
bit noisy. 


This was probably because they’d received word of the 
Demigods’ actions. Frey wondered how Paragon would react 
to the incident. 


Before long, they arrived at Diablo’s workshop. It was a place 
filled with an extremely gloomy atmosphere that seemed to 
ward off visitors. 


Hector then directly opened the door to the workshop and 
walked in without knocking. 


“Diablo, are you here?” 
[...what do you want? ] 
After a moment, a unique and creepy voice could be heard. 


Diablo, who was creating a potion of some sort, didn’t even 
lift his head. He tapped his finger bone against the bottle, 
creating a clear sound. 


“Frey is here to see you.” 

lees 

Dak. 

Then Diablo put down the bottle and turned around. 


[Hmm. What is it?] 


“It’s about 9 stars.” 
[...] 
Diablo’s eyes flickered at those words. 


Frey looked into these blazing eyes that would make even 
men with iron-like wills crumble, and continued. 


“|I need your help to reach it.” 

[Hoh.] 

Interest fluttered in Diablo’s eyes. 

Even his voice was filled with interest as he said. 

[It sounds like you already know how to become 9 stars. ] 


a“ "m 


[Kuku. Sure. I’m curious as to what you want. Besides, you 
need to reach 9 stars before we can try making you a 10 star 
Wizard...] 


Frey was relieved. 


Diablo was a Lich with tremendous power, and unlike Cairo, 
it was impossible for Frey to tell what he was thinking. 


Even if they acted in the same way they did before they 
died, in the end, an undead was still an undead. 


And as a living being, he felt an instinctive repulsion to such 
creatures. 


In all honesty, if they didn’t have the Demigods as a mutual 
enemy, they would not be talking to each so peacefully at 


that moment. 
[But | have a condition. ] 


Frey didn’t think it was strange. Instead, he expected 
something like this. 


“What is it?” 

[Follow me to the Frozen Lands in the north. ] 
“The Frozen Lands? Why?” 

Diablo fell silent fora moment before saying. 
[Because | have to meet Elliah.] 

x OK OK 

Frey couldn’t spend the three days leisurely. 


It would take at least one day for Diablo to help him reach 9 
stars. And he had to be prepared to leave on the last day. 


This meant that they had a day to meet and persuade Elliah. 
“Do you know where Elliah is?” 


Diablo shook his head, causing Frey to make a solemn 
expression. 


The Frozen Lands was incredibly vast, in addition, it was 
very hard to see anything through the never ending 
snowstorm. 


In other words, looking for someone in this place without any 
clues was the same as looking for a needle in a desert. 


“| remember you said Elliah almost killed you last time.” 


[She entered my workshop on her own. | don’t know where 
she came from. ] 


“but don’t you have any clues...” 
[No.] 


When he said that in a firm tone, Frey couldn’t help but ask 
with a slightly disbelieving expression. 


“Haven't you been living in the Frozen Lands for a long 
time?” 


Diablo snorted. 


[I moved to the Frozen Lands because it is the best 
environment to focus on training and study. Because it was 
mostly uninhabited, there is no place as quiet and peaceful. 
It’s the perfect place to carry out my experiments, training 
and meditation in an underground cave.] 


Ml ” 


Well, it was true that it was almost impossible for him to find 
a more suitable place to train for an undead. 


This place had an extremely high mana density since it was 
barely touched by mortals, and his body wouldn’t be 
affected by the extreme cold. 


As Diablo said, he wouldn’t have to worry about being 
disturbed by anyone. And since his body didn’t have any 
physiological needs, he would have been able to cultivate 
and polish his magic without distraction. 


It was something that Frey understood perfectly. 


He sighed. 
“l think we need a guide.” 


[I also think it would be better to have one. But do you know 
someone who would be well versed in the geography of the 
Frozen Lands? ] 


Frey nodded. 


There was a certain Elven Queen who had grown up in the 
Frozen Lands. He could ask her for help. 


Chapter 142: Emergency 
M eeting(3 ) 


“Hmm...” 
Snow didn’t agree immediately after hearing Frey’s request. 


Her normally mischievous expression had become serious. 
This expression reminded Frey of his first meeting with this 
queen. 


“| don’t intend to force you.” 
At Frey’s words, Snow shook her head. 


“no. This isn’t something | should avoid. | have to get over 
it someday.” 


Did she have trauma? 


It was natural since this was the place where her entire tribe 
was annihilated. 


Snow then turned her gaze to Diablo. 
“But who is this?” 


Frey couldn’t think of a proper way to introduce him, so he 
just explained it roughly. 


“He’s a member of Paragon.” 


Snow knew about the existence of Paragon because Frey 
had already given her a simple explanation before. Of 
course, all she knew was the organisation’s name, and a 
little about their goal. 


However, Snow kept looking at Diablo with a strange look in 
her eyes. 


“is he the Archlich from the Frozen Lands?” 
“Hmm? You know about him?” 

“Huh...” 

Snow’s expression changed to one of amazement. 


“it is said that he appears like a haze in the coldest parts 
of the Frozen Lands. When | was a child, my mother would 
tell me that if | got lost while wandering in the snowstorm, | 
would get kidnapped by the vicious and cruel Lich, and used 
as a material for his experiments.” 


That sounded more like a ghost story just used to scare 
children. 


Besides, kidnapping? 


When Frey shot Diablo a curious glance, even Diablo seemed 
to find it absurd. 


[I would never bother to do something so troublesome. I’m 
also not interested in such experiments. ] 


Snow continued speaking with a complicated tone. 


“...It’s a legend that was passed down through the tribes 
living in the Frozen Lands. | thought it was just a story that 


was made to scare us, | never would have expected it to 
actually be true.” 


Only then did Diablo finally turn to look at Snow. 
He inspected her for a moment before saying. 


[An Ice Elf? | thought those were wiped out by the 
Demigods. ] 


“She is the sole survivor.” 
[I see. ] 
Diablo didn’t seem particularly interested. 


Basically, he had little to no interest in anything other than 
the Magical Science and the Demigods. 


‘anyway.’ 
It hadn’t been too hard for them to obtain Snow’s help. 


Since there was no time to waste, Frey intended to leave 
right away, but Nora walked over at that moment. 


She looked back and forth between Diablo and Snow a few 
times before finally speaking in a curious tone. 


“Well, this is a rare combination. Where are you headed?” 
“The Frozen Lands. We intend to find a Demigod there.” 


Realising that it wasn’t a simple trip, Nora’s expression 
changed slightly. 


“Hmm... what do you plan to do after you find them?” 


Now that he thought about it, Frey didn’t actually know what 
would happen after. 


Frey turned to look at Diablo, who said. 


[There has never been a precedent for the Demigods to act 
in such an impulsive and open way. There must be a reason 
why they did something like this. ] 


“Isn’t it because they want to buy time for the Apocalypses’ 
treatment?” 


When Frey said his conjecture, Diablo paused for a moment 
before saying. 


[It would be common to think in such a way. But our 
opponents have a completely different set of values and 
different ways of thinking.] 


Ml ” 


Frey nodded. 


Although values and beliefs differed between species, the 
differences between mortals and Demigods was particularly 
large. 


Therefore, it was difficult for them to guess the moves and 
motives of the Demigods since they couldn’t understand 
their perspectives. 


“That’s why you'd like to talk to Elliah.” 
[That’s right. ] 


It was a decision that had been made after more careful 
deliberation than Frey had initially thought. 


Frey looked at Diablo in a new light. 
It wasn’t just that they were in a rush to get Elliah’s help. 


Even if they didn’t get her help, it would be good if they 
could at least gain an understanding of the Demigods’ 
Current situation so they would know how to proceed. 


Of course, that didn’t reduce the risk. 
“Then I'd like to join you.” 

Frey nodded simply at Nora’s words. 
“You're welcome to.” 


Nora’s presence would reduce the risk by a few times as well 
as increase the teams’ stability. 


Nora and Snow would stand at the front while Frey and 
Diablo would support from the rear. 


With this amount of power, it wouldn’t be difficult for them 
to defeat a Demigod with a team this powerful. 


Diablo then spoke in a slightly interested tone. 


[I’m surprised. You, the most reclusive member of Paragon, is 
willing to go somewhere. ] 


“I’m not a member of Paragon.” 
[Hmph...] 
Nora snorted. 


“And I’m interested.” 


[In Elliah?] 
“No.” 
Nora turned to look at Frey before letting a chuckle. 


x KO 


The Frozen Lands was a place where winter was never 
ending. 


Frey couldn’t help but miss the Salamander Robe that had 
been corroded in the last fight. 


The Salamander Robe was an excellent piece of magical 
equipment with exceptional defense and magic resistance 
while also being lightweight. 


The robe itself also gave off warmth, making it excellent for 
preserving the wearer’s body temperature. 


Now, all he could do was wear the thickest clothes he had 
while covering his body with fire mana. 


Although it was not the most effective, he didn’t have any 
other choice. 


Snow and Nora seemed to have a bit of a resistance to the 
cold, maybe due to the fact that they were powerful martial 
artists. 


Not to mention the undead, Diablo. 
Hoooooo0- 
“This is definitely not a place where people could live.” 


Snow chuckled at Frey’s murmur. 


“That’s because this is one of the coldest areas, even for the 
Frozen Lands. It’s not this cold in the southern regions.” 


As she said that, Snow’s eyes dimmed a little. 


Just as she was about to say something else, Diablo spoke 
up. 


[We have to hurry, we don’t have time to chat.] 
Frey nodded before turning to Snow. 

“Snow?” 

“right. Follow me.” 


With every step they took, their calves would sink into the 
snow. Just this repeated action quickly drained their 
stamina. 


The raging blizzard was enough to paralyze anyone’s sense 
of direction, and the loud noises made it impossible for them 
to hear each other even if they shouted. 


At first glance, it would seem like Snow was moving slowly, 
but Frey didn’t express any dissatisfaction. However, after a 
few hours passed, he couldn’t help but become a bit 
impatient. 


“You have some idea where you’re going, don’t you?” 


“Are you looking down on This Queen?” (TL: quite a few 
people have said they like unedited Snow, so l'Il leave her 
dialogue as is) 


Snow glared at Frey before sighing. 


“This is an extremely cold place that even Ice Trolls with the 
thickest fur would be reluctant to traverse. It’s not a polar 
region, yet it is a place that has a never ending blizzard. | 
never really thought deeply about the reason, but if there 
really is a Demigod named Elliah here...” 


“Then she might be the one influencing the blizzard?” 
Snow nodded. 


“And we're currently on our way to the place where the 
blizzard is the coldest and the fiercest.” 


[That’s right. There is a very high chance that Elliah would 
be at the center of the blizzard. ] 


Diablo also agreed with that. 


On the other hand, Frey was still a bit skeptical. Would she 
really be that easy to find? 


They could only continue forward step by step. With such a 
heavy blizzard it would incredibly hard for them to use the 
Flight spell to search faster. 


It wasn’t impossible, but the amount of mana that it would 
take to maintain their body temperature and their ability to 
see clearly while in flight could not be ignored. 


And they wanted to maintain their peak condition as best as 
they could until they met Elliah. After all, they weren’t sure 
how she would react. 


‘Even so, the physical fatigue is considerable.’ 


If Frey hadn’t trained in the Warrior King’s Fist in his spare 
time, he was almost certain that his body would be frozen 


stiff or exhausted. 


They walked for a few more hours without bothering to 
waste energy communicating with each other. 


Then Diablo suddenly stopped. 
[Found her.] 


Frey’s eyes flickered, but he still couldn’t see anything. 
Looking at Snow and Nora, it was clear that they also didn’t 
see anything. 


But all of them could feel the overwhelming divine power 
that filled the area. 


[Don’t lower your guards. ] 


Everyone nodded at Diablo’s words as they began walking 
once again. 


About five minutes after, they finally managed to catch sight 
of Elliah. She looked like a young girl with white hair who 
was Staring up at the sky. 


They couldn’t see her expression as her back was to them, 
but it was still difficult for them to just start talking to her. 


Elliah didn’t budge as Frey’s party approached, but it was 
obviously not because she didn’t sense them. 


Just as they were prepared to say something, Elliah turned to 
look at them. Her expression was so cold that it completely 
overshadowed the blizzard blowing around them. 


“What do you guys want?” 


[Demigod Elliah, we came here to ask for your help.] 


“Go away.” 


The moment she said those words, the blizzard around them 
intensified by several times. 


Jiling. 


Frey cast a barrier, and the white snow hit against the 
barrier like hail. 


‘This isn’t good.’ 


They couldn’t even feel a strand of goodwill. They couldn’t 
be sure why, but it was clear that she was angry. 


Elliah’s sharp eyes turned to Diablo. 


“Now | remember, you’re that Lich | met before. Right. Did 
you think | didn’t kill you that day because | was weak?” 


The anger in Elliah’s voice was clear. They had picked a bad 
time. She didn’t seem to be in the mood to talk. 


‘But.’ 

They didn’t have time. 

Frey grit his teeth. 

“Demigod Elliah! | came to you because of Riki’s will.” 
The blizzard stopped at that. 


No, to be precise, it was as if a membrane had formed that 
isolated Elliah and Frey’s group from the outside world. 


Frey quickly continued. 


“Before he died, Riki said that the if there was any Demigod 
in this world who would help me it would be y-” 


“Shut up.” 


These words were harsh and cold, like chewing a piece of 
ice. 


At Elliah’s words, Snow, Nora and Diablo began preparing for 
battle, their aura’s building up explosively. 


“Me, help you? That guy still did whatever he wanted even 
when he was on the verge of dying. Haha. Ahaha.” 


“In the first place, | never had any interest in the Demigods 
or the Circle. The survival of the Demigods? Lord’s orders? 
Ha. Fuck that.” 


The blatant disregard for Lord already showed that Elliah 
was very different from the other Demigods. 


Nevertheless, Frey’s wary expression didn’t relax in the 
slightest. Elliah might not care much about the Demigods, 
but it was the same for them. 


Crunch. 
Cold air swirled around her hands. 


“And you want my help? Sure. l'Il help you. But first, you 
have to prove that you’re worth my help.” 


Elliah’s freezing eyes turned to Frey. 


“Especially you, human Wizard. | heard that you had a part 
to play in Riki’s betrayal. So I want you to show me just how 


exactly did you influence Riki too.” 


Chapter 143: Emergency 
M eeting(4) 


A Memory from the past came to Frey’s mind. It was the time 
when they tried to subjugate Ananta. 


They had used their full power in the fight, but they still 
suffered a crushing defeat. They didn’t even manage to do 
much damage before being forced to run for their lives. 


It was then that they’d realised that the Demigods weren’t 
all the same. That they were divided into levels. And those 
beings that the Circle had nicknamed ‘Apocalypses’ were on 
a completely different level. 


Just looking at Elliah now was enough to send shivers down 
his spine. 


It wasn’t just the cold. Frey was certain. 


This woman in front of them was at least on par with an 
Apocalypse. 


‘She’s not stronger than Riki.’ 


But that didn’t make the situation much better. In the first 
place, if he were to use Riki as the target for comparison, 
then every other Demigod other than Lord would appear 
weak. 


He was truly the number two among the Demigods, capable 
of defeating the other four Apocalypses on his own. 


Frey looked around. 
‘A Magic Warrior, a Knight and two Wizards.’ 


If a Witch had come with them, they would’ve been the 
same as his team from 4,000 years ago. 


When he had that thought, Frey felt a little disappointed 
that Sheryl wasn’t there. 


If she had been with them, the range of strategies they 
could use would’ve expanded greatly. 


The versatility of Witches was definitely top-class among the 
five jobs. 


Then it occurred to him that he could use this battle to make 
up for his failure in the past. 


Frey turned to Diablo. 

“I'll take charge.” 

[...] 

Those words made Diablo turn to look at him. 
[I am 9 stars.] 

“I know that. 


[Are you saying you’d have a better perspective of the 
battlefield than a 9 star Wizard? ] 


“I wouldn’t have brought it up if | didn’t think so.” 


[Hoh. | wonder where this confidence comes from. ] 


“Because it’s the truth.” 
Diablo fell silent for a moment. 


At first glance, it seemed he was embarrassed, but he was 
also a bit angry. 


[If | find that your orders are...] 

“I'll pass command to you immediately.” 

[...Amph. Understood. Then take the lead, Frey Blake. ] 
Frey nodded before turning back to Elliah. 

‘The terrain isn’t favorable for us.” 

Elliah probably had the power of ice. 


He wasn’t certain, but he believed that to be the case since 
she was able to manipulate the blizzard at will. 


It was a very tricky ability. Cold caused the body to stiffen 
and lowered the its capabilities, which could prove fatal for 
Wizards and Knights. 


“Nora, Snow. Please keep the pressure on Elliah.” 
“Understood.” 
“This location is no good.” 


Nora complained in a low voice. This was understandable 
since her small body was almost half-buried in the snow. 


“I'll enchant you with fire magic.” 


Fwoosh. 


Nora and Snow’s bodies became covered in fire mana. 


It was difficult to expect an excellent effect, but it was better 
than nothing. 


Taht. 


Suddenly, Nora and Snow disappeared at the same time. 
They moved so quickly that it was almost impossible to 
follow them with the naked eye, but it was no problem for 
Elliah. 


Clang clang clang! 


Dozens of small skirmishes happened in an instant. The 
sounds of which were mostly covered by the blizzard. 


Nevertheless, Elliah did not move from her position. It was 
almost as if she was a Spear of ice stuck in the earth to stop 
their advance. 


‘Is this the power of ice?’ 


Snow was dumbfounded. Her blade, which could cut through 
steel like it was paper, was being blocked by a mere chunk 
of ice. 


It would be a lie to say that her pride wasn’t wounded by 
that fact. 


“Hmm.” 


Nora’s fist was also blocked by the ice. But since she was 
much stronger and more experienced than Snow, she was 
able to think of a way to overcome it. 


She looked down at her fist, and then at the ice, before 
putting her thumb in her fist. 


Then she tried again. 
Crash! 


Her outstretched fist shattered the chunk of ice like glass, 
sending shards of ice flying everywhere. 


Elliah’s eyes widened slightly. 


‘What a sharp gaze. She managed to immediately grasp the 
nature of the ice.’ 


What was even more surprising was the fact that her body 
was strong enough to immediately target the weakness after 
she grasped it. 


‘This human is only a step away from becoming a Warrior 
King.’ 


But that alone wasn’t all. 
Crack crack! 


The ground split apart at that moment, and thousands of 
hands popped out of it. These skinny, skeletal hands swayed 


This was Diablo’s personal spell, Grasp of the Dead. 


It was this very spell that held the Demigods in place back 
at the Blake family residence. 


Elliah’s body lightly rose into the air, and the skeletal hands 
flew up after her before they all suddenly stopped moving. 


The simple cold air had blocked their movement. 


[Spells below 7 stars won’t be able to affect that woman.] 


As he said that, Diablo began casting another spell. 
[...it seems 8 star spells only have a slight effect. ] 
“My spells wouldn’t have much of an effect either.” 


In this blizzard, the strength of fire spells would be reduced 
to less than half. As for ice spells? He didn’t think they would 
have any effect. 


It would be like attacking Nozdog, who had the power of 
death, with necromantic spells. 


Frey spoke briefly. 
“I think we'll have to fight blindly, Diablo.” 
[What do you mean? ] 


“We just have to cast spells until our mana runs out. The 
stronger the Demigod is, the less decisive Wizards should be 
in the fight. We just need to force an opening for Snow and 
Nora to take advantage of.” 


[I agree, but it still sounds stupid when you say it aloud.] 


“Our top priority is to find out her abilities while stalling for 
time. If we attack without any information, then we won’t 
even be able to scratch her.” 


It was a standard statement. 
Diablo nodded heavily and muttered. 
[It will be a long fight. ] 


There were still three such beings out there. 


Apocalypses. 
Diablo sighed. 
Fortunately, they were currently in critical condition. 


‘At least two of them need to die before the odds turn in our 
favor.’ 


Then Diablo put those thoughts aside and focused on the 
fight. 


x kx 
Agni opened his eyes. 

[You're awake. ] 

Then he heard an eerie but familiar voice. 

When he turned his head, Agni saw Nozdog looking at him. 
“where...” 

[We're in the Livindak Mountains.] 

uyon 

Agni frowned as memories began flooding his mind. 
“Kuh...” 


Riki’s betrayal, their fight against him and their 
overwhelming defeat. 


He was a monstrous being who completely overwhelmed 
four Apocalypses and even fatally injured three of them. 


If it wasn’t for Lord, they all would have died. 
“How long has it been?” 
“Kuku. It’s only been a few months.” 


Ananta gave his signature laugh, but his expression wasn’t 
cheerful. 


“Our injuries weren’t things that could be healed so 
easily...” 


Agni touched his chest. 


He remembered Riki’s power of the sword. Riki had even 
been able to cut his body and soul without issue. 


For Agni, wounds on his body would be healed in an instant, 
but Riki’s attacks had almost killed him. 


Not only that, it had also been the same for Ananta and 
Nozdog. But now, their bodies were fully healed. 


There were still questions he wanted to ask, but Agni looked 
around before asking. 


“Where’s Leyrin?” 
[She went into hibernation. ] 
The answer came from behind. 


There, a crack appeared in the air from which Lord walked 
out. 


Then he spoke in a happy voice. 


[You’re all awake, my comrades. | sincerely welcome you 
back.] 


“Wait a minute. Leyrin is hibernating? What do you mean by 
that?” 


[Leyrin was the only one of you four to not be injured. And 
while | was treating you, she gave all her divine power to 
help you. Then her Apostle was killed. ] 


“Hmm. So that’s what happened.” 
[Such a shame. ] 
Ananta clicked his tongue, and Nozdog nodded. 


At that moment, only Agni seemed unable to come to terms 
with reality. 


Just as he was about to open his mouth, Lord suddenly spoke 
up. 


[I had a lot of time to think while you all were incapacitated. 
| thought about why we had encountered such a situation in 
the first place. | wondered why we should be bothered to 
rule over every species and why we should be so concerned 
about their survival, development and balance... hmm. And 
it turns out the conclusion is much easier than | expected. ] 


Paht. 


Suddenly, Lord and the other Demigods teleported away. It 
was Lord’s spatial movement. 


They appeared in the country closest to the Livindak 
Mountains, the desert state Silkid. And the place they 
appeared was none other than its capital city, Talhadun. 


“Wh-, what’s going on? Who are these guys?” 
“They appeared so suddenly...” 
“Are they Wizards?” 


The warriors of Talhadun were shocked when the four 
transcendent beings suddenly appeared in front of them. 


At first, they thought they were Wizards, but when they got 
a good look at them, their expressions hardened. 


“That... isn’t that a Lich?” 
“Th-, their auras are strange.” 
“Why does that guy not have a face?” 


Some of the more experienced warriors immediately put 
their hands on their weapons while gulping nervously. 


Ignoring them, Lord threw something to Nozdog. 

[Nozdog, take this.] 

Tak. 

Nozdog looked down at the little piece of metal in his hand. 
[luminium.] 

[Eat it. Then clean the surroundings. ] 


When Lord gave the indifferent order, Nozdog immediately 
put the IIluminium in his mouth while saying. 


[Understood.] 


Crunch. 
Then he made a weird shape with his fingers. 
Kugugu. 


Immediately afterwards, a giant skull appeared in the sky. 
The chin of the skull moved up and down slowly, and it gave 
off a bloody, red glow. 


[Swallow. ] 
Gulp. 


Hundreds of people who were looking at the skull suddenly 
fell to the ground in unison. 


This wasn’t because they planned to do so beforehand. 
Instead, it was because their souls had been absorbed, and 
all that was left was the shell. 


Hundreds of lives had been lost just because of one word 
from Nozdog. 


[This is my conclusion.] 


“Did you finally decide to wipe out all of the bugs? Our dear 
leader.” 


As he asked this question, Ananta’s voice had a pleased 
undertone. 


Lord responded simply. 


[For thousands of years, the humans and other races have 
steadily developed their strength. We tried to dominate their 
growth, but our influence is only superficial. Meanwhile, they 


quietly developed even further in the shadows. They even 
created a group called the Circle. Accordingly. ] 


Lord looked down at his hand. 
[Our strength has also weakened. ] 
“Weakened? Our strength doesn’t change.” 


[To be precise, the range of our actions has decreased. Since 
we realised that the ‘will of the world’ can destroy us, we 
became reluctant to act.] 


They couldn’t help but nod at those words. 


Since they’d confirmed the will of the world’s existence, the 
Demigods became hesitant to expose themselves and 
gradually retreated into the shadows. Doing their best to 
control the continent with something other than force. 


[That was a weak judgement. Think about it, comrades. 
Remember how we drove out the Dragons, who fashioned 
themselves as the continent’s mediators. ] 


Lord clenched his fist, his voice becoming more and more 
emotional. 


[At that time, we prepared for casualties. Because that was 
just how powerful the Dragons were. And in truth, we did 
suffer some losses in the fight with them. ] 


“I don’t understand what you’re trying to Say.” 


Lord shook his clenched fist as he explained to the confused 
Agni. 


[From now on, we will acknowledge the humans and other 
races as true enemies, and we will face them with all our 


might. ] 


His gaze then turned to the crude castle built in the center 
of Talhadun. It was the Great Chief’s residence. 


Although he realised what he intended to do, Agni had no 
intention of stopping him. 


Instead, there was still something that he needed to know. 


“| don’t care whether you want to destroy Silkid or not, but 
there’s something I’d like to know first.” 


[What is it?] 
“Where is Leyrin?” 
“Hmm? Didn’t he already say she was hibernating?” 


Ananta was the one who responded, but Agni shook his 
head. 


“Then l'Il change the question. Lord, why did you say 
‘everyone’s awake’ when watching us come to our senses?” 


R 
“Was that just a simple mistake? If not...” 
[Isn't Leyrin there?] 


Lord interrupted Agni’s words, but Agni couldn’t help but 
respond in a confused tone when he heard that. 


“What do you...?” 


Agni realised that Lord was pointing at him, then his finger 
moved. 


[She resides in your body, Ananta’s body and Nozdog’s 
body. Leyrin has become a powerful energy that’s flowing 
through you at this very moment. ] 


When Agni heard that, he felt a lightning bolt strike his 
head. He forcibly stopped his body from trembling, and he 
slowly opened his mouth. 


“...N0 way, SO we were able to heal so quickly...” 
[Thanks to Leyrin.] 
Lord finished in a flat tone. 


[After | absorbed her, | gave her divine power to you. ] 


Chapter 144: Emergency 
M eeting(5) 


“Stop.” 


At Elliah’s words, Frey stopped moving. The same was true 
for the other three. 


But this wasn’t because they were just obeying her orders. 
Instead, Elliah’s divine power disappeared at that moment 
as if it had been wiped away. 


Frey then spoke with a confused voice. 
“What do you mean stop?” 


“I'll admit it. You guys are qualified to fight against the 
Demigods.” 


Elliah’s expression, which was even colder than the winds 
blowing around them, didn’t change, but her tone became 
strangely gentle. 


“Are you done testing us?” 


“Only a bit. If you weren’t good enough, | would’ve just 
killed you here.” 


It didn’t seem like she was lying. 


The anger that Elliah had shown was not something that 
could’ve been an act. 


Nevertheless, her ability to control her emotions so easily 
was proof that she was a transcendent being. 


Elliah seemed to think for a moment before finally opening 
her mouth. 


“If | were to give a proper evaluation, then the Lich and the 
Magic Warrior pass without a doubt. The two of you have 
already reached the level to be called heroes. And...” 


Elliah’s gaze turned to Snow. 
“You... were Riki’s Apostle?” 


“That’s right. How did you know? I can’t even use my 
powers.” 


Elliah snorted at Snow’s surprised expression. 


“Hmph. You probably watched Riki’s sword techniques too 
many times, so you subconsciously absorbed them. All of 
Riki’s habits are embedded in your swordsmanship. Oh, and 
say it correctly.” 


“What?” 


“It’s not that you can’t use your powers; It’s that you won't. 
Riki’s dead, so you’re not an Apostle anymore. In other 
words, the divine power in your body is no longer borrowed. 
If you don’t increase your strength and control, then the 
power in you will just become a nuisance.” 


l ” 


Snow's expression became solemn, but she didn’t dare 
refute those words. 


This meant that Elliah’s words were true. 


“But if | consider your potential, you pass. Riki is dead now, 
so with his power in your body, you will definitely grow to a 
tremendous level. Now then... human Wizard, did you say 
your name was Frey?” 


Elliah’s expression somehow became colder. 


“To be completely honest, I’m disappointed in you.” 


Ml ” 


“You know, | had really high expectations for you, but... what 
the hell was that magic? That was 8 stars at best. Something 
like that would only work against mortals. Plus, the divine 
power you're using belongs to Indra. Not to mention Lord, 
you can’t even fight Agni or Nozdog at your level.” 


[Frey’s commands were flawless. ] 


Surprisingly, it was Diablo who came to Frey’s defense. This 
was because he was completely surprised by Frey’s 
analytical ability and clear judgement that he’d displayed in 
the battle just now. 


Elliah nodded at those words. 


“I agree. That’s why | find it so strange. | don’t think he’s 
even been alive for 100 years, but it feels like he has a lot of 
experience fighting against Demigods.” 


Even though Diablo had been alive for more than 1,000 
years, the Demigods had already retreated to the shadows in 
his time. 


On the other hand, during Frey’s time, 4,000 years ago, the 
Demigods moved much more openly than they did now. 


There were times when he would have dozens of skirmishes 
with Demigods in a month. Therefore, when it came to 
combat experience, there was no one in modern times who 
had more than Frey. 


“So when he reaches 9 stars, he will be extremely useful.” 
[That’s not as easy as you’re making it seem.] 


“I know. Nevertheless, you still need to act as soon as 
possible. Because your time is running out.” 


“Running out?” 


“You must have heard about the incident in Geotanbul by 
now, right? That was just the beginning. Lord will soon give 
orders to all the Demigods.” 


Orders. 
Everyone watched as Elliah looked up to the sky. 


Despite the fact that she wouldn’t be able to see anything 
through the heavy wind and snow, her eyes seemed to be 
looking beyond that. 


“He’s going to destroy all the nearby cities and towns. You 
probably have a week or so to prepare. After that, you will 
probably have to watch thousands of people die every day.” 


Her gaze then turned back to Frey. 
“So | will start training you from today.” 
“Training?” 


“Right. l'Il tell you in advance, but | won’t let you leave until 
you've reached 9 stars. After all, you’re the one who 


inherited Riki’s will. So | can’t let you die.” 


“Wait a minute. | have to attend an important meeting in 
three days.” 


In the first place, Frey had gone to meet Diablo in order to 
get help reaching 9 stars, but he knew that there was a high 
chance of failure. 


Even when she heard Frey’s urgent words, Elliah’s serene 
expression didn’t change. 


“Then you'll have to reach 9 stars in three days.” 
Frey grit his teeth. 

He knew this woman was serious. 

x KX 

Warchief. 


In the desert state, Silkid, it was a position that only those 
with honour, good reputations and outstanding skill could 
ever hope to achieve. 


It could also be said to be the goal of every warrior in Silkid. 


Yet these Warchiefs had been cut down with a simple 
gesture from Lord, unable to even make a sound. 


The rough floor became covered in blood. 


“aren't you breaking your promise?” 


When the Great Chief, Tuarik, saw this, he couldn’t help but 
bite his lip. 


Lord tilted his head. 
[Promise? What are you talking about, mortal? ] 


“Didn’t you say that you’d spare our lives as long as we 
obeyed you?” 


[Then I’m not breaking my promise. ] 
“What do you...” 


[I already know that you have connections to the Circle. That 
can’t be called obedience. ] 


Those words made Tuarik’s expression change. 


He rose from his seat, his scared expression disappearing 
immediately. Then, he picked up a vicious looking double- 
edged axe on his right. (TL: mad respect) 


“Tweh. You fucker. You were playing us even though you 
already knew everything.” (TL: Tweh= spitting sound) 


[I showed mercy before, but now, I’ve changed my mind. 
After all, you still didn’t try to atone for your actions in the 
end. Your foolish pride and stubbornness has made my inner 
conviction stronger. So thank you.] 


“Stop it with your pointless words. You want to kill me, don’t 
you? Well, it won’t be easy.” 


“wait.” 


Agni stepped forward. 


“Leave this to me.” 

[May | ask why? Dear comrade. ] 

“Silkid is my territory.” 

[...] 

After a moment, Lord lowered his hand, falling silent. 


His silence was particularly uncomfortable. Lord currently 
had no features, so no one could see his face. In other words, 
it was usually impossible to read his emotions. 


The same was true for this situation. Agni had no way of 
knowing what he was thinking at that moment. 


[...understood. l'Il leave it to you.] 
Lord nodded. 
Then he disappeared without another word. 


Nozdog and Ananta left soon afterwards, and it seemed they 
all intended to leave Silkid to Agni. 


“Huhu. Silkid’s guardian deity will destroy it with his own 
hands. It’s an honor.” 


Guardian Deity. 


That was Agni’s other identity. The Guardian Deity who 
protected Silkid from the shadows for hundreds of years. 


This wasn’t wrong. 


In fact, Silkid was Agni’s territory, and he’d even helped it 
out a few times when it faced certain crises. 


For this reason, every successive Great Chief was informed 
of Agni’s identity. 


It was alSo a method that helped him control Silkid more 
easily. 


Agni spoke in a calm tone. 

“The destruction of Silkid is inevitable.” 

“Huhu. You're a good talker. Why would that happen?” 
“Do you want to die here?” 

“Of course.” 


“honour. | Know you all are obsessed with it. And | know 
the most honourable death would be as a warrior on the 
battlefield. So l'Il ask you again, Tuarik.” 


Fwoosh. 

Fire began burning around Agni. 

“Do you really want to die here?” 

This time, the answer didn’t come immediately. 
Tuarik grit his teeth. 

He knew. 


Fighting against Agni would only lead to dying a dog’s 
death. It would be far from a glorious death on a battlefield. 


Instead, it would be similar to the death of a bug who died 
from an accidental swing of a hand. 


“_..| might be able to save one more life by stalling you 
here.” 


“You don’t actually mean that, Tuarik.” 
“Kuk.” 
Of course not. 


In fact, Tuarik knew it well. Just standing in front of Agni now 
made his heart beat uncomfortably in his chest. He found it 
hard to breathe, and his jaw was already aching from how 
hard his teeth were clenched. His axe, which usually felt like 
a light branch in hands, now felt like one of the roots of the 
World Tree. 


“You are the Great Chief. Not a Warchief.” 
“What are you talking about?” 


“Choose. Will everyone die here? Or will we maybe make a 
plan for the future?” 


Tuarik blinked, not understanding Agni’s words for a 
moment. 


“are you... saying you’d let me go?” 

Agni didn’t respond and Tuarik let out a laugh. 
“Kuhuhu... you’re asking a warrior to run away.” 
“I don’t care what choice you make.” 

He meant it. 


Agni was deciding their fate. 


It wasn’t that he’d developed sympathy nor that he felt 
attached or responsible for them after protecting them for so 
long. 


Instead, it was just because there were some doubts 
bouncing around his head at that moment. 


Doubts about Lord. 
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Before he realised it, Tuarik had left. In the end, he chose to 
act like the Great Chief and give his country a chance at 
survival rather than confront Agni like a warrior. 


That was the reason he was able to step above the rank of 
‘Warchief’ to become the ‘Great Chief’. 


“You spared him.” 
a 1” 
Agni turned around to find Lord’s Apostle standing there. 


Iris Phisfounder was looking at Agni with a mysterious look 
in her eyes. 


“Are you disobeying Lord’s orders?” 


“what he wants is the destruction of SlIlkid. The fact that 
the country will disappear won’t change.” 


“That’s a play on words. Lord won’t be convinced.” 
He knew. 


But he couldn’t do anything about it. This was because Iris 
was the one who'd caught him. 


Iris had Lord’s power. If she wanted to run, there was no one 
on the continent who could stop her. Except for Lord, of 
course. 


After a moment of silence, Agni spoke up. 

“Are you going to tell Lord?” 

“No.” 

“Why?” 

“You must have heard about Leyrin.” 

She was only answered by silence, so Iris slowly continued. 
“Did you know that Lord tried to cover up Riki’s betrayal?” 
“What are you talking about?” 

He hadn’t heard about that. 

Agni looked at Iris in shock. 


“He tried to cover for Riki by framing another Demigod for 
his sins. Riki didn’t change his mind in the end, so Lord was 
forced to kill him.” 


“Yo-, you’re lying.” 


Agni felt extremely shocked at that moment. Lord, of all 
people, thought about sacrificing a Demigod? 


Naturally, he knew just how much Lord cared about Riki. But 
he didn’t think his judgement would be clouded to such an 
extent. 


Would Lord really frame an innocent Demigod? In order to 
save Riki? 


“I have a question, Agni. Lord valued and cherished every 
Demigod. He was fair and led you better than anyone. That 
was why the Demigods didn’t hesitate to call him Lord.” 


“Do you think he is fit for the name Lord right now?” 
Agni couldn’t answer easily. 


Instead, he stood there as if he had been rooted to the 
ground. 


Seeing this, Iris turned around and left. 


She’d done enough. 


Chapter 145: Emergency 
M eeting(6) 


It was finally the day of the meeting. 


Therefore, the residence of the Jun family in Kausymphony, 
where the meeting was being held, was filled with many 
mysterious guests. 


Shepard looked around at the different circles that filled the 
seats around him. 


There was a stream of big players coming in one after 
another. A sight that was rarely seen except at the regular 
Circle meetings. 


“Aren't you excited, Honor Shepard?” 


One of the Force Honors of the Strow Necklaces, Steve Jacks, 
laughed as he said those words. 


Shepard turned to him with an incredulous expression. 
“Don’t you understand the current situation?” 


“Haha. Even those who don’t know will be paying attention. 
After all, this is the Trowman Rings’ first official appearance 
in a long time.” 


The remark couldn’t be denied. 


Even now, there were people who looked towards the Warp 
Stone without filling the seats prepared for them. These 


people were probably waiting for the Trowman Rings, who 
had yet to make an appearance. 


“There’ve been a lot of rumors. Beniang Argento’s 
awakening, the growth of the circle members, the perfect 
subjugation of all the nearby small and medium circles. Well, 
it’s still the rumored ‘Frey Blake’ who is the most eye- 
catching.” 


Shepard contemplated inwardly, and Steve’s eyes glistened. 


“Come to think of it, didn’t Honor Shepard meet him 
before?” 


“I did, a long time ago. He wasn’t part of the Circle yet.” 


Even at that time, Shepard had thought Frey was an 
extraordinary person. But he never could have imagined 
that he would become the Circle Rounder of the Trowman 
Rings or that he could fix the collapsing circle. 


“I met him once too.” 


“| know. You were the one who went to recruit him back 
when he was staying at the magic tower.” 


“|I didn’t expect him to be such an extraordinary man. It is 
really unfortunate. If | had been a bit faster, he could have 
joined our circle.” 
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No. He wouldn’t have. 


Shepard shook his head inwardly. 


No matter how fast they were, Shepard didn’t believe Frey 
would have entered any of the Three Great Circles. 


“I hope they come soon. Are they coming late on purpose?” 


When he saw Steve giggling to himself, Shepard couldn’t 
help but release the sigh he had been suppressing. 


Even in a crisis like this one, there was no feeling of urgency. 


‘Geotanbul was destroyed, and the capital of Silkid was 
taken down.’ 


Both countries had military strength that could be compared 
to the top powers on the continent. Nevertheless, they were 
rendered helpless when the Demigods revealed their fangs. 


However, this fact wasn’t that strange. 


Neither general military knowledge nor war strategies could 
work against them. They were monsters who could wipe out 
hundreds of soldiers with just one simple gesture. 


The only ones who could do anything about them was the 
Circle. 


That was why this meeting was called and they all gathered. 


Suddenly, the noisy room became completely quiet. 


Even before he looked, Shepard was sure he knew the 
reason. 


Steve muttered in a low voice. 


“They're here.” 


As he lifted his head, Shepard saw a group of people walking 
forward while receiving the attention of every single pair of 
eyes in the room. 


“The Trowman Rings.” 


x KO 


There were a total five members from the Trowman Rings 
attending the meeting. And no one would deny that the 
most prominent among them was the Circle Master, Beniang 
Argento. 


Her green hair and eyes, which were rare even across the 
entire continent, and calm demeanour immediately drew the 
attention of everyone. 


The gazes of those in the crowd sharpened, and some of 
them who knew her from before couldn’t help but feel a bit 
of admiration in their hearts. 


Shepard Jun was one of those people. 
‘She’s so different that | almost didn’t recognise her.’ 


The current Beniang was almost the complete opposite of 
her previous timid and introverted self. Her calm but 
resolute face seemed to carry the dignity one would expect 
to see in a Circle Master. 


Beniang’s changed demeanour also let everyone know that 
the Trowman Rings had indeed changed. 


Shepard’s gaze then turned to those who'd come with 
Beniang. 


‘Those two are Gisellan and Eizek.’ 


These two had chosen to remain with the Trowman Rings 
even when the majority of the circle executives decided to 
leave, 


Especially Eizek, who was so talented that many circles 
drooled over the prospect of attaining him. 


The other two were covered by their robes, and Shepard 
couldn’t see their faces as their hoods were up. 


‘generally speaking, they’re more likely to be Fianne and 
Frey.’ 


However, at least one of them was someone completely 
different. This was because this person was much too small 
to be an adult male. (TL: what a jab at all the short guys and 
tall girls) 


‘Then is the other person Frey?’ 


Honor Fianne was also extremely talented, but he was young 
and inexperienced, so it might have been a bit inappropriate 
to bring him to such an important meeting. 


Although Frey, on the other hand, was much younger than 
Fianne, he had a mind that no one in the Circle could read 
easily. Most importantly, he was the Circle Rounder for the 
Trowman Rings. 


There was absolutely no way he would miss such an 
important event when he held such a high position. 


Suddenly. 


Someone walked towards the Trowman Rings’ group with 
light footsteps. 


Shepard’s expression changed greatly when he saw who this 
person was. 


‘Why is he...’ 
Was he going to pick a fight? 
If so, they had to stop it. 


Even Shepard knew the conflict between them. It wasn’t 
something simple that could be solved with a few words. 


But by that time, the man was standing in front of Beniang. 
“It’s been a while, Beniang.” 
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Gisellan’s expression immediately became one filled with 
hostility while Eizek, on the other hand, had a look of 
disgust. 


“Rounder Sven. No, it should be Honor Sven now, right?” 
“Hut.” 


Sven Heimdrik, the man who once held the position of Circle 
Rounder of the Trowman Rings, simply chuckled. 


Gisellan didn’t try to conceal his contempt as he said. 
“| didn’t expect you to approach us first.” 


“Why can’t I talk to you? Even though we are now walking 
different paths, we used to be one family.” 


When Sven slickly said those words, Eizek grit his teeth. In 
his heart, he wanted to rip that dirty mouth off that man’s 
face. 


Circle Rounder. 


Despite his position as number two in the circle, this man 
was the one who left the circle the fastest after Nozdog’s 
massacre, and then, he quickly joined another circle. 


He even joined the Lucid Swords instead of another magic- 
oriented circle. 


That was why, despite being an 8 star Wizard, he was only 
able to get the position of Force Honor. 


At that time, Beniang was certain that Sven’s defection 
would cause the circle to collapse, so in order to prevent his 
withdrawal, she bowed her head and begged. 


However, Sven pretended not to hear Beniang’s request and 
left the Trowman Rings. 


Following that, the circle’s young talents, artifacts and even 
its funds were swiftly absorbed by other circles. Soina 
sense, he was even more resentful than the Three Great 
Circles, who were known to have organised the fall of the 
Trowman Rings by using Nozdog’s hands. 


‘no. It’s possible...’ 


This man might have directly been involved in the downfall 
of the circle. After all, despite everything that happened, he 
did not sustain many injuries in the battle with Nozdog. 


With that in mind, it was impossible for Gisellan to maintain 
his composure when Sven was standing in front of him. 


Just looking at his face made him want to vomit. 
“It’s been a while.” 
Beniang, on the other hand, nodded calmly as she spoke. 


She didn’t even frown as she showed a rather relaxed 
attitude. 


Even Gisellan and Eizek couldn’t help but feel their hearts 
fill with pride at that moment. 


This young lady, who had always hidden behind Osel’s back 
in the past, was finally showing that she was worthy of the 
title ‘Circle Master’. 


“I also want to solve our issues with you, but before that, 
there’s something | need to remind you of.” 


“huh?” 
No. She had already long surpassed their expectations. 


“You are no longer the Circle Rounder. And | am no longer 
just Beniang Argento.” 


Beniang’s gaze became cold. 
“lam now a Circle Master, Honor Sven. Be polite.” 
Sven’s expression changed. 


“I won’t pursue this rudeness any further. After all, even 
though we currently walk different paths, we were once 
family.” 


While saying that, Beniang walked past Sven. 
“Now. Let’s go.” 


The Trowman Rings’ members followed Beniang without a 
word. 


After walking for a while, Eizek couldn’t help but speak up in 
a pleased tone. 


“Master Beniang, that response was perfect.” 


“Hoho. | can’t even keep my pride off my face. | can’t believe 
I’m so old | get carried away by my emotions...” 


“Master Beniang?” 
“P-, please be quiet for a second.” 


Beniang said these words with a straight face, but inside, 
her heart was pounding, and her face was burning. 


It had taken all her willpower just to say those few words just 
now. 


After all, people didn’t just change overnight. Right now, 
Beniang was doing her best to ‘pretend to be brave’ like Frey 
had told her to. 


Gisellan and Eizek were shocked for a moment, then they 
realised that a certain man was still not there yet. 


‘Rounder Frey.’ 


They wondered if they would be able to get through the 
meeting without him. 
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Three days before the meeting. 
Elliah’s residence in the Frozen Lands was a strange place. 


After Diablo, Snow and Nora left, she headed to a place 
where the blizzard was somehow blowing even more fiercely. 


The winds were so strong that even Frey had trouble keeping 
his eyes open, and the freezing blizzard hit him 
exceptionally hard. 


Then, as if magically, it all disappeared. There was no wind, 
no snow. 


When he looked around, Frey realised he was in a place 
where fresh grass was growing. The ever-present snowstorm 
was nowhere to be seen, and there was even warm light, 
though he wasn’t sure if it was from the sun. 


The small hut, which sat in the center of this paradise, 
immediately made Frey think about Riki. Just like his, the 
moment they opened the door and entered, it was revealed 
that this soace was much larger than expected. 


‘Space-time movement.’ 


It was the Demigods’ method of transportation, but it wasn’t 
something that every Demigod was capable of. 


In fact, it was something that could only be used by 
Demigods at the Apocalypse level and higher. 


Of course, he had long known that Elliah was an Apocalypse 
level Demigod. 


The two of them sat at a table, facing each other. However, 
Elliah didn’t offer him tea like Riki had. 


She didn’t even open her mouth to say something first. It 
was as if she was pressuring Frey to do so. 


After all, he was the one who would be at more of a 
disadvantage as time dragged on, so he had to speak first. 


“You told me you’d help me reach 9 stars.” 
“That’s right.” 

“You’re talking as though you know how to do it.” 
Elliah let out a soft laugh. 


“Why? Is it strange for a Demigod to know the secrets of 
magic?” 


“Wouldn't it be similar to me saying | know how to help 
Demigods develop their divine powers to Lord’s level?” 


“Hmm. That’s a good analogy, but there’s something you 
overlooked. Have you ever heard of a normal Demigod 
reaching Lord’s level?” 


Normal Demigod. 


Frey looked at Elliah while thinking that those words were 
Said in a strange way. 


“I’ve seen 8 star Wizards become 9 stars before. | suppose 
l'Il call it awakening for convenience’s sake. After seeing it 


SO many times, it wasn’t hard for me to conclude the 
conditions.” 


It made sense. 


After all, how many Wizards had Elliah fought over the past 
thousands of years? 


They would have had to be at least 7 stars to face a 
Demigod, and the number of 8 stars certainly wouldn’t be 
few. Otherwise, they would die before they could even make 
a Demigod like Elliah feel even a little strain. 


It was incredibly difficult for the average Wizard to reach 7 
or 8 stars. But 9 stars was even more ridiculous than that. 


First of all, the body and mind must be ‘complete’. 


In other words, one needed to have the right ‘container’ in 
order to move on to the next stage. 


In addition, one had to fulfill two other conditions. 
“The crisis of death. And the torrent of emotion.” 
“Hoh...” 

This time, Elliah’s eyes lit up. 


“| can’t believe you have a perfect grasp of the conditions. 
You really are a strange human. Even 9 star Wizards who 
already awakened successfully weren’t completely sure of 
the conditions...” 
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“You’re right. The Wizards | fought against... they reached 9 
stars after meeting those conditions.” 


Instead, Frey was also surprised. 


No matter how many times one saw it happen, it wasn’t easy 
to figure out what the conditions were. 


Frey was also unsure of how he’d reached 9 stars in the past. 
He wasn’t even able to make a guess. 


It was only after being stuck in the Abyss for 4,000 years 
that he managed to figure out the answer. The time he spent 
thinking about it was incalculable. 


That was why Frey had gone to Diablo. 


He thought about getting put into a near-death state after 
fighting with him. After that, he would release his control, 
letting his emotions run wild. 


Diablo looked similar to Nozdog, one of the Apocalypses. 
That made it easier to fool his senses. 


Frey would have been able to make Diablo into Nozdog 
through a type of self-hypnosis. After all, it would be easier 
to incite his emotions because of the subconscious disgust 
he felt towards Diablo. 


‘But it’s not as easy as it sounds.’ 


After reaching 7 stars, it was already hard for your emotions 
to fluctuate. At that point, it was already incredibly difficult 
to experience emotional turmoil, and after reaching 8 stars, 
this iron-like composure became even more solid. 


In that regard, the Demigods’ presence was special to Frey. 


On the entire continent, there were only two things that 
could stir Frey’s emotions. 


The Demigods... and his friends from 4,000 years ago. 
Frey looked at Elliah and said. 


“So you will help me by creating the environment | need... is 
that what you’re saying?” 


“That’s right.” 
Elliah nodded cheerfully. 


“Do you have any experience making someone reach 9 stars 
like this?” 


“| don’t. But | wanted to test my theory. To see whether it 
was possible to ‘fabricate’ an awakening to 9 stars.” 


Elliah’s words pierced the heart of the matter perfectly. 


This was also Frey’s biggest concern when he initially came 
up with the plan. 


Would it be possible to reach 9 stars by faking a near-death 
experience and causing his emotions to explode through 
hypnosis that was practically self-brainwashing? 


There was no definite answer to this question. 


He’d tried to ponder upon this for a long time in the Abyss, 
but since he had no body to use as a ‘container’, he could 
only make conjectures without any definitive conclusions. 


‘However...’ 


It was actually a good thing for him that his helper had 
changed from Diablo to Elliah. 


Elliah was an actual Demigod, making it much easier for his 
emotions to fluctuate, and if she wanted to, she could give 
him an authentic near-death experience. 


At first, he’d been a bit hesitant, but now, Frey realised this 
was actually a very good opportunity. 


Chapter 146: Emergency 
Meeting(7 ) 


The venue where the meeting was being held was the large 
banquet hall on the first floor in the Jun family residence’s 
main building. 


All the Jun family’s employees who were not affiliated with 
the Circle were either given a vacation or sent home. 
Therefore, the only ones in the manor at that time were the 
members of the Circle. 


The banquet hall, which could accommodate hundreds of 
people, was practically filled to the brim, but despite this 
fact, it wasn’t’ noisy at all. 


The only thing that could be heard on occasion was 
whispers. In fact, most of the people there had their heads 
bowed with sorrowful expressions on their faces. 


A heavy atmosphere seemed to engulf the room. 


However, this was natural when considering the situation 
they were currently facing. 


“The atmosphere is heavier than | expected.” 


“It can’t be helped. In just three days, Talhadun, the capital 
of Silkid, fell as well. The Great Chief and the other high 
ranking officials said that they managed to escape with their 
lives, but that’s still not very comforting.” 


Beniang’s heart felt a bit heavy following Eizek’s words. 


In a sense, the fall of Talhadun had a much larger impact 
than the destruction of Geotanbul. 


Then an old man in a butler uniform walked up to them. 
“Please tell me the name of your circle.” 

“We're from the Trowman Rings.” 

The butler looked around and asked. 

“A total of five?” 

“Yes.” 

“Your identity has been verified. Follow me.” 


After saying that, he turned around and began walking 
away. 


Eizek made a bitter expression upon seeing his attitude. It 
couldn’t be considered rude, but it also wasn’t very sincere. 


He felt bitter because it was far from the respect their circle 
gained in the past. 


‘Originally, our first priority was to change their attitude.’ 
Eizek shook his head. 
But this wasn’t the time for that. 


They had to prioritize devising a plan against the Demigods 
rather than showing off the new Trowman Rings. 


The party silently followed the butler to the seats 
designated for the Trowman Rings. Which turned out to be a 
round table that wasn’t very large. 


Beniang looked around. 


Almost every circle had been assigned tables similar in size 
to the Trowman Rings’ but there were also some unusually 
large tables. 


The size of these tables easily stood out because they made 
the other tables appear to be those of subordinates. 


These were the tables belonging to the Strow Necklaces, 
Lucid Swords and Phisfounder Armlets. 


The Three Great Circles. 


“The Circle Masters and Rounders for all three of the top 
circles came.” 


Beniang nodded at Gisellan’s words. 


All the important members of the Three Great Circles, who 
were usually incredibly hard to meet, had gathered for this 
meeting. 


That wasn’t all. 


All the top personnel from the top medium and small sized 
circles were gathered as well. 


‘... If we hadn’t increased our power, we wouldn’t have been 
invited.’ 


It was then. 
The huge hall door opened and a man strode into the room. 


It was Shepard Jun, the owner of the mansion. 


He walked to the center of the hall slowly, and deliberately 
looking around the room, before realising that almost all the 
top personnel had arrived. 


“It seems like almost everyone has gathered, so we'll begin 
the meeting.” 


Shepard politely bowed his head before continuing. 


“lam Shepard Jun, a Force Honor of the Strow Necklaces. | 
am not much, but I will be taking the lead in this meeting. 
Please take care of me.” 


Following his introduction, applause filled the room for a 
moment. 


“First of all, although this is an emergency meeting, I’d like 
to thank every...” 


“| don’t think this is the time for such rituals, Honor 
Shepard.” 


It was a middle aged man with a strong aura who said those 

words with a heavy tone. He had a blunt expression, but his 

eyes seemed to be filled with wild energy that seemed ready 
to explode at any moment. 


This was Jekid Deosis, the Circle Master of the Lucid Swords. 


He was a swordsman capable of slicing through a wall with a 
simple, rusty sword, and Knights respectfully referred to him 
as ‘Sword Master’ Jekid. 


Shepard bowed his head at Jekid’s words. 


“...you are right. Then | will immediately move on to the 
main point... Imagine Mirror.” 


Woowoong. 


At that moment, a large-scale illusion spell was activated in 
the room. 


Some of the Wizards were amazed by the quality of the spell 
as they were unable to distinguish real from fake, but their 
expressions soon hardened. 


“Oh my God.” 
“This is horrible...” 


It was an extremely horrific sight, as if hell had descended 
on the continent. 


There were collapsed walls and buildings so damaged that it 
was almost impossible to determine their original shape, and 
most importantly, bodies covered the ground to the point 
where it would have been impossible to find a place to step. 


It was such a frightening scene, that many didn’t even want 
to look at it. 


“This is Geotanbul.” 
“Mm... !” 


Those who knew the original appearance of Geotanbul 
couldn’t help but gulp at those words. 


The Geotanbul City State. It was a maritime nation whose 
national defense was comparable to the top countries on the 
continent. 


The Oscar Islands were filled with pirates 365 days a year, 
and there were many powerful countries who drooled over 
Geotanbul’s territory and resources. 


If Geotanbul didn’t have powerful defensive capabilities, it 
would have long become a subordinate state for another 
country, if not completely destroyed. 


Nevertheless, it was this very Geotanbul that had been 
unable to last even a single night. Some perceptive Wizards 
even realized that even the land of Geotanbul was dead, 
and that it would certainly take hundreds of years before 
this land was revived again. 


That wasn’t all. 


More than 90% of Geotanbul’s proud warships had sank, and 
its protective walls had collapsed. 


According to the reports, half of Geotanbul’s population had 
been directly killed, and the other half wasn’t in good shape 
either. 


Most of the leaders of Geotanbul were said to have died, so 
at this point, reconstruction was virtually impossible. 


“The destruction of Geotanbul isn’t something we could 
change. Not only that. As most of you should have heard, 
Talhadun, the capital of Silkid, was also captured. This made 
it clear.” 


Shepard continued in a heavy voice. 
“The Demigods are definitely revealing themselves.” 
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The only sounds that could be heard in the quiet room was 
the heavy breathing by some of the members. 


There wasn’t even a buzz of whispers, of the sounds of 
clothes rustling from their movements. Nevertheless, the 
hearts of every member gathered were shaking violently. 


Shepard paused for a moment before saying. 


“They no longer have any intentions of hiding themselves. 
In fact, Circle members around the continent are receiving 
reports of multiple Demigod sightings every day. This means 
they’re no longer a potential threat hidden in the dark.” 


“That’s not all.” 
Then a cold voice suddenly sounded out. 


It was Rezil Wilsemann, the Circle Master of the Strow 
Necklaces, who spoke. 


“You all know that there are many key figures from the 
various countries in quite a few circles. Many of these have 
now requested to withdraw as their positions in their 
countries are more important than here.” 


Beniang nodded at those words. 


This wasn’t the case for the Trowman Rings, but it was a 
situation that was quite common in other circles. 


In fact, Shepard Jun, who was hosting this meeting, was an 
indispensable figure among the Wizards of the Kastkau 
Empire. 


However, it was still a bit strange that they expressed 
willingness to leave the Circle. 


Wasn't it wiser to unite more firmly now that the Demigods 
had shown their fangs? 


‘This means that the fence known as the Circle, is too weak.’ 


It wasn’t wrong to want to prioritize one’s family, town or 
country. However, it was clear that they didn’t feel the sense 
of belonging or responsibility that they should have as 
members of the Circle. 


Leaving the Circle as soon as the Demigods surfaced 
basically meant that they didn’t believe the Circle had the 
power to prevent the disaster. 


A red-haired man then lifted his hand and asked. 


“Why have they suddenly begun acting in such a violent 
way?” 


“| have a bit of information about the reason. But before 
that, there is something I'd like to ask...” 


Shepard’s gaze turned to the Trowman Rings’ table. 
“Is Rounder Frey attending this meeting?” 
Beniang hesitated for a moment before sighing. 


It seemed she could hide it no longer. 
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“Then who are those people with their faces covered?” 
“Is that important?” 


“Of course it is. Only those who are verified are allowed to 
participate in this emergency meeting.” 


It was Rezil who turned to look at them with a sharp gaze. 


Beniang spoke with a firm expression. 

“We can guarantee their identities.” 

“I’m sorry, but we have to confirm that for ourselves.” 
“Are you saying you don’t trust us?” 


“Maybe they could be insidious, and good enough at 
disguising that they deceive your eyes. | would like to judge 
it for myself.” 
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Although it was said in a roundabout manner, he still meant 
that he couldn’t trust their ability. 


Just as Beniang bit her lip and was about to retort, the 
woman covered by a robe beside her opened her mouth. 


“It seems you’re still suspicious of everything, Rezil 
Wilsemann.” 


“Insolent...!” 


When they heard their Circle Master called by his name in 
such a disrespectful manner, the aura around the members 
of the Strow Necklaces became violent, but Rezil and a few 
other Circle executives froze when they heard the woman’s 
voice. 


“that voice. You can’t be.” 
“Long time no see.” 


The woman pulled back her hood, revealing that it was Nora. 


A few people who saw her face couldn’t help but exclaim in 
shock. 


“No-, Nora?” 
“Why is that woman here?” 
“Who is she?” 


“...Th-, the former Magic Warrior King’s Successor. | heard 
she left the Circle a long time ago...” 


“Why is she with the Trowman Rings?” 
Rezil’s face was stiff as he said. 


“How unexpected. | never expected you to return to the 
Circle.” 


“| didn’t return to the Circle.” 
“Then why are you with the Trowman Rings?” 
Nora answered in her usual, light tone. 


“Because I’m supporting Frey Blake, the Circle Rounder of 
the Trowman Rings.” 


Woosh- 
This remark stirred up the entire hall once again. 


Most of the members there had never even seen Frey Blake, 
but the rumors about him were deafening. 


At an age that defied all logic, he’d managed to reach 7 
stars, and although he received the attention from all three 
of the Three Great Circles, he refused. What’s more, he even 


went into the collapsing Trowman Rings and managed to 
revive them. 


These feats alone had been enough to draw people’s 
attention and curiosity, but now he was receiving the 
support of the former Magic Warrior King’s Successor? 


Rezil’s gaze turned to the other person. 
“then who is the other person.” 


“Stop your sloppy scouting. All of the Circle’s strongest 
forces are currently in this room. Even if this guy was a 
Demigod, he wouldn’t be too much of a threat. You just don’t 
like the fact that you can’t identify someone from the 
Trowman Rings, don’t you?” 


Rezil remained silent because she was right. 


If someone else had said that then he would have found a 
different way to continue pressing them, but the opponent 
this time was Nora. 


She was not someone that Rezil could take lightly. 
Nora sighed when she saw Rezil’s attitude. 


‘,..some time has passed since | left the Circle, but they still 
haven’t changed.’ 


In truth, Nora had come to this meeting with high 
expectations. The Demigods had revealed themselves, and 
destroyed Geotanbul and Talhadun in the process. 


It was a big enough event for even the Circle to feel a bit 
threatened. Therefore, she had the expectation that it would 
naturally cause the Circle to grow closer and more united. 


But that wasn’t the case. 


Even in a situation like this, Rezil seemed to be more 
concerned with keeping the others in check. And it was 
probably the same for the Lucid Swords, who were currently 
sitting quietly at their table. 


“ahem. Shall | continue?” 


At Shepard’s words, Rezil hesitated for a moment before 
eventually nodding. 


“Thank you... the Demigods have been appearing all over 
the continent. And even at this moment, they are repeating 
these acts of indiscriminate destruction. Now, we must 
figure out a way to deal with them.” 


“Isn't it obvious that we just have to go and stop them?” 
It was the red-haired man who spoke up once again. 
Gomez. 


He was the master of the ‘Dijellik Gauntlets’, which was said 
to be the most powerful among the medium and small sized 
circles. 


Shepard was in a quandary. 


He obviously knew the words that Master Rezil wanted him 
to say, but if he did Say it, it was certain that he would 
receive backlash from Gomez. 


Gomez wasn’t someone that Shepard, who was just a Force 
Honor of the Strow Necklaces, could easily handle. 


“That’s not necessarily the answer, Master Gomez.” 
It was Jekid who helped Shepard out this time. 
Gomez's gaze turned to him. 

“What do you mean?” 


“We do not know anything about them. How many of them 
they are, how strong they are, or how long they will keep 
acting in this way. Even if these are things that we can learn 
in time, shouldn’t we at least know why they are doing this 
first?” 


Gomez’s expression became harder than stone as he figured 
out exactly what Jekid was trying to say. 


“...SO we should stay hidden until we figure that out. Is that 
what you’re trying to say?” 


“I believe your words are a bit harsh. I’m just saying we 
should watch how things progress.” 


“Ha! Isn’t that the same thing? You’re really amazing! You 
Saw what happened to Geotanbul and you can still spout 
this bullshit?” 


“It’s best to make a long-term decision. If the Circle’s power 
is reduced any further then things will spiral out of our 
control.” 


“But to just watch innocent people die like this...” 


Jekid sighed deeply. 


“Master Gomez. Don’t you understand? We, the Circle, are 
the only ones on the continent who can do anything against 
the Demigods. The Circle’s defeat means the defeat of all of 
mankind, and the subsequent destruction of the continent. 
How can we move recklessly when the fate of the entire 
continent rests on our shoulders?” 


Rezil nodded at those words. 


“That’s right. The Strow Necklaces agrees with the Lucid 
Swords’ opinion.” 


Gomez's expression became solemn. 
“You guys... are you out of your minds?” 


“We are being logical. Instead, | think you are the one who 
can’t make the right decision.” 


“Two nations perished! Hundreds of thousands of people lost 
their lives, and the damage is sure to expand, but you still 
won’t make a move?” 


“Exactly.” 
Boom! 


Gomez was unable to contain himself and hit the table in 
front of him. The round table made of the finest wood in the 
empire was smashed to bits of pieces as though it was just 
rotten wood, and the drinks and snacks that had been on it 
flew in every direction. 


Gomez, whose face was now red, then shouted. 


“Bullshit! Wasn’t the Circle created to deal with situations 
like this? Every living being on the continent is waiting for 


our help, but you don’t want to move because you haven’t 
figured out their motive? What bullshit is that?” 


“It’s heartbreaking. But we have to endure it. Patience is the 
most important thing in order to achieve our goal.” 


“So even if hundreds of thousands of people die, you will 
still be patient?” 


Rezil responded in a calm voice. 


“Even if millions of people die, we won’t make a move.” 


Chapter 147: Purge(1) 


A heavy silence fell in the room. 


Gomez glared at Rezil with a sharp gaze, to which Rezil 
simply returned a calm, confident look. 


It seemed as if he was asking what else Gomez would do 
besides glaring. 


This standoff continued for a while. 
Crick. 
Then, someone stood up. 


The loud noise caused by the chair scraping against the 
floor pierced the silence of the hall, and it naturally drew the 
eyes of everyone there. 


“| can’t listen to this nonsense any longer.” 


It was the Circle Master of one of the Elven circles, ‘Black 
Tooth’, Reeves. Beside him were Camille and Liamson, to 
whom Frey were well acquainted. 


“Did you summon us here just to tell us this bullshit?” 


“Would you please be polite? Young Black Tooth Chief.” 


When Rezil said that, Reeves let out a cold laugh. 


“Young Chief? Huhu. | never imagine I'd be called young by 
a human.” 


“There is no reason to be respected just because you have 
lived for a long time. This is the reason why the Elves have 
the smallest territory out of all the intelligent races on the 
continent.” 
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Those words made the expressions of the Black Tooth tribe, 
as well as the other Elves sitting in the room, freeze. 


The Elves did not conquer any land because of their 
peaceful temperaments, which disliked acts of destruction. 


It was also inevitable that nature would be destroyed during 
battles. 


Of course, Rezil knew the Elves’ character. He also knew that 
they were not a weak race. 


Nevertheless, he continued his provocations. 
“Do not go overboard, Rezil Wilsemann.” 


“I’m just speaking the truth... aren’t you the one 
overreacting?” 


There were no signs that he intended to take back his words. 


As Rezil continued speaking in a calm, relaxed manner, the 
atmosphere in the room steadily grew colder. 


It wasn’t just the Elves. 


Other circles were also staring at Rezil with hostile gazes, 


In the first place, they couldn’t understand Rezil’s mentality 
of trying to buy more time by sacrificing the continent. 


Then, they realised something was wrong with his previous 
words. 


Gisellan frowned at the situation. 
Rezil Wilsemann was certainly an insidious old man. 


He tried to say that their people were pretending to be 
members of the Circle. 


Then, he antagonised the Dijellik Gauntlets and the Black 
Tooth Tribe. 


While these circles might not have been the Strow 
Necklaces’ opponents, they were still traditional circles with 
a lot of influence. 


Creating a grudge with them was not a wise decision. 


If it was the original Rezil, then he would not have done 
things like this so recklessly. 


‘Is he trying to deepen the conflicts in the Circle?’ 
For what reason? 


He couldn’t understand why he would try to break apart the 
Circle’s power even further in this current state of 
emergency. 


In a situation like this, wasn’t it smarter for them to unite? 


“This is quite disgusting.” 


It was the one beside Nora, who had been silent from the 
beginning, who spoke this time. 


The moment he heard this clear voice, Reeves’ eyebrows 
furrowed. 


The figure then pulled back its hood to reveal Snow. Or to be 
precise, it was ‘Swordna’, who was revealed as Snow was 
wearing Jenki’s Mask. 


Reeves then spoke up in a strange voice. 
“.,.Hiralgard’s Swordna?” 

Snow shrugged at those words. 

“I've left the Hiralgard.” 

“Did you join the Trowman Rings?” 


“That’s not quite right, but it doesn’t matter to me if you 
think so.” 


After saying that, Snow turned to Rezil. 


“I’ve heard your argument, Circle Master Rezil. So you won’t 
make a move until you are completely sure of what the 
Demigods are up to.” 


“Exactly.” 
“Then what if a circle decides to not follow your wishes?” 


“I won't allow it. I’m not sure if we can defeat the Demigods 
with the current power of the Circle. No, to be honest, it 


would be enough to say that it’s impossible. | cannot allow 
even the smallest amount of power to be wasted.” 


Rezil completed his statement without a change in his 
expression. 


“Please understand.” 


Anger finally surfaced on the faces of those who disagreed 
with Rezil’s opinion. 


To be arbitrary to such an extent was no different from being 
a tyrant. 


At that moment, Gisellan vaguely understood Rezil’s 
intentions. 


‘He is deliberately expressing his opinion in a strong 
manner. To see all those who will oppose him.’ 


After being selected, they would either be kicked out of the 
Circle or forced to make a mistake and be punished for it. 


He had a feeling that this was the purpose of this meeting in 
the first place. 


In fact, Rezil and the Strow Necklaces had that much power. 
After all, it was public knowledge that they had a good 
relationship with the Lucid Swords. 
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Knowing that, the others could only make angry expressions, 
but no one dared to speak out anymore. 


Instead, they naturally turned their gazes to another table. 


Circle Master Altan. He was the head of the Phisfounder 
Armlets, the last of the Three Great Circles, and the only one 
who could oppose Rezil’s opinion this time. 


Many people were looking at him with anticipation. 


Altan had a moderate presence in the Circle, advocating 
true neutrality and usually choosing to follow the majority. 


When the other two members of the Three Circles expressed 
their opinions, he rarely went against them. 


That was why Rezil didn’t think much of it this time. 


So when Altan’s gaze turned to Beniang, he frowned 
subconsciously. 


“Beniang, what do you think?” 
Rezil and Jekid furrowed their eyebrows at the same time. 


Was he asking Beniang’s opinion, instead of them, who were 
also masters of the Three Great Circles? 


“Altan, | think you asked the wrong person.” 
Altan replied indifferently without looking at him. 


“| wasn’t mistaken. I’m asking Beniang Argento, the Circle 
Master of the Trowman Rings, for her opinion.” 


“| ” 


Receiving the gazes of everyone in the room, Beniang felt 
her heart sink, but she soon gave her answer regardless. 


“I think we should stop the Demigods.” 
Rezil’s gaze immediately became harsh. 


“Be careful of your words, Master Beniang. Have you 
forgotten the death of your predecessor, Osel?” 


When he said that, Gisellan and Eizek stood up at the same 
time. 


“Master Rezil, you’ve gone too far.” 


“Excuse my words. But it was advice based on good 
intentions.” 


He was a smooth talker. 
Gisellan grit his teeth. 


Rezil had deliberately brought up the subject of Osel, 
knowing that it was still a sore wound for the Trowman 
Rings. 


This was a move to break their composure. 
Beniang was also angry. 


If it had been her old self, she might very well have 
collapsed at that moment. 


“hooo.” 
But she was able to endure it. 


In the past few months, Beniang had come to realise the real 
importance of a Circle Master. And she tried hard to be a 
person deserving of the title. 


Fortunately, there was a role model nearby for her to rely on. 
Frey Blake. 


He was truly a man born to lead. She had felt this from the 
first time she met him, and even now, these thoughts 
remained unchanged. 


If he so wished, she would willingly give up the position of 
Circle Master in an instant as she knew she could never be 
like that. 


After all, she knew herself better than anyone. Beniang was 
sure that she would never be able to reach that level no 
matter how hard she tried or how much experience she 
gained. It just wasn’t possible. 


However, she could at least imitate Frey, 


In this situation. Even when she was at a loss as to how to 
react, she was strangely able to calm down by thinking of 
Frey. 


Then she thought hard. 
How would Frey react in this situation? 


“I appreciate your kind advice, but we will never forget the 
deaths of our predecessors.” 


Rezil frowned at Beniang’s cool voice. 
Beniang then continued. 


“You said you wouldn’t move until you confirmed the 
Demigods’ intentions.” 


“I don’t know how many times I have to repeat that, yes.” 


“Does Master Rezil know why the Circle was founded?” 
There was overt displeasure on Rezil’s face. 
“Why do you ask that? Do you intend to lecture me?” 


“If you are wrong about something, l'Il naturally try to help 
you correct it.” 


When Beniang smiled and said those words, the entire hall 
burst into an uproar. 


Mt ” 


Rezil no longer expressed his feelings. His emotions 
disappeared from his face as if they had been wiped away. 


Then, a middle aged man beside Rezil spoke up. 
“How about being polite? Beniang Argento.” 


It was Simone Kylia, the Circle Rounder for the Strow 
Necklaces. 


Beniang’s attitude seemed to offend him, and his expression 
wasn’t nice. 


“Master Rezil was leading the Circle before you were even 
born. 


“There is no reason to be respected just because you have 
lived for a long time.” 


M ” 


Simone’s expression became filled with anger. 


She had just returned Rezil’s words to him. 


On the other hand, the Elves in the room had cheerful 
expressions on their faces. Altan and the others also looked 
at Beniang with interest. 


Many of them remembered how Beniang was in the past, 
and looking at her now, they couldn’t help but wonder. 


How could someone change so much? 


“That is rude. Having the same position doesn’t mean you 
are equal, Master Beniang.” 


“I’m not wrong, and | don’t think I was being rude.” 


Simone stopped responding and instead simply stared at 
Beniang. 


At first, she thought that it was because he no longer had 
anything to say. 


However, Beniang’s face soon became paler and paler. 


This wasn’t just because of the glaring. 


In fact, Simone was secretly releasing his mana and 
pressuring Beniang with it. 


It was so secretive that even Eizek and Gisellan, who were 
beside her, didn’t notice. Snow and Nora seemed to realise 
what was happening, but they were simply partners. They 
wouldn’t make a move unless it was a direct threat. 
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It was a low-class and disgusting act that was no lower than 
a threat by street thugs. 


Simone would definitely recall his mana if Beniang was to 
reveal his actions now. And he would even be looked down 
upon by the other circles. 


It wouldn’t be hard to do. 


She was under a lot of pressure at that moment, but it was 
still possible to open her mouth. 


But was it really okay to do so? 


As the Circle Master of the Trowman Rings, she couldn’t even 
withstand the pressure of a Circle Rounder, yet she dared to 
reveal it? 


Maybe that was exactly what Simone wanted. 


He would certainly be looked down upon, but Beniang’s 
Trowman Rings would also lose prestige. 


It had changed and revived, but it still fell short of the Three 
Great Circles. 


For the Trowman Rings, who were trying to make a 
resurgence, such a perception would be a shackle. 


Beniang grit her teeth. 

It was absolutely unacceptable. 
Above all, she had regained her pride. 
‘Endure.’ 

Endure, Beniang. 


She could withstand at least this much pressure. 


Her opponent was not even a Circle Master. No matter how 
powerful the Three Great Circles were, she couldn’t let 
herself fall short of a Circle Rounder. 


She would not allow it. 
Beniang didn’t let herself succumb to the pressure. 


The fact that she was even able to withstand this pressure 
was shocking in itself. 


This baffled Simone. 


He was one of the five 8 star Wizards in the entire Circle. So 
for Beniang to withstand his pressure to this extent meant 
that she had reached at least 7 stars. 


‘Should | press more?’ 
It wasn’t difficult, but he might’ve gotten caught. 


The time the two of them were staring at each other was 
getting longer, so someone might’ve questioned it. 


‘Kuk.’ 
But he couldn’t back down like this. 


He’d received Rezil’s instructions, so he couldn’t back down 
even if he wanted to. 


Just as Simone was about to raise his mana higher. 


“This rudeness of yours.” 


It was the voice of a man sitting in a corner that no one had 
paid attention to. 


It was only after this person spoke that everyone realised his 
existence. Including the people sitting close to him. 


This was strange. 


The tables were all sorted according to circle, so if someone 
was sitting alone, he would naturally stand out. 


Nevertheless, no one had noticed a thing until he spoke. 


This person was a young man with dirty blonde hair and 
brown eyes. And although he had no distinctive features, 
there were still people in the hall who recognised his face. 


These people were Snow, some of the Elves and Eizek. 
“Who are you?” 


“Such a shame. You can’t even recognize the man you’ve 
been looking for.” 


“What does that mean?” 
The young man’s eyes became cold. 


“Firstly, | will return the rudeness you showed to Master 
Beniang.” 


As he let out those words, Simone directly collapsed in his 
seat. 


“Ro-, Rounder Simone!” 


“What the hell...?!” 


“Ah... ah...” 


Simone couldn’t even answer. He could only widen his eyes 
in horror. 


Eizek gulped. 
He was certain. 
This was the face of Cain Rixton. 


How could he not know? After all, he was the one who gave 
this fake identity to Frey! 


“Rounder Frey!” 
Frey released his illusion. 


Several Wizards took deep breaths when his face was 
revealed. 


All of them were great Wizards and Archmages on the 
continent, but none of them had been able to see through 
the illusion. 


It was the same for Rezil. 


“| heard everything already. It was quite interesting. There 
are many things that | want to say, but before that... you.” 


Rezil didn’t think that Frey was referring to him at that 
moment. The reason he didn’t think so, despite the fact that 
Frey was looking right at him, was because no one had the 
audacity to call him ‘you’ in decades. 


But the following words were even more shocking. 


“You don’t deserve the title of ‘Strow Necklaces’ Circle 
Master’. Why don’t you step down from that position?” 
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Elliah sighed. 


She had met various people and experienced countless 
situations over the years. But Frey was the first human to 
ever make her so curious. 


In the first place, it was incredibly strange that he knew how 
to reach 9 stars. After all, it wasn’t something that could be 
explained in a book. 


It was something that could only be obtained through 
countless attempts of trial and error, incredible suffering and 
luck. 


But she didn’t think too deeply about it. 


After all, humans were one of the most populous species on 
the entire continent. So it was entirely possible for him to be 
a rare genius that was likely to be born every few thousands 
of years. 


However, when she remembered the fight, she couldn’t help 
but wonder. 


After all, experience wasn’t something that one could gain 
with talent. 


‘This guy... when he gets to 9 stars, Lord will face some 
trouble.’ 


Even Elliah, who rarely gave high evaluations, couldn’t help 
but think so. 


Except for Lord, the Apocalypses and herself, all the 
Demigods would surely get beaten up by Frey. 


‘Of course, it'll be difficult on his own...’ 

In a sense, that part was even more difficult than magic. 
Nevertheless, that guy turned out to be really popular. 
Elliah couldn’t help but think about the talents beside him. 
The Elf Knight, the Magic Warrior and the Archlich. 


They were all people with distinct personalities. More than 
that, they were beings who could be called the peak of all 
mortals. 


However, these three didn’t seem to have any real 
connection to each other. And it was a well-known fact that 
powerful individuals would not easily work under someone 
else. 


They needed something that would bind them together. And 
Elliah knew exactly what that thing was. 


‘But | don’t understand where all that rage comes from.’ 


The anger that Frey had towards the Demigods was so deep 
and dark that even Elliah was unable to properly measure it. 


After all, most mortal races didn’t even have a lifespan 
surpassing 100 years. 


“Riki.” 
What was this man’s identity? 


And just how was he able to reach 9 stars in a single day? 


x KO 


Everyone froze. 
That was the only way to properly describe it. 


Even those who didn’t understand the true strength of Rezil 
and the Strow Necklaces were looking at Frey in shock. 


It was the same for the Trowman Rings and Beniang, who 
had just been helped. 


No matter how talented Frey was, what he’d said had gone 
too far. 


Rezil was the master of one of the Three Great Circles, and 
even the masters of the other two circles would not be able 
to remove him. 


But the Circle Rounder of the Trowman Rings, which had 
only just started flapping its wings again, had asked such a 
disrespectful question. 


‘F-, Frey.’ 


Beniang stared at Frey with trembling eyes, but he didn’t 
turn to look at her. 


Even at that moment, as he faced Rezil, cold anger was 
raging in his heart. 


The Strow Necklaces. The organisation under the name of 
his friend had no intention carrying on Schweiser’s will. 


Instead, this Rezil guy was taking advantage of Schweiser’s 
name. 


This fact disgusted Frey beyond comparison. He even felt 
like throwing up at that moment. 


Among his friends, the most self-righteous and 
straightforward one had always been Schweiser. 


And now, a sick person like this claimed to be his successor. 
‘I’m not a good person.’ 
The Trowman Rings. 


Thinking about all those people who were upright and 
sincere, Frey couldn’t help but grit his teeth. 


Originally, they were more suited to carry on Schweiser’s will 
than his own will. 


‘Lukas Trowman’ was definitely not as good of a person as 
they believed him to be. 


“Huht.” 
Rezil smiled. 


It only took him a moment to take control of his mind and 
body. 


Then, he calmly opened his mouth. 


“You asked for my qualifications. I'd like to reverse that 
question, Rounder Frey. Do you deserve it?” 


Of course he did. 


It was Sheryl, not Frey, who almost got up and shouted at 
the absurdity of his question. 


She was the only one there who knew Frey’s true identity. 


Altan, Snow and Nora. There were a few who knew of Frey’s 
strength, but Sheryl was the only one who knew who he 
truly was. 


So she couldn’t understand what this crazy guy was talking 
about. 


‘Rezil Wilsemann! Do you dare to actually compare your 
qualifications?’ 


The Great Mage, Lukas Trowman! 


None other than the Great Mage, Lukas Trowman! The 
greatest Wizard in history! The man who laid the foundation 
and developed the basics for Magical Science! The 
Demigods’ fiercest rival and a mythical being from the ‘Era 
of Light’ who led the great team of heroes! 


If he didn’t deserve it, who did? 


Sheryl immediately wanted to share Frey’s true identity to 
these ignorant beings, but she couldn't. 


And there was only one reason. 
Frey was keeping her mouth closed. 
Frey didn’t say anything. 

Rezil furrowed his eyebrows. 


He thought he would say something again, but this was 
even more disrespectful. 


It was clear that this man knew well how to impact the will of 
a Skilled Archmage. 


“Right. Since you won’t answer. Then it can’t be helped.” 
Rezil acted with a slightly impulsive attitude. 


He slowly raised his hand to his chest with his palm facing 
upward. 


Motion Magic. 


Then, dozens of spells appeared behind Rezil’s back. They 
were literally ‘dozens of spells’. 


This didn’t mean dozens of manifestations of a single spell. 
Instead, dozens of different spells were cast at the same 
time. Without chanting a spell or saying a single word! 


The Wizards in the room found it hard to believe their eyes. 


This was no longer on the level of double or triple casting. 
Literally, every spell was on a different level. 


And the power? 


Each of these spells was at least 6 stars. And since Rezil was 
the caster, it was quite possible that each of these spells was 
twice as strong as usual. 


“Cr-, crazy! Master Rezil! Are you trying to erase this 
mansion?!” 


Gomez shouted in an urgent voice. 


With that much magic power, not to mention the mansion, 
even half of the Jun family’s land would be wiped out. 


However, the Wizards present didn’t make a fuss. 


Rezil was a 9 star Wizard. For him, concentrating his power 
on a single point would be easier than flipping his palm. 


This would also increase the power of the spells. 
‘Now. How are you going to stop this?’ 
Rezil glared at Frey. 


One might say that he was going overboard, but he had a 
good reason. First of all, it was Frey who had been rude and 
disrespectful. 


Therefore, Rezil had the right to vent his anger. 
Dozens of spells were aimed at Frey. 


If he was lucky, then he would only lose a few limbs. But that 
was fine too. 


Rezil felt that it would be even better to see him crawl 
helplessly on the floor. 


Then Frey lifted his finger. 

Rezil almost laughed at the action. 
Motion Magic? 

Was he feeling self-conscious? 

It seemed he had some pride after all. 


Rezil was about to laugh. But suddenly, his expression 
hardened instead as he felt chills run down his spine. 


This was something he hadn't felt since he’d reached 9 
Stars. 


Emotion? No. This was a primal instinct. 
Frey straightened his index finger. 


It was a gentle and graceful movement, similar to the first 
stroke of a master calligrapher using the finest brush. 


‘Huh?’ 
And after that, time seemed to slow down. 


It was a strange sensation, as if that single moment had 
been stretched out. And the ‘moment of the moment’ 
seemed as though it had been sucked into a black hole in 
space. 


No. Was it the space that was getting sucked in? Or was it 
him? 


“So you're half, too.” 


Following the sound of an indifferent voice, a dark red light 
fluttered once. Sound disappeared. And no one could hear, 
as though everyone’s eardrums had been destroyed. 


Ml ” 


The first one to realise was Rezil, who had cold sweat 
running down his face. 


‘What... a stupid thing to do...’ 
He could tell without looking back. 


The dozens of spells behind him had already disappeared. 


They had completely disappeared. 


Just like a wave crashing against a rock would shatter, the 
red light from Frey’s finger had completely erased Rezil’s 
magic. 


‘What the hell did he just do?’ 
Did he use a Spell? 


He could feel the reverberation of the mana, but he couldn’t 
tell just what Frey had done. 


“You won't see the peak.” 
Frey’s voice came again. 


Rezil could no longer maintain his composure. His face 
distorted like a ghost. 


“Who are you to say that?” 


When those in the room heard this rough voice as if the 
speaker had swallowed sand, they couldn’t help but flinch. 


They looked at Rezil in shock. 


Rezil Wilsemann, a man who was known to never lose his 
composure, was actually showing agitation at Frey’s words. 


“In order to reach the peak, you need to have a firm 
foundation, an unwavering mindset to follow the same path 
no matter what happens. Beit the Magical Path or the Martial 
Arts Path.” 
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Unbearable humiliation covered the face of Rezil, who had 
been speechless for a while. 


“Are you lecturing me...?” 


“Although it’s only half, it can already be considered a 
miracle that you manage to take a step towards the peak. 
However, no matter how hard you try, no matter how much 
you struggle, no matter how long you wait, you will never be 
able to take that final step.” 


Rezil could no longer refute it. 
He couldn’t even open his mouth anymore. 
He could feel it. Even in just his voice. 


This man standing in front of him was like a vast sea. He was 
standing on the landscape that Rezil longed to reach but 
could never see. 


He had already reached his ‘end’. 
He returned to his senses. 
“Kuh...” 

Thump. 

Rezil collapsed. 


The Circle Master of the Strow Necklaces, Rezil Wilsemann, a 
highly praised 9 star Wizard, collapsed. 


ʻI can’t believe it, | don’t...’ 


The surge of uncontrollable jealousy could not be hidden 
from Rezil’s gaze. 


This little shit had reached a higher level than him? 
Could he have actually reached 9 stars? 

‘This reality... how could | accept it...?!’ 

Rezil’s eyes became bloodshot. 

He was running mad. 


The so-called ‘tranquil heart and mind’ of an Archmage 
disappeared without a trace. 


Instead, intense emotions filled his entire being. 
Frey narrowed his eyes. 
‘Is it jealousy?’ 


This intense feeling that Rezil was releasing. It was the 
source that he’d used to dip his toes into the 9 stars level. 


‘Kuku...’ 
Rezil was on the verge of madness. 
He’d felt this feeling before. 


Rezil Wilsemann’s brother, Cairo Wilsemann, the former 
Circle Master. The jealousy in his heart was many times 
darker than that time. 


But. 


He could bear it. He was resilient; he would rule. 
Because he would be the one to win in the end. 
Same with Cairo. 


Frey’s appearance was unexpected, but it removed the 
hesitation he had before. 


Rezil got up and said in a hoarse voice. 
“Why did you come to this meeting?” 
“To fix things.” 

“do that yourself.” 


With those words, Rezil returned to his seat and sat down 
quietly. 


The man who had been leading the meeting so far now 
looked incredibly haggard and humble. 


The only good thing was that no one else in the meeting was 
paying attention to him at that moment. 


There wasn’t even the sound of clothes rustling. 
Frey walked to the center of the hall with a calm gait. 


Shepard subconsciously backed away, giving up his spot as 
the host. 


Frey stopped and looked around. 


He could feel everyone’s gazes on him. He could feel the 
gazes of all those who struggled and sacrificed for the Circle. 


The Circle. 
He still had vivid memories of that time. 
How happy he’d felt when he learned of its existence. 


But the more he got to know it, the more disappointed he 
became. 


He didn’t want to. This wasn’t what he wanted at all. 
Frey wanted them to live up to his expectations. 


He hoped that the crazy will that Lukas Trowman and his 
friends had in the old days had been revived and matured. 


But 4,000 years was long. It was too long. 
It was enough time for that will to change. 
So he had to check. 


He was going to do what should have been done much 
earlier. 


“| would like to know.” 


He wanted to ask them a mountain of questions, but there 
was only one simple question that filled Frey’s mind at that 
moment. 


“Why did you join the Circle?” 


To beat the Demigods, the Circle had to be completely 
united. There could no longer be such dispersed power. 


If they couldn’t unite, they couldn’t win. 
It wasn’t easy. 
And Frey didn’t believe he would be able to keep everything. 


That was why his decision to cut off the rotten parts 
remained unchanged. To make a perfect sphere, it was 
necessary to grind off the rough edges. 


... The Circle created in this way would then be perfectly 
round and beautiful. 


With one Circle, surely, they would finally be able to pose a 
threat to even the gods. 


Chapter 149: Purge(3) 


There was no answer, but Frey wasn’t impatient. 
The silence didn’t even make him feel Uncomfortable. 


After all, his question wasn’t easy to answer, and because 
he’d just defeated Rezil, the atmosphere in the room was 
very heavy. 


Nevertheless, he wanted them to think deeply about this 
topic at least once. 


“Rezil Wilsemann said the only thing that can stop the 
Demigods on this continent is the Circle. So the survival of 
the Circle is paramount, and we can’t afford to lose even a 
small amount of power.” 


Even though his name was called, there was no response 
from Rezil. He simply stared at Frey with an unreadable 
expression on his face. 


“He wrapped it up in a very reasonable way. Right. It didn’t 
sound foolish at all.” 


Rezil didn’t know about the existence of Paragon. 


And even if he did know, he didn’t know that its power was 
equal to or even greater than that of the Circle. 


This was why he believed only the Circle could do something 
about the Demigods. 


“In short, he is insisting that we survive till the end. The 
context is a bit different, but he’s basically saying that by 
surviving, we would win.” 
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Rezil’s eyebrows twitched. 


“But that would just be limited to a personal victory. Can we 
say we won if half of the continent is killed? The Circle 
survived, and the Demigods showed their power, so could it 
be said that our chances of winning increased?” 


Several of the members’ faces changed when he said those 
words. 


Then, someone raised her hand. 
It was Simone. 


She was still breathing heavily with a pale face, but she 
seemed to be in a much better condition than before. (TL: 
Yes, Simone is female, | will explain at the bottom so as to 
not affect your reading) 


“Half the population? Is Rounder Frey suggesting that they 
would carry out a massacre of that scale? | don’t have any 
intention of defending them, but they’re not indiscriminate 
slaughterers. We might not understand them, but they 
definitely move in accordance to the principles of thought.” 


“You are making contradictory claims. If they’re not 
slaughterers, then do you know why they destroyed 
Geotanbul and Talhadun?” 


Simone hesitated for a moment before responding. 


“it could be a simple warning. A threat to the Circle in 
order to encourage submission...” 


“Then l'Il change my question. Do you understand the 
principles of the Demigods’ actions, who might have 
destroyed a country and a city as a warning?” 


Frey looked at her with a cold face. 


“The Demigods act on principles that we don’t understand. 
That is why they’re so dangerous. We don’t dare to 
understand them, but from a mortal’s perspective, the 
Demigods are nothing but a group of slaughterers.” 


Frey spoke with a clear tone. 


The Demigods and the other races living on the continent 
could not understand each other. 


Like mana and divine power, they could never be mixed. 


Nevertheless, Simone’s dissatisfied expression didn’t go 
away. 


Frey looked at her and said. 


“You don’t seem convinced. Fine. Then show me how solid 
your thoughts are.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“There should be circles from Geotanbul and Silkid here, 
right?” 


“here.” 


“Here too.” 


Some raised their hands. 


They looked incredibly depressed, with dark rings around 
their eyes and a dismal aura surrounding their bodies. 


They seemed very listless since their homes had been 
destroyed. 


Simone was quite shocked as well. 
Because their hostile gazes were all locked onto her. 


“Simone Kylia. Can you look them in the eyes and say those 
words again? That the Demigods aren’t slaughterers?” 


Simone couldn’t open her mouth. 
Frey looked at her. 


He had expected the Strow Necklaces to be rotten, but he 
never would have expected them to stoop so low. 


“Don’t be afraid. We can win. Demigods aren’t absolute 
beings. Isn’t the reason they call themselves ‘Demigods’ 
because they know this fact, too? Our enemy has appeared 
from the dark. So we should make our move, too. War is 
inevitable.” 


War. 


Someone from the Phisfounder Armlets couldn’t help but 
gulp at those words. 


“A-, are you saying that we're going to have an all-out war 
against the Demigods?” 


“That’s right.” 


Everyone sucked in a cold breath at Frey’s resolute words. 


The Trowman Rings’ members, including Beniang, were all 
incredibly shocked. 


‘That doesn’t sound like Frey...’ 

She felt a little strange, but she couldn’t tell why. 
“Are you afraid of fighting?” 

“Th-, that...” 

“No.” 

It was Altan. 

He had an interesting look on his face as he said. 


“The Phisfounder Armlets will unconditionally follow Frey 
Blake’s will.” 


“What?” 


This was the first time that Altan, who had always remained 
neutral, had ever picked a side. 


His sudden remark shook everyone in the room once again. 
Rezil swallowed his shock. 


He was certain that Frey had already recruited the 
Phisfounder Armlets even before the meeting began. 


‘What a meticulous man.’ 


He must have planned to hide in the hall from the start. 


First, he waited and observed how the meeting was going. 
Then, when Rezil took control, he appeared. 


He aimed for the moment when the attention of everyone in 
the hall had been concentrated on one place. 


And by overwhelming Rezil, he was able to bring that 
attention under his control. 


In the end, everyone in the room had no choice but to focus 
all of their attention onto Frey’s every move. 


If he had appeared with the Trowman Rings, he definitely 
wouldn’t have been able to gather this much attention. 


Moreover, those who had agreed to cooperate with Frey 
could not be looked down upon. 


Nora, the former Magic Warrior King’s Successor. 


Swordna of the Hiralgard, who had the absolute support of 
all Elves. 


Not to mention the Phisfounder Armlets, one of the Three 
Great Circles. 


“We will not accept it.” 

Rezil was forced to open his mouth at the end. 
He looked at Frey with a burning gaze. 

Frey looked him in the eyes and said. 

“You won't fight the Demigods?” 


“That’s right. The Strow Necklaces will not move until we 
fully grasp the Demigods’ intentions and abilities.” 


“Right. You said even if millions died, you wouldn’t move.” 


Frey nodded with an expressionless face. Then, he turned his 
gaze to the Lucid Swords. 


“How about you? Will you obey Rezil’s will?” 


a ” 
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...we 
Jekid glanced at Rezil before saying. 

“will follow the will of the Strow Necklaces.” 
That was better. 

That saved them from the worst. 


The atmosphere had been overturned by Frey, and the 
Phisfounder Armlets had gone over to his side. 


But now that two of the Three Great Circles had announced 
that they wouldn’t participate, he couldn’t act arbitrarily. 


l ” 


Rezil saw disappointment spread across Frey’s face. It 
quickly disappeared, but he was certain that he saw it. 


That face made him believe that things weren’t going the 
way Frey had hoped. 


Rezil decided to be content with that. 
x KO 
The meeting ended shortly after that. 


Of course, the emergency meeting wasn’t over. 


After all, it wasn’t a matter that could be easily concluded in 
a day or two. 


The meeting wouldn’t end until proper countermeasures 
were decided. 


For the time being, the Circle members would continue to 
stay in the Jun family residence. 


When he returned to his room, Rezil couldn’t help but grit 
his teeth. 


‘It was supposed to be an easy meeting to lead.’ 
He closed his eyes and went over everything that happened. 


Since joining hands with the Lucid Swords, the Circle had 
been as good as being in the palm of his hand. He could 
lead however he wanted, and he could get rid of the 
troublesome members as he pleased. 


He had no doubt that it would be the same that day. But the 
appearance of one man changed everything. 


Frey Blake. 
‘From today, the Circle will be split into two factions.’ 
Perhaps everyone who had been in attendance felt this too. 


After the confrontation between Frey and Rezil, they would 
forever be incompatible. 


It was far from Rezil’s intentions. 


He screened the opposing parties, and then, he tried to 
forcefully absorb them. It was a coercive method, but he did 
it in order to make the Circle become ‘one’. 


But Frey was different. 
Somehow, he’d polarised the Circle’s way of thinking. 
Why would he do that? 


Wasn't it suicidal to want to fight the Demigods with a 
divided Circle? 


He was definitely not a foolish man who wouldn’t even know 
something so simple. 


[This is war.] 

That’s what Frey’d said. 

Rezil slammed his hand on the desk. 
“War? War?!” 


It was an unusually radical decision, but he didn’t even 
seem to be aware of it. 


“How could he dare to say such a word?! The higher the 
level, the more clearer you'd feel it.” 


Those on Earth might not have known just how far past the 
clouds the sun was. 


But as you got closer to it, you would certainly feel it. 


It was a gap that couldn’t be narrowed even if one traveled 
for a lifetime. 


The Demigods were like the sun, and the higher a person 
reached, the more clearly one would realise this fact. 


One would realise the Demigods’ overwhelming presence. 


At the same time, a single conclusion would be reached. 
“We can’t win.” 

Humans would never be able to defeat the Demigods. 
Why couldn’t he accept the simple truth? 

Circle? 

The power that fights against the Demigods in the dark? 
Protectors of the continent? 

“Bullshit!” 

It was all bullshit! 


What could the Circle do when they couldn’t even beat a 
Demigod? 


They would only be able to survive if they got a bit of 
recognition. It would be enough even if they only moved 
from ‘beings that are easy to kill’ to ‘beings that are slightly 
annoying to kill’. 


At that time, perhaps the continent would be able to enter 
an unprecedented era of peace and prosperity. At least, all 
the petty fighting and war would disappear. 


Different races and countries would no longer have to fight 
against each other. 


It would literally be a paradise, a utopia. 
Why couldn’t he understand this? 


“It can’t be helped.” 


The choices had all disappeared due to Frey’s appearance. 


The Circle would probably bare its fangs towards the 
Demigods and be defeated. 


And he had no intention of joining its mass suicide. 
Rezil’s expression became frozen, and his heart stilled. 


He called Simone into the room, and after he told her what 
he had to, she left. 


x KO 


A group of people stood in the backyard of the Jun family 
residence. 


Rezil realised that all of the core members of the Strow 
Necklaces, as well as many executives of other small and 
medium circles who promised to cooperate with him, had 
come. 


There were quite a few of them, at least forty. Each of them 
was either an Archmage, a First Class Warrior or a Master 
Class Knight. 


Rezil opened his mouth. 
“We will be leaving the Circle today.” 
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This had already been discussed beforehand, so everyone 
nodded without panic. There were some executives who 
weren’t completely convinced, but they still decided to join 
Rezil’s group. 


One of these executives asked. 


“Where are we going?” 
“To where Lord is.” 


“By Lord... do you mean the Demigods’ Lord...? D-, do you 
have a connection to him?” 


“Exactly. He will accept us.” 

It was unavoidable. 

Originally, he wanted to walk a bit closer to him. 

He should have showcased more of the Circle’s power. 


That way, the other side would have accepted his surrender 
more eagerly. Even Lord wouldn’t want to participate in 
troublesome and drawn out battles, so he would be useful. 


Still, it couldn’t be helped. 
Because saving his own life took priority at that moment. 


Frey Blake would soon launch an all-out war against the 
Demigods. If he surrendered after that, there was no 
guarantee whether Lord would accept it or not. 


Rather, he might be wary of him, or even worse, he might 
torture him for information before killing him. 


Luckily, Rezil knew a lot of information that Lord would find 
useful. 


“Today, we will be leaving this place. And we will abandon 
our circles’ names as well.” 


“You mean we can’t use the Strow Necklaces’ name 
anymore?” 


“Right.” 

“What if the Demigods give us a coercive command?” 
“We'll follow it.” 

“Any order?” 

“That’s right.” 

Rezil frowned. 

What was going on? That was quite an unseemly question. 


He had already discussed most of what was happening with 
those gathered here. There was no way someone would ask 
such a silly question unless they wanted to tease him. 


But when he turned and saw the speaker was wearing a 
hooded robe. 


Rezil felt a chill. 


It was as though a cold ice spike had been rubbed against 
his spine. 


The atmosphere cooled down as well, and no one else in the 
group spoke up, perhaps feeling the coldness. 


He opened his mouth. 
“I thought so.” 


The man then took off his hood, and when Rezil finally saw 
his exposed face, his expression froze. 


“Frey Blake.” 


“I hoped my prediction wouldn’t be right. Truly. But you guys 
still ended up crossing the line.” 


Prediction. 
It was expected? 


Was that the reason for Frey’s disappointed expression at 
the end? 


Rezil spoke with a hard look. 

“Right. You didn’t trust me from the start.” 
“No. But I tried to trust you.” 

Krrr. 


The ground started shaking, and the atmosphere seemed to 
shake with it. 


The faces of those nearby paled considerably. 


Mana rose up from Frey’s body. Just that alone was enough 
to blow their minds. 


“Rezil Wilsemann, if you had been willing to give up your 
position, | would have changed my mind a little. The things 
you've done so far weren’t extreme enough to be completely 
unforgivable. After all, it was only your narrowmindedness 
that caused this to happen.” 


At that moment, Rezil realised that he had no intention of 
Sparing them. 


His mana erupted as he looked at Frey with cold eyes. 


“I admit that you are very strong. But you were too arrogant 
to come here alone.” 


“When did | say | was alone?” 
Shuk. 
A group appeared around Frey. 


Seeing their faces, Rezil’s expression became as hard as 
stone. 


Deep down in Frey’s heart, he couldn’t help but sigh. 


He had sincerely hoped they wouldn’t resort to betrayal. He 
had expected Rezil to have at least a single shred of human 
dignity left. 


Even though he was only halfway there, he was still 
considered a 9 star Wizard, someone who walked the path of 
Magical Science. 


Moreover, he had the true last name of Strow. 
But it seemed his expectations were for naught. 


Frey closed his eyes, and when he reopened them, there was 
no longer any hesitation. 


Frey spoke in a low voice. 


“Purge.” 


Chapter 150: Purge(4) 


Snow, Nora, Sheryl. 


Those were the ones Frey brought with him. In order to move 
secretly, only a few persons could’ve joined him. 


Naturally, Frey could have brought more people, but there 
were two reasons why he only brought these three. 


Their individual strength, and their sword-like coldness. 


At least, the three of them had mindsets that would allow 
them to not let any of these people keep their lives. 


That was why he chose them. 
“I can’t understand.” 


Snow muttered with an unusually solemn expression on her 
face. 


These were all senior members of the Circle. 


It wasn’t just the Strow Necklaces. There weren’t only 
members of the Three Great Circles there either. There were 
also Elves from the Hiralgard in the group. 


Snow looked at an Elf with cold eyes. 


She couldn’t believe there would be such degenerates in her 
race. 


“Do you know what you’re about to do?” 


“Ku-, kuk.” 
Unable to answer, the Elf stepped back. 
Right. They couldn’t know. 


There was no way they would do something so crazy if they 
knew. 


Passing key information about the Circle to the Demigods 
was no different from trying to completely destroy the Circle. 


After all, the biggest reason why the Circle was able to 
survive for so long was because of secrecy. 


They had no way to win an all-out war, so they hid 
themselves thoroughly. 


In the case of the Three Great Circles, they had dozens of 
hideouts scattered across the entire continent, and their key 
executives, including their Circle Masters and Rounders, 
never stayed in one location for too long. 


But Rezil Wilsemann definitely knew most of the key 
information about the Three Great Circles. Things like the 
locations of their hideouts or the usual paths and patterns of 
the travelling executives. 


If all of that information was handed over, the Circle’s power 
would cut by at least half. 


Sheryl’s anger was as pronounced as Snow’s. 


Especially after she saw the faces of the many Phisfounder 
Armlets’ executives in the group. 


“Right. Completely rotten.” 


Sheryl knew the corruption in the Circle better than anyone. 
After all, she was one of the members who had been in the 
Circle for the longest. 


The meaning of the group had completely changed from 
what had been decided at its founding, and instead, the 
group had become disgusting, like a rotting abscess. 


The deterioration had been happening even before she 
joined. At that time, she turned her eyes away because she 
didn’t have the power nor influence in the Circle to do 
anything about it. 


Later, she told herself that the corruption had been going on 
for too long and it was already too late to fix it. 


It was really late. 


At that point, it had reached a stage where she could do 
nothing about it even if she knew it was happening. 


She also didn’t have the confidence to challenge it. 
So she averted her eyes. 

In the end it was meaningless. 

“It was too late.” 

She was late, too late. 


But... now she had a chance to make it right. 


Frey and Rezil didn’t move, simply facing each other, yet 
cold sweat dropped from Rezil’s chin. 


He realised at that moment. 


Just the ripple of mana fluctuating around Frey was enough 
for him to know. 


ʻI can’t win.’ 


This man had truly reached 9 stars, which was considered a 
mythical stage for all Wizards. It was completely different 
from a half like him. 


He had taken the other step. 


And that single step was all it took to put them on 
completely different levels. 


He finally knew what that red light Frey had shot out before 
was. 


“Was that the real power of Absolute?” 
Frey nodded. 
“It’s not just the ability to create your own field.” 


“huhu. Any power that is rooted in mana would instantly 
become useless. It’s no different from an absolute death 
sentence.” 


The manipulation of external mana was something that 
could only be done by those 8 stars and higher. 


Absolute field could only be used by those who reached 9 
Stars. 


The next stage was the dark red light Frey had shown. 


It condensed the absolute space and projected it as an 
energy body. 


It sounded simple when put in words, but Rezil couldn’t 
even imagine how to use his power in that way. 


No. He wouldn’t be able to do it even if he knew how to. 


“you said the Demigods weren’t absolute. That’s right. In 
fact, there have been many instances of defeating Demigods 
in the Circle’s history.” 
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“But there /s one truly absolute being.” 


Frey immediately knew who he was talking about, so he 
simply said the name. 


“Lord.” 


“I always thought my older brother was an unrivaled genius 
in Magical Science. | didn’t think another such genius would 
appear in the next few hundreds of years, but you 
completely outstrip my brother when it comes to talent. So | 
want to ask. Be honest. Are you confident you could beat 
Lord?” 


Frey couldn’t answer readily. 


“As long as you’re a Wizard, it’s impossible to beat Lord. Do 
you know what | mean? The gap between a normal human 
and a Demigod, is the same gap that exists between the 


Demigods and Lord. If he made up his mind, this continent 
would have been destroyed by now.” 


There were very few people in the Circle who knew Lord’s 
true power. And those who knew, kept a strict silence, not 
daring to reveal it. 


Because the others would definitely lose their will to 
confront him, and would instead feel helpless. 


So Lord’s power was kept confidential. 
Rezil chuckled slightly and said. 


“So I’m afraid. What if Lord no longer feels like there is any 
hope for us? What can we do if he decides to destroy the 
seeds of life on the continent?” 


“So you're saying you’d rather be a slave? Since humans are 
useful, are you going to beg for your life and hope he feels 
compassionate?” 


“What the hell is wrong with that?!” 
Rezil roared like a lion. 
He glared at Frey with bloodshot eyes. 


“Is it wrong to beg for your life? Why is it so strange to be 
afraid of death... Why can’t neither you nor my brother 
understand such a simple thing? One thing. You just need to 
throw away one thing...” 


Frey knew what he meant. 
“Pride. What do you call someone who abandons that?” 


Frey’s voice also became heated. 


He finally knew what Rezil was thinking. 
Right. In all honesty, he understood. 


He understood that such an extreme conclusion could only 
come after facing incredible hardships. 


It was the same in the old days. 


There were those who bowed their heads to the Demigods 
and went under them. 


After all, they were incredibly terrifying. 


The Demigods’ strength was not something that mortals 
could compare to. 


During the battle with the Circle in the past, Nozdog 
probably didn’t give his all. After all, he knew how valuable 
the Apocalypses were to Lord. He didn’t want Lord to be 
upset because of his death at the hands of the will of the 
world. 


But Frey still couldn’t understand. 


“Livestock. Don’t you understand? You would become 
livestock. You would slowly be tamed while eating their feed, 
and in the end, you would lose the right to have thoughts of 
your own. Is that what you want?” 


“you... can only say that because you’ve never met him.” 


What Rezil meant was that he was simply creating a 
delusion. 


“| know... all about Lord.” 


“What?” 


“Because | fought him. | fought and lost. | know his 
overwhelming power better than anyone else on this 
continent.” 


Rezil’s eyes shook violently. 

He looked at Frey with a confused expression. 
“Who... who the hell are you?” 

Frey was silent for a moment before saying. 
“Lukas.” 


Rezil’s eyes grew as large as balls. He could barely keep his 
mouth closed as he stared at Frey with disbelieving eyes. 


“What... are you talking about? But... he... “ 


“I went missing. It was the price for fighting Lord and losing. 
| was locked away for 4,000 years in a place with nothing 
but my soul. It was only because of a fortunate accident that 
| was able to keep the ability to think. | wondered how I'd 
get out of there and what I'd do after.” 


What the hell was he talking about? 
Lukas? Did he say Lukas? 
‘Is this guy calling himself Lukas Trowman?’ 


Not even the most arrogant Wizard in history had ever 
claimed to be the Great Mage himself. After all, the deeper 
one dived into Magical Science, the more they would feel it. 


Lukas Trowman’s work. How amazing he really was. And just 
how great his contributions to Magical Science were. 


But now this guy was claiming to be none other than the 
Great Mage, Lukas Trowman? 


‘Ah.’ 


At that moment, Rezil felt as though a hammer had hit him 
in the back of the head. 


The attitude Frey had shown, the reason he asked him about 
his qualifications, and the anger he’d shown at that time. 


And the way he'd been able to reach 9 stars at such a young 
age. 


The scattered dots suddenly began to align. 
Right. 

It might actually be real. 

“Ha... haha.” 

4,000 years. 

He endured for all those years? 

With just a human mind? 

He didn’t give up? 

“How... how is that possible?” 


Rezil stepped back. 


He no longer showed any anger, instead, it was replaced 
with shock. 


“How the hell...” 


Rezil stepped back again before tripping on something and 
falling on his buttocks. 


What did he trip on? 

“nH” 

It was a corpse. Simone’s corpse. 
Had she come on her own? 


No. This was the body of the Circle Rounder of the Strow 
Necklaces who had been influenced by him. 


Rezil looked up at Frey. 
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He was made aware of the Demigods’ existence. 
He learned magic. 

His talent was recognized. 

He entered the Circle. 

Then he got a teacher. 

The Circle Master before his elder brother, Cairo. 


His teacher was a 9 star Wizard. 


Rezil was no longer afraid of the Demigods because of his 
teacher. The strength of his teacher and the Strow 
Necklaces. 


He thought that they would be able to drive the Demigods 
from the continent as long as they were around. 


Then his teacher died. 

He lost his life to Lord. 

It couldn’t even be called a fight. 

He died without being able to even leave a scratch on him. 


The Circle Members glorified his death, and praised his 
bravery. But Rezil knew the truth. 


His teacher had died a dog’s death. 
The sky fell. 


...His teacher’s position was then taken by his elder brother, 
Cairo Wilsemann. 


Rezil would sometimes ask his brother. 
“Can we beat Lord?” 
He never received an answer. 


He just needed some assurance. Even empty words would 
have been fine. 


Just one word would have been enough. 


We can win. 


We can defeat Lord. 


Either of those would have been enough. With that, all his 
anxiety could have been eliminated. 


But no one answered. 

Those who didn’t know anything would speak easily. 
The Demigods are nothing, we can kill Lord. 

Could that even be considered as comforting? 


They could only say that because they never saw Lord’s 
power. Even if they only saw a tiny bit of Lord’s power, they 
would never dare to speak in such a way again. 


They were all ignorant. 
But Rezil was even worse than they were. 
He was a coward. 


All he wanted was something that would allow him to nod 
his head to, despite knowing Lord’s true capabilities. 


Someone who reached the legendary 9 stars stage. 
If they answered with confidence... 

“Why... now...” 

A cracked voice sounded out. 

Why was he here now? 


A little bit... if only he’d come a little bit sooner.... If so... he 
too... 


“Huk!” 


At that moment, as if he’d been hit by a bucket of cold 
water, Rezil awakened, and looked down at himself. 


‘Rezil Wilsemann... you are trash.’ 
What bullshit had he just been saying? 
He staggered to his feet. 


Dead bodies formed a pile on the ground. They belonged to 
those who had listened to his words and followed him, those 
who were scared of the future. 


They had all ended up becoming cold corpses. 


And they were all staring at him with empty eyes, dripping 
blood. 


“Huhu...” 

So Rezil laughed. 

Rather, he smiled and looked at Frey. 

What was needed was to pursue the extreme righteousness. 
Be rooted. 

In other words, to have an immovable mindset. 

Perhaps when speaking about belief. 

‘It was a difficult lesson. The advice of the Great Mage.’ 


He stared at Frey with a calm expression. 


“I don’t think I’m wrong.” 
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“Humans can’t beat the Demigods. If we keep on going like 
this, we will lose. So | won’t change my mind.” 


Frey’s expression changed as he saw Rezil’s eyes. 
He understood what kind of end he wanted. 
Could there be corruption without reason? 


Rezil must have also been a young Wizard, venting his 
anger at the Demigods at first. 


However, he realised the reality, became frustrated, and in 
the end, he decided to compromise. 


It was just a pity that he’d chosen the worst compromise. 
Worse than that was the fact that his past mistakes would 
never go away. 


No matter how much he regretted or repented, he would 
never be able to reverse what he’d done. 


‘Everything | did.’ 


The fact that he interfered with the defeat of Demigods, 
drove thousands to their deaths, connived to sacrifice the 
continent, and planned to give the Circle’s information to 
Lord. 


He was definitely a filthy piece of trash smelly enough to 
make someone want to puke. 


So he wouldn't reflect on it. He wouldn’t regret it. 


Those who agreed with his perspective and listened to his 
words had already been killed, and were now staring at him 
with hollow gazes. 


“We are not compatible, Frey Blake. You shouldn’t forget 
your purpose for coming here.” 


“You're right.” 

Red light once again shined from Frey’s hand. 
“You will not have a pleasant death.” 

“That’s exactly what | want.” 

Juk. 

Rezil shed tears of blood. 


Then he looked at Frey Blake, from whose hand the red light 
was shooting. 


The scene seemed to be in slow motion so he immediately 
realised. 


Frey lied to him. 

The red light was aimed precisely at his forehead. 
“Huht.” 

In that way, he would feel no pain at all. 

“It was an honor to meet you, Great Mage.” 


Frey had said that a man without pride was livestock, and he 
had finally understood what that meant. 


Sometimes, it was necessary to put your pride before your 
own life. 


There were times when the body must protect the soul, even 
if it meant dying. 


‘PIL pretend.’ 


He would keep the last of his pride so that he’d die asa 
human being, not as human trash or livestock. 


Just before the light hit him, Rezil met Frey’s gaze once 
again. 


He had a sincere thought at that moment. 


He hoped that he was wrong, and Frey was right. 


Chapter 151: Anastasia(1 ) 


Someone approached Frey, who stood still for a while. 


It wasn’t someone he brought with him. He didn’t promise to 
cooperate, but the man still asked to accompany him. 


It was Cairo Wilsemann. 
“l guess | was mistaken.” 


As his eyes turned to look at Rezil, Cairo paused for a 
moment before walking over and looking at his brother’s 
corpse. 


“| didn’t know what effect teacher’s death had on him. No, | 
didn’t even want to know. It was too much for me to handle 
myself. My vision narrowed.... | sShouldn’t have done that. | 
forgot my duty to my brother.” 


Cairo smiled bitterly. 

“Thank you. For letting him die as a human.” 
Frey nodded. 

He didn’t ask for forgiveness in the end. 


He reflected and regretted his actions, but he didn’t open his 
mouth to Say it. 


Rezil died as the head of the traitors. He didn’t let down 
those who had followed him. 


It was a twisted belief and twisted justice. 


He couldn’t compliment him, but he couldn’t curse him 
either. 


Frey looked around. 


Sheryl, Nora and Snow all suffered small and large wounds. 
After all, the people they fought were all executives in the 
Circle. 


It was almost impossible to annihilate them without taking 
damage 


Frey sighed heavily at that moment. 


It was a victory with only a few wounds. No, it couldn’t even 
be called a victory. 


Knowing that didn’t help him feel any better. 


He’d crossed the heavy mountain known as ‘Purge’ so he 
couldn’t feel happy at that moment. 


‘Was this really the best option?’ 
Frey forcefully suppressed such questions. 


It wouldn’t be too late to get sentimental after everything 
was done. 


Right, it definitely wouldn’t be too late after the Demigods 
were defeated. 
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The Circle Master of the Lucid Swords, Jekid Deosis, sat in a 
small room lit by a single candle. 


The image of him lost in meditation with his eyes closed 
showed a distinct air that could only be seen from first class 
masters. 
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Jekid quietly opened his eyes, and saw a man standing in 
front of him. 


Frey Blake. 

“Rezil?” 

“Dead.” 

“1 see.” 

Frey looked at the silent Jekid. 


He was a man who agreed with Rezil’s will, but did not take 
that irreversible last step. Of course, that didn’t mean that 
all his evil deeds would disappear. 


However, he couldn’t cut down the Circle’s power more than 
he already had. 


One of the Three Great Circles had already been destroyed. 


The Trowman Rings could be used to take its place, but if 
another one collapsed, he would have nothing to fill the gap. 


The Circle would lose its balance and would eventually 
collapse. 


He needed the Lucid Swords’ reputation. 


“What are you going to do now? You don’t really intend to 
have an all-out war with the Demigods.” 


“Why do you say that?” 


“Saying that you would do so at the meeting was simply to 
expose the traitors.” 


Frey didn’t deny it. 


If they were to really fight the Demigods, even if there were 
less than a hundred of them, the Circle would lose. 


Nevertheless, he’d announced an all-out war in order to 
incite betrayal, and as Frey expected, Rezil was overcome 
with anxiety and made his move, leading him to be purged. 


“I will announce my real plan at the meeting tomorrow.” 


“Right. So you came here to secure the Lucid Swords’ 
cooperation tomorrow?” 


“No.” 


Jekid tilted his head to the side when he heard Frey’s firm 
tone. 


“then?” 


“Think for yourself and make your decision. You don’t have 
to follow me if you think I’m wrong. | don’t intend to pressure 
you or retaliate against you if you don’t either.” 


“Are you serious?” 
“| don’t need a puppet.” 


He was serious. 


There was no one in the world who could say that all the 
choices they’d made so far had been right. 


Frey believed that he’d made the best possible decision at 
that time, but there were still things he might have missed. 
So he needed comrades 


People who weren’t unconditional yes-men, but who could 
make up for his own shortcomings and help guide him toa 
better choice. 


After being silent for a moment, Jekid nodded. 
“Understood, Rounder Frey.” 
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The next day, the second meeting began quite early. 


Before the sun had risen completely, people gathered in the 
hall and it was soon filled. 


Nevertheless, there were three Circles that had yet to make 
an appearance. The Strow Necklaces, Lucid Swords and 
Trowman Rings. 


Shepard Jun was silent, but his expression was heavy. 


Last night, he had also gotten the offer from Rezil. The 
proposal to abandon the Circle and join the Demigods. 


But Shepard couldn’t accept it. His last remaining sliver of 
conscience didn’t allow him to. 


Of course, that didn’t mean that his conscience was clear. 
After all, he gave the Strow Necklaces a chance to escape. 


Shepard was filled with self-loathing. 


After all, the most pathetic men were those who could be 
neither black nor white, and had to settle for grey. 


‘What will happen to the Circle now?’ 

No. It wasn’t just the Circle. 

What would be the fate of the continent? 
As an uncertain Shepard sighed inwardly. 
Tap tap. 


A group of people entered the hall, causing a bit of 
commotion from some of the people who saw them. 


Shepard was confused. 


‘The Lucid Swords? Didn’t they leave with the Strow 
Necklaces yesterday?’ 


Although some of the executives were missing, the Circle 
Master and Rounder were both present. 


The strong alliance between Jekid and Rezil was something 
of an open secret in the Circle. 


Did the two Circles change their minds? 
‘Something like that would be a miracle...’ 


Shepard’s puzzled expression became even more 
pronounced as the Trowman Rings walked in soon after. 


They crossed the hall with steady steps before seating 
themselves at the Strow Necklaces’ table. 


Shepard hesitated because of the unexpected action. 
“Rounder Frey, that spot...” 

Frey ignored Shepard’s mumbling and opened his mouth. 
“Looks like everyone is here. So let’s get started.” 

“The Strow Necklaces haven't arrived yet...” 


Someone carefully raised their hand and said that, but Frey 
continued in an irrefutable tone. 


“No. Everyone is here.” 


Mt A 


It was just one phrase, but it instantly caused the 
atmosphere in the room to become heavy. 


No one could easily open their mouths. 


Just like the day before, Frey walked to the middle of the 
hall. 


Then he looked at each of the empty seats before saying. 


“The Circle Master of the Strow Necklaces, Rezil Wilsemann, 
the Circle Rounder, Simone Kylia, and eight others, seven 
from the Lucid Swords, five from the Phisfounder Armlets, 
and 21 from the middle and small sized circles. A total of 43 


people. After the meeting yesterday, they expressed the 
desire to leave the Circle and join the Demigods, so they 
were killed.” 


“W-, what was that?” 
“They're all dead.” 
“Surely...” 


The Circle members looked at Frey with disbelieving gazes, 
and he could feel the subtle fear in them. 


Fear was one of the most effective ways to take control of a 
group, but it wasn’t the way Frey preferred it. 


That was why he brought this matter up first. 


What was to follow would definitely cover the shock they felt 
from this news. 


“Today, | intend to share with you the information | gained 
during my travels around the continent. I’m sure you will 
have a lot of questions, but please wait until I’m finished 
before asking them.” 


Frey took a deep breath before continuing, 
“The Demigods are currently facing a crisis.” 
“Huh?” 

“What does that...” 

Everyone couldn’t hide their confusion. 


After all, those words sounded ridiculous. 


Frey spoke slowly. 


“One of the five Apocalypses is dead. The other has fallen 
into hibernation.” 


“Hibernation...?” 


“When an Apostle dies, the corresponding Demigod goes 
into hibernation. While hibernating the Demigods are 
completely defenseless. Even an ordinary person would be 
able to kill them with just a knife.” 


“I-, | don’t believe it.” 
“l-, impossible.” 


Frey pulled out Riki’s bead, causing the hearts of many in 
the room to shake. 


“Mm... 0” 

“Demigod crystal! It’s ridiculously large...” 

“I killed this Demigod.” 

It was a lie. So he was deceiving them, but it was urgent. 


There was no time for him to reveal all the circumstances 
and convince them. Therefore, this was the only method he 
could use, even if they might be a bit suspicious. 


“The other three Apocalypses were fatally wounded, and 
Lord was stuck in one place trying to heal them. Then they 
destroyed Geotanbul and Talhadun. I’m not completely sure, 
but | believe that there has been some change to the 
situation. But they can’t fix everything. Their actions this 
time were very impulsive.” 


“Are you saying the destruction wasn’t planned?” 


“Right. One more thing. The Demigods would be placed ina 
very difficult situation if they just slaughtered 
indiscriminately.” 


“Why? ” 
“That...” 


He told them all he had learned about the will of the world 
from Riki. The more massacres they carried out, the more 
karma they would accumulate, and in the worst case 
scenario, they would be destroyed. 


The faces of the Circle members, who were hearing this for 
the first time, were filled with shock. 


“Su-, sure enough.” 


“So that’s the reason why we've been able to survive for so 
long...” 


“Then isn’t there a high chance that the Demigod who 
destroyed Geotanbul was also destroyed?” 


“No. There is an alloy called Illuminium. If a Demigod eats it, 
they would be able to trick the will of the world for a short 
period. But it’s a very tricky thing to make so they have to 
use it very sparingly.” 


Frey didn’t explain any more than that about IIIuminium. 
After all, the Blake family was deeply entwined with it. 


‘And we don’t know how much IIluminium they have left.’ 


The attack on Geotanbul and Talhadun meant that they still 
had some IIluminium left, 


This amount definitely shouldn't be large as he had obtained 
the largest portions of it, but he couldn’t be a hasty 
judgment. 


“We have to kill the Apocalypses’ Apostles.” 
“Do you know who they are?” 
“l Know two of them.” 


In fact, Frey knew all of the Apocalypses Apostles, including 
Lord’s. 


Ananta’s Apostle was Jenta, a man who appeared to be an 
assassin, Nozdog’s was Kaltud, Agni’s was Nix... Lord’s... 


Frey shook his head. 
Then he opened his mouth and said. 
“An assassin named Jenta, and a Demon named Kaltud.” 


“A Demon? You mean a Demon became a Demigod’s 
Apostle?” 


“| can’t believe it.” 
“Wait. By Jenta, does he mean the King of Darkness?” 


When the commotion subsided, Frey once again opened his 
mouth. 


“We have to kill them somehow. If we can make two more 
Apocalypses hibernate, then the chance to overcome this 
hopeless war might not be a fantasy. After all, they are 
Demigods that Lord considers special.” 


It was true. 


Even when Frey was identified to have been in the Blake 
family’s residence, Lord didn’t come to kill him personally, 
instead choosing to keep healing the others. 


If they could make Ananta and Nozdog hibernate, they’d be 
able to restrict Lord’s movement a bit more. 


‘10 stars...’ 


The fantasy level that Cairo sooke about. He would need to 
avoid Lord until he reached that level. 


So the more restricted his movements, the better. 
Frey nodded at Jekid’s words. 


“From now on, the Circle’s members will be scattered across 
all the major cities on the continent. It’ll be up to the Circle 
Masters exactly who to send to which place, but | hope you 
respect the Circle members’ opinions as much as possible.” 


If possible, it would be much better to station them in their 
own hometowns. In addition, the efficiency would be much 
higher. 


“If possible, you should stay in cities that have Warp 
Stones.” 


“To prepare for the worst.” 
Frey nodded. 


“In addition, we should create a team that will search the 
continent thoroughly. Because we need to find those two 
Apostles.” 


That was all he had planned at the moment. 


At that moment, a subtle air began flowing around the hall. 
It was a heat. 


The information Frey had given them was incredibly 
shocking and it opened up the possibility for them to deal a 
blow to the Demigods. 


“I think that’s good...” 
“Can we win?” 
The mood improved, and Frey inwardly sighed in relief. 


In truth, their situation wasn’t that good. So he had tried to 
convey as much positive information as he could. 


He controlled what he told them, and he mixed a few lies in. 
Frey felt a bit guilty for that, but he didn’t have a choice. 


He couldn’t let them think too much about the Strow 
Necklaces’ betrayal. To do that, he had to give them 
something that would take their minds off of it. 


They would track down the Apostles and protect the cities. 


He wasn’t sure what the outcome would be, but at least they 
would not have any free time. 


It was the same for Frey. 
‘Agni.’ 
Frey had to defeat Agni. After all, he couldn’t kill Nix. 


He closed his eyes, settling his thoughts. 


He’d regained his 9 stars level, and although it had been 
done in a violent way, he had achieved the integration of 
the circles. 


He had also secured many like-minded partners. 


The goals he had set, big and small, were slowly being 
completed one after the other, pointing towards the ultimate 
goal. 


‘The real fight starts now.’ 
A fight that wouldn’t end until one side was destroyed. 


The full-fledged war with the Demigods had begun. 


Chapter 152: Anastasia(2) 


“The man named Jenta is probably the King of Darkness.” 


Frey tilted his head slightly at Jekid’s words. (TL: author put 
‘lucid’ here but I’m sure it’s a typo) 


“The King of Darkness?” 


“That’s right. He’s a legend in the underworld since he has 
assassinated not only high ranking nobles, but even royalty. 
Although it was just a member of a royal family from a small 
country... Nevertheless, his techniques are so clever and 
tricky that they couldn’t find any traces of him even after 
scouring the entire country.” 


He sighed. 


“If we didn’t have the client’s testimony and see the 
contract, we’d have treated the King of Darkness as a 
fictional character.” 


a“ ” 


Frey recalled Jenta’s face. 


From what he’d seen, he was sure that Jenta was a top class 
assassin. But he never would have imagined that he was a 
legendary assassin who had even assassinated a member of 
a royal family. 


This wasn’t something that was possible simply by having 
the ability to assassinate people. 


Having clients who would even request the assassination of 
a member of a royal family meant that he at least had that 
much influence in the underworld. 


“He’s from ‘Hitume Ikar’, so we can start looking for his 
traces there.” 


Hitume Ikar was an island country that was located in the 
southeastern part of the continent. It was a country with a 
very unique personality and national power that couldn’t be 
ignored, but it was known to be rather closed off, making it 
very difficult for outsiders to enter or exit its borders. 


“Fortunately, there is a branch of our circle in Hitume Ikar. 
We also have a few connections there. We'll use them to 
start looking for Jenta.” 


“You should be careful. For the Demigods, the Apostles are 
simply tools. It’s possible that they would set him as bait.” 


“Of course, | Know that. Don’t worry. If we didn’t know how to 
move secretly, the Circle would have been destroyed long 
ago. 


Jekid said this and the Lucid Swords left the Jun family 
residence. (TL: lucid again) 


The next person Frey talked to was the Circle Master of the 
Phisfounder Armlets, Altan. 


He was with Sheryl and the other executives of the circle. 
“Kaltud is a High class Demon. Have you actually seen him?” 
When he nodded, the question continued. 


“What does he look like?” 


“Red skin. His eyes didn’t have whites. And his attitude was 
strange... to the point where he didn’t even seem like a 
Demon.” 


Mt ” 


Altan turned to look at a man in his group, who lowered his 
head when Frey also turned to look at him. 


“I’m Jullian, a Force Honor of the Phisfounder Armlets. | was 
Kaltud’s Contractor. | think the Demon Rounder Frey is 
talking about is Kaltud, my previous contract.” 


“Is it possible for a High class Demon to live on the 
continent?” 


“It’s possible in theory. But it would take tens of thousands 
of lives to perform a ritual like that. It’s not very efficient...” 


a“ ” 


Frey frowned for a moment. 


It was a little unpleasant that he didn’t mention the ethics or 
moral repercussions of such actions, but instead looked at 
the efficiency. 


However, he knew that it wasn’t done maliciously. It was 
simply that all Contractors were like this. 


Therefore, Frey wouldn’t say anything about it. 


“Kaltud suddenly disappeared about 15 years ago. He 
wouldn’t even respond to my summons. The Demons are 
naturally capricious, but Kaltud was particularly severe, so | 
didn’t find it strange since our contract was about to end 
soon anyway...” 


Julien sighed. 


“But if he came to the continent with his true body then it’s 
natural that my calls couldn’t reach him.” 


“Is there any way to track him?” 


“It’s not difficult. The Demon’s evil energy isn’t something 
that they can hide easily. But | can’t guarantee how long it 
would take.” 


“The Lucid Swords are responsible for finding Jenta. So we'll 
take charge of finding Kaltud.” 


Frey nodded at Altan’s words. 
Sheryl, too, bowed her head slightly before following Altan. 


Her tracking skills were among the best in the Phisfounder 
Armlets, so she might as well cooperate in the pursuit of 
Kaltud. 


Frey then returned with the Trowman Rings group to their 
hideout. 


It felt like returning home after a long trip, but he didn’t 
have time to rest. 


He immediately took Beniang to a clearing. Then he said to 
Beniang, who was staring at him with a nervous expression. 


“Master Beniang, starting from today, l'Il teach you how to 
fight Demigods.” 


“T-, to me?!” 


Frey looked at her shocked expression. 


“I'd like Master Beniang to accompany me to Silkid. Don’t 
you want to help repay the Demigods for the massacre they 
committed there?” 


“De-, Demigod subjugation!” 
Beniang tried to forcibly suppress her stutter. 


It was true that she had matured a bit over the past few 
months, but she hadn’t grown to the extent that she was 
prepared to have an all-out war with the Demigods. 


“Could | really help?” 


“I heard it from Hector. He said your skill with handling your 
Dragon Heart has increased significantly.” 


Beniang hesitated fora moment before nodding. 


Hector’s advice had been incredibly effective. It wasn’t that 
Frey’s advice had been wrong, but that the words of Hector, 
who was once a Dragon himself and had his own Dragon 
heart, was worth its weight in gold. 


Thanks to that, Beniang was able to control the power of the 
Dragon Heart to an extent. 


“I heard you can use Dragontongue twice a day.” 
“Yes. If | try to use more than that, l'Il lose consciousness.” 


“Dragontongue Is one of the most effective ways to threaten 
the Demigods. What I’m focused on isn’t on how many times 
you can use it, but the fact that you can use it in the first 
place.” 


Frey spoke in a firm tone. 


Indeed, the reason that the Dragons were able to fight off 
the Demigods for so long was because of the devastating 

power of Dragontongue, a power that was inherent for the 
Dragons. 


Demigods could endure 9 star spells, powerful sword energy, 
and even the Warrior King’s Fist, but they had no resistance 
to Dragontongue. 


Two times a day wasn’t much, but depending on how it was 
used, it might play a crucial role in the fight against Agni. 


To do that, first, he had to teach her the fundamental rules 
to remember in a fight against Demigods. 


“But before that, I’m curious as to how strong Master 
Beniang is.” 


Beniang’s face went pale. 


“W-, with your ability, we don’t have to fight to do that, do 
we?” 


“It would be more accurate to measure you in this way than 
just by looking. Get ready.” 


Frey planned to head to Silkid in a week or two. To be 
precise, he planned to go there when Anastasia was 
finished. 


‘| need the power of that Golem.’ 


Although he was stronger now, the opponent this time was 
an Apocalypse, not a normal Demigod. 


There was no reason not to use Schweiser’s final 
masterpiece for the battle. 


“Us. uhh.” 


On the other hand, a look of despair came upon Beniang’s 
face as she recalled her past experiences. 


x KO 
Most of the Trowman Ring’s members left the hideout. 


They seemed to have returned to their hometowns so that 
they could monitor the situation as had been decided by the 
Circle. 


Because of this, the hideout, which wasn’t that large, 
suddenly became empty, but Beniang didn’t notice this. 


“Come on. Do you think that’s enough pressure to stop a 
Demigod?” 


“So-, sorry!” 


Beniang shouted a reply and used Dragontongue once 
again. 


Hector looked at this before clicking his tongue. 


“Į really do think it’s better to be strict as you said. Did you 
already figure out her personality?” 


“Master Beniang is a passive person. She’s not weak-willed, 
but she’s not driven, and she’s not aware of just what her 
limits are. Therefore, she needs training that would pull her 
from the front, and push her from the back.” 


It was a bit coercive, but it was also very effective. 


This was one fact that Hector could agree with. 


“But how is her talent?” 


“She’s pretty good for a Half Dragon, but there are still some 
limitations.” 


“Do you not think she’d be helpful in a fight?” 


“It’s not that... | just feel that it’s a shame. She’s a half, but 
it’s more because her disposition is as you said.” 


“Disposition?” 


“It’s too moderate. | can feel that she doesn’t like fighting. If 
you don’t have the right mindset, you can’t get very far. 
Regardless of what field you’re in.” 


“Aren't Green Dragons originally a pacifist clan?” 
Hector turned his head at those words. 

“Who told you that bullshit?” 

“Well...” 


It was the time that Hector, who was normally gentle and 
cheerful, had ever expressed anger so openly. 


And in front of this reaction, Frey couldn’t help but sweat 
Slightly. 


Hector continued talking in the same disbelieving tone.” 


“What do you know? They were a clan with dual 
personalities. When they want to be peaceful then there’s 
nothing wrong with it, but when they go crazy, it’s like they 
don’t care about anything anymore. And you wouldn’t even 
know what makes them angry cause they wouldn’t tell you 


even if you asked. When I think about all the times those 
sons of bitches hurt me...” 


His tone grew harsher by the second, and there seemed to 
be an illusion of fire billowing behind his back. 


Frey looked at him. 

“What type of Dragon were you, Hector?” 
“A Red Dragon.” 

Frey was immediately convinced. 


“Anyway, let’s head over to Paragon as soon as Beniang is 
done here. It might be finished already.” 


He didn’t even need to ask what ‘it’ was. 


It had been a week since he’d started training Beniang, and 
from what he had been told, he knew that Anastasia should 
be finished soon. 


x KO 


When Frey and Hector arrived at the Paragon hideout, they 
immediately headed towards the workshop. 


There they found Diablo and Cairo standing in front of a 
silver-haired girl laying on a table with her eyes closed. 


Hector looked down at this beautiful girl and laughed 
happily. 


“The three best alchemists on the continent joined forces to 
create a Golem! You could probably buy a few castles with 
the price of the materials! As for the unbelievable Golem 
core made by the Great Sage, Schweiser Strow, during the 


Age of Light? Hoohoo! There will probably not be another 
Golem who could match up to this child for the next few 
hundreds of years.” 


Frey thought that his rant was a bit exaggerated, but Cairo 
and Diablo agreed with him. 


It was exactly as he said. 


The power that this fragile looking girl possessed had long 
surpassed the known limits of Golems. In all honesty, even 
they weren’t entirely sure how powerful the girl was at that 
moment. 


Hector walked up to the Golem and flipped her over. Then, 
he began to reach for her clothes before pausing and 
looking back. 


“Would you please respect our Ana’s privacy?” 
“What are you talking about?” 


“She’s at the age where she would be greatly embarrassed 
by something like this, so please turn your backs...” 


[Enough of your nonsense, put the core in.] 

When Diablo said those words coldly, Hector shook his head. 
“You guys, don’t ever have a daughter in the future.” 

Then Hector began taking off the Golem’s clothes. 


What was revealed was smooth back skin. The Golem’s 
skeleton, skin and even hair were such that it was almost 
indistinguishable from a normal human. 


Just from looking at it, it would be impossible to tell that it 
was actually a Golem. 


“Frey, core.” 


Frey handed over the core, and Hector took it and placed it 
on the Golem’s back. 


Shuk. 

Then, the core was absorbed into the Golem’s body. 
“Stand back.” 

Hector stepped back with a slightly nervous face. 
Babump- 

Suddenly, a heartbeat could be heard. 


Those in the room all stared at the Golem, Anastasia, with 
serious expressions. 


Babump- 


The beating sound was heard again. This time, it was 
followed by a small ripple of energy. 


Anastasia’s core had an output of 1 million ME, which was 
absolutely terrifying. 


‘If you only consider the mana capacity, it will Surpass 
Diablo.’ 


Mana capacity wasn’t something that was a very important 
factor, but it was still a great tool. 


In particular, Diablo had lived for more than 1,000 years, so 
his mana capacity was enormous. 


“What synergy! The core has 1 million ME, but the power it 
can exercise has already surpassed that! Hahaha!” 


Hector was filled with joy, laughing like an old buffalo. At the 
same time, his eyes were filled with affection, similar to a 
father looking at their little baby. 


Shuk. 


Then Anastasia opened her eyes, allowing Frey to see them 
for the first time. 


It was a clear, deep turquoise. 

She blinked a few times before speaking in a confused voice. 
“athe time... how much...” 

After going silent fora moment, she spoke once again. 


“4,000 years... 7 months, and... 23 days... mm. A lot has 
passed.” 


She pressed a hand on her temple before looking to the side. 


“Then are you the future generation who woke me up? It’s a 
lot later than | expected, but... I’m happy that mankind 
hasn’t gone extinct yet. | have so many questions.” 


“Wh-, what are you talking about... who are you?” 
Anastasia laughed and gave a shocking reply. 


“I am Schweiser Strow.” 


“.,.Gre-, Great Sage Strow!” 


Cairo shouted out in surprise, and Frey clenched his fist 
subconsciously. 


Anastasia chuckled. 


“Huhu. It seems my reputation still persists even after 4,000 
years. That makes me happy. After all, geniuses shouldn’t be 
forgotten, no matter how much time passes.” 


Then she frowned and touched her throat. (TL:...not sure 
which pronoun to use...) 


“But the voice is a bit strange. Quite similar to a young 
girl...” 


Anastasia finally looked down at her body. 
Shuk. 


At that moment, because her clothes had been loosened so 
that they could put in the core, he was able to see a lot of 
flesh with that small movement. 


No one could speak for a while. 
It was as if time had stopped, and space had frozen. 
In the end, it was Anastasia who broke the silence. 


“Crazy.” 


Chapter 153: Anastasia(3) 


Anastasia was stunned, and it seemed like she was unable to 
open her mouth for a while. 


Then an extremely rare sight unfolded. Hector began to 
sweat profusely. 


They had only seen his easy-going expression before, so it 
was quite refreshing to see him have such a reaction. 


“|-, l'm sorry.” 


Mt ” 


“| never would have thought something like this would even 
in my wildest dreams. | swear.” 


“M-, me too.” 


Cairo, who was looking at this scene, couldn’t help but 
confess with a guilty expression. 


“It’s my fault too.” 
“Hm?” 
“Anastasia is originally a male name.” 


Frey tilted his head at that. 


“Is it? It sounds like a female name because of the soft 
tone.” 


“In the ancient eastern regions, it was often used as a man’s 
name. That was where the Great Sage came from. | noticed it 
before but I didn’t say anything because it’s common for 
Golems to not have a sex.” 


Then he sighed. 

“By the way, | wonder if Schweiser’s soul was...” 
“l have no soul.” 

Anastasia replied. 


She still had a confused expression on her face, but it 
seemed that she had resigned herself to her fate. 


But what did she just say? 

“What was that?” 

“| don’t have Schweiser’s soul.” 

It was said in a much clearer tone than before. 


Frey’s expression changed, and Cairo couldn’t help but ask 
in a strange voice. 


“Didn’t you say you were Schweiser Strow?” 
“That’s right.” 
“But you don’t have a soul?” 


“Of course | don’t. Moving souls is not the field of alchemy.” 


[Contractors. ] 

Diablo’s eyes shook slightly as he said. 
[It’s the field of Contractors.] 

“Right. This Lich is pretty smart.” 

ae 


“Of course, most contractors could only dream about 
reaching such a level. Out of all the Contractors | knew, 
there was only one who would have been able to do so...” 


Anastasia fell silent for a moment before saying. 


“but | didn’t have a very good relationship with her. | 
couldn’t ask her to do it.” 


Frey narrowed his eyes. 


“| heard that the Great Sage and the Black Witch weren’t 
very close, | guess it was true.” 


“Even that was passed down? How shameful.” 
Anastasia laughed bitterly. 


“Besides, if | transferred my soul to this core, then my body 
would have died. Because of the various complications, | 
simply copied all of my memories and personality, and put 
them in the core.” 


It was an incredibly shocking statement. 


Copying memories and personality? 


Frey wasn’t very knowledgeable when it came to alchemy, 
but he could tell from the faces of those around him just how 
ridiculous those words were. 


“That... is that even possible?” 
Cairo spoke with a trembling voice. 


“I was only half confident at the time, but seeing that I’m 
able to think and move like this, it seems my gamble paid 
off. | must commend you for your alchemy skills. It wouldn’t 
have been easy to create a body capable of holding the core 
| created.” 


Then, after inspecting her body once again, she said. 


“Though it would have been better if it didn’t look like this. | 
thought it would have been good as long as it was 
humanoid, but this was out of my calculations...” 


“Kuhum. Hum.” 


There was a brief cough from somewhere in the room, but 
Anastasia simply shook her head. It seemed she’d already 
realised what happened. 


After all, this was Schweiser. 
“Right, | didn’t even ask your names.” 


“Ah. S-, sorry. It’s an honor to meet you, I’m Cairo 
Wilsemann.” 


“...Wilsemann?” 
“Is something wrong?” 


“Mm. No. It’s nothing.” 


Frey felt a bit strange. 


Though he didn’t think about it too deeply, it appeared that 
Cairo didn’t know that Wilsemann was Schweiser’s real last 
name. 


‘He doesn’t realise that he is looking at his ancestor.’ 


Then was he from another line with the Wilsemann name? 
Or... 


“| have one question I'd like to ask.” 
Everyone listened attentively. 

Then Anastasia spoke in a slightly cold voice. 
“Who was it that found the core?” 


Immediately, they all turned to look at Frey. Anastasia also 
turned to look at Frey. 


Her turquoise eyes seemed to comb his entire body. As if she 
didn’t want to miss even a single detail. 


He knew why she was doing this. 


The place where Anastasia’s core was kept was in the final 
room in Schweiser’s dungeon. And in order to enter that 
room, one was required to answer the final question asked 
by Schweiser’s hologram. 


Schweiser’s real name. 


This was something that very few people knew. 


In fact, seeing that even Cairo, who was Schweiser’s 
descendant, didn’t know, it was possible that Frey was the 
only one. 


“| would like to talk to him alone for a moment.” 
“That...” 


Cairo hesitated for a moment, but Frey quietly glanced at 
him. 


Then he nodded, and together with Hector and Diablo, he 
walked through the door. 


Tak. 
The door closed behind them. 


The two faced each other. They were probably the only ones 
who had experienced something like this in the long history 
of the continent. 


They had reunited with their best friend after 4,000 years, 
but they both had different names and faces. 


Frey and Anastasia simply looked at each other for a while. 
Not Lukas and Schweiser. It was Frey and Anastasia. 

Frey had come to realise this fact once again. 

“What’s your name?” 


“Frey Blake.” 


a ” 


Anastasia’s expression became complicated, and there 
seemed to be many things she wanted to say, but Frey 
opened his mouth before she could do so. 


“You can’t use the same name as before. It would be better 
for you to use the name Anastasia for the time being.” 


“What...” 


“The stories about us in the modern era seem to have been 
exaggerated far beyond our expectations.” 


Anastasia’s eyes became red, and tears began rolling down 
her face. 


“You came back...?” 
“It took 4,000 years.” 


Suddenly, Anastasia ran up and hugged Frey, and he 
hugged her back. 


However, his expression became strange. He was clearly 
hugging his best friend, but what was this soft feeling? 


“You bastard, you’re late, you’re really late.” 


“It’s great that | could even return. If it was you, it would 
probably take 4,000 years more.” 


“What the hell do you mean by that? Ugh. Dammit. It’s hard 
to even hug you properly. What the hell is with this body? 
You, you bastard, do you like this sort of thing? Were you the 
one who decided to make it like this?” 


“It was beyond my control. But | don’t think it’s bad like 
this.” 


“What do you mean?” 

“It feels better than hugging a man.” 

Anastasia spoke in a disbelieving voice. 

“You can make such jokes while looking at me?” 
“Kuku.” 

Frey chuckled. 


He couldn’t remember the last time he’d laughed so 
cheerfully. 


x KO 


It was almost as though they had returned to the past. It was 
a bit strange. 


Both had different looks and names from the past. Yet the 
fact that they were best friends was not changed or 
doubted. 


The more they talked, the more convinced they became. 
Both were sure that the other was their closest friend. 


They talked endlessly in quiet voices. Then they were silent 
after a while. 


It wasn’t that they had run out of things to talk about. It was 
their first reunion in 4,000 years. 


Even talking for a month wouldn’t be enough. 


So there was no rush. It wasn’t like they wouldn’t be able to 
talk as much as they wanted after, it was just that there 
were some things that had to be discussed first. 


“| saw the memory of the earth through Hruhiral. Iris killed 
you.” 


“as expected. Iris was the one who killed me.” 
Those words sounded a bit awkward. 

“AS expected?” 

“My memories are up until ‘Il’ went to see Iris.” 
“| see.” 


From the way he spoke, it seemed that he had slightly 
expected to be killed by Iris. 


Anastasia hesitated for a moment before continuing. 
“I had my suspicions.” 

“About what?” 

“That Iris betrayed us. For a reason...” 


“That may be. But that is not a good enough reason. You 
know it too.” 


Anastasia fell silent. 


“Either way, she still killed you, and destroyed the 
relationship between Kasajin and Lucid. We cannot forgive 
her for that. And she has to pay the price for what she did.” 


“I don’t think it’s my business anymore.” 


Then she spoke with a complex tone. 


Maybe it didn’t feel real because she had no memory of 
dying to Iris. 


“You'll have to make the judgement on your own... but do 
you think of me as Schweiser?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I told you. I’m nothing but a copy of his memories and 
personality. To put it bluntly, | can’t actually call myself 
Schweiser.” 


Anastasia said this in a slightly uneasy tone. 


Nevertheless, Frey understood her troubles to an extent. She 
didn’t speak about her feelings, but it was clear that she was 
unsure about her identity. 


This was natural. The situation she was in was quite special. 
Therefore, he spoke in a calm voice. 

“That’s something for you to ponder.” 

“Huh?” 


“I have a lot of other problems to think about. So roll that 
around in your head on your own. | don’t know if I’d have the 
time to think about that in the first place.” 


From now on, he would be extremely busy every second he 
was awake. 


When she heard Frey’s casual response, Anastasia’s 
expression became blank. 


“Is that it?” 


“When you get your answer, tell me. Whether you’re 
Schweiser or someone else. Then l'Il think about it.” 


“haha.” 
Anastasia laughed. 
“Right. You were always like that.” 


“There are more things you need to know. l'Il try to be as 
concise as I can, so listen carefully.” 


“I’m all ears.” 


How the world changed, what was the continent’s current 
situation, and how they would move in the future. 


Frey spoke for a long time. 
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“You did a good job today, Great Warrior.” 

An Orc bowed his head. 

Ivan roughly bandaged his arm while grumbling. 
“I’m not a Great Warrior.” 


“You still say that. Give up. You are a warrior among warriors, 
and you have the charisma to lead the tribe. Without you, 
the monsters would have already wiped us out.” 


It wasn’t exactly monsters. Instead, they were actually 
Demigod Creatures. They were fast, strong, and tough. 


They were so powerful that even Silkid’s greatest warriors 
were barely able to handle them. 


These creatures first appeared after the fall of Talhadun. 


After that, these creatures began appearing randomly all 
over Silkid, and began an indiscriminate massacre. 


No city was considered safe from these monsters, as they 
came in huge armies, like ants. 


Ivan was wandering around Silkid looking for Kasajin’s items 
when he saw a group of creatures attacking this group. 


He couldn’t pretend he didn’t see them, so he saved them, 
but since then, these guys had been calling him ‘Great 
Warrior’, and started following him. 


‘It hasn’t been that long but they’ve already grown a lot.’ 


At first, there were only around twenty people, but now, the 
group had swelled to around 100. 


Getting food in itself was tricky, but the truly annoying part 
was word of mouth. Most of the Warchiefs, the core forces of 
Talhadun, had died in the fall of the city. 


Fortunately, several Warchiefs and other great commanders 
had survived, but the fact remained that they were few in 
number. 


Therefore, for the people of Silkid, rumors about Ivan would 
have the same response as the coming of the Saviour. 


A hero wandering around Silkid and gathering strong 
warriors! His fists made it seem as though the Magic Warrior 
King Kasajin had returned! 


At first, it was just considered a silly rumor, but it gradually 
gained weight, and eventually, it sorouted wings and flew 
away. 


It took less than a week for that to happen. 


And from that point, they began calling Ivan ‘Great Warrior’. 
Of course, Ivan loathed this title that had been placed upon 
him. 


‘It’s rotten. Who cares about that.’ 

Ivan clicked his tongue as he had that thought. 
Then a Centaur walked into his tent. 

“Great Warrior, someone has come to see you.” 


“What is it? Are there more warriors who came because of 
the rumors?” 


“I don’t think so. She didn’t appear to be a warrior.” 
Annoyed, Ivan could only wave his hand and Say. 
“Tell them to come in first.” 

“Understood.” 

Soon, someone walked into the tent. 


When she walked in, the dark tent seemed to brighten up. 
This wasn’t a metaphor. Her hair, which looked like fire itself, 
seemed to contain light more intense than the candlelight in 
the tent. 


Ivan narrowed his eyes. 


‘Definitely not a warrior.’ 


It was usually apparent on a woman’s body whether she 
trained or not. His teacher looked like a child, but under that 
fragile appearance, her condensed muscles were easily 
visible. 


In that sense, it was clear that this woman was far from a 
warrior. 


“Who are you?” 

“alm called Torkunta.” 

It wasn’t the strangest name he’d heard. 
“Right, Torkunta. What is it that you want?” 
“I have something I'd like to ask.” 

“What is it?” 


The woman, Torkunta, took a deep breath before speaking in 
a heavy voice. 


“Kill me.” 


Chapter 154: Anastasia(4) 


Frey told Anastasia everything that happened. 
It was literally everything. 


Frey didn’t hide anything from her. It was probably the first 
time he’d been so honest to someone since he’d entered 
Frey Blake’s body. 


Anastasia’s expression became more and more serious with 
each story that she heard. 


Then she looked surprised at Riki’s betrayal. 
“A Demigod betrayed them?” 

“That’s right.” 

“That’s really hard to believe.” 

“It seems he was influenced by Lucid.” 
Then Frey continued with a bitter tone. 

“He continued helping us even after death.” 


Frey thought of Lucid for a moment. Since Lucid was the 
biggest contributor to Riki’s change of heart, it would be 
safe to say that his influence could be felt even 4,000 years 
after his death. 


“So he put all the other Apocalypses in a near death state on 
his own?” 


“Can you not believe it?” 


“would you believe it? Apocalypses are all like that old 
man who used poison. The Demigods who were as powerful 
as him could probably only be counted on one hand.” 


Frey nodded. 


Then Anastasia spoke with a ridiculous expression on her 
face. 


“It’s really hard to believe, but... if it’s true, that’s pretty 
amazing.” 


“Riki was the number two among the Demigods, both in 
name and ability.” 


That was what made it even more unfortunate. 


As the fight against the Demigods became fiercer, the 
greater the role Riki could have played. If he was still alive, 
the war situation would have been many times better than it 
was now. 


However, this wasn’t the time to be disappointed. 


Riki was already dead, and while it was not completely 
guaranteed at the moment, they had gained another 
partner. 


“There is a Demigod named Elliah, who helped me reach 9 
Stars.” 


“| guess the world really has changed a lot. We would never 
have imagined something like a Demigod traitor back in our 
day.” 


Anastasia’s grumbling wasn’t unreasonable. Even Frey had 
not fully believed it at first when he learned about Riki’s 
betrayal. 


“After that, the countries Known as Geotanbul and Silkid 
were destroyed, right?” 


“For Silkid, only the capital city Talhadun, disappeared. The 
Great Chief seems to have kept his life.” 


“Hmm...” 

After thinking to herself for a moment, Anastasia then said. 
“There is too little information.” 

“| agree.” 


“We need to know why they destroyed two countries. Above 
all, it would be great if we could predict Lord’s 
movements...” 


Frey nodded. 


Lord was literally a walking natural disaster. And since he 
was not as predictable as a common natural disaster, and he 
was far, far worse. 


‘His space-time movement is troublesome.’ 


He was an absolute existence who had a risk free means of 
transport to almost any location he desired. The fact that 
Lord could appear and disappear at will anywhere on the 
continent meant that preparation and defense were 
meaningless. 


Anastasia spoke after a moment of silence. 


“There’s a way to monitor his movements.” 
“What is it?” 

“We can get help from Iris.” 

“what?” 


Frey frowned deeply, but Anastasia continued talking as 
though she didn’t notice his expression. 


“AS you Said. Iris is Lord’s Apostle. Since she can use Lord’s 
power, she should be able to predict his movements to an 
extent.” 


“How are we supposed to trust her?” 
“You said she saved your life.” 
Anastasia’s words made Frey speechless. 


“When Riki died, if Iris didn’t appear to stop Lord then you 
would be dead. You know that.” 


There was nothing he could say. 


Frey hadn’t thought deeply about this before. No, to be 
precise, he had intentionally avoided thinking about it. 


He wanted Iris to remain a traitor. 
‘| didn’t want this to get any more complicated.’ 


Realising this, Frey sighed. 


“One thing is clear, Lukas. Iris is not someone who would 
ever betray you.” 


“She betrayed us.” 
“Stupid, she didn’t betray you, she betrayed us.” 
Frey frowned. 


“It’s the same, betraying you means betraying me.” (TL: at 
this point, | don’t know if he’s intentionally dense or 
pretending) 


“Hoo. | can’t believe | have to explain this to the guy called 
the Great Mage.” 


Anastasia awkwardly reached her hand to her chest, then as 
if realising something, her hand fell to her side once again. 


“What are you doing.” 


“| don’t have a beard. Stroking it helped me calm down. 
Now, everything’s changed.” 


“Would you like us to give you a beard?” 
“No thanks.” 
Anastasia sighed. 


“Do you think | have good feelings toward her? We weren't 
really close even before she betrayed us. Ha. Really. Even 
though I’ve lived for such a long time, | never would have 
thought that | would take her side.” 


Anastasia laughed for a moment before her expression 
became serious once again. 


“there is one thing that | can be certain about. Even if Iris 
betrayed the entire world, she would never betray you. 
Unless her mind is controlled.” 
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“Relax, Lukas. | know how deeply you care for all of us. But 
now it’s time to let go of your personal feelings.” 


Anastasia was right. 


Frey suppressed his pent up feelings. Maybe it was because 
he’d reached 9 stars. His emotions seemed to have become 
more intense than when he was in 8 stars. 


That’s why this sensitive topic affected him so much. 
“Understood.” 
“Good. So do we have any way to meet Iris?” 


“| don’t, And it would be difficult to meet her openly. The 
Demigods and their Apostles are connected mentally.” 


If they didn’t use shortcuts like Nix and Torkunta, there was 
no way for them to escape the Demigods’ surveillance. 


Maybe Iris had a way. 

“ah. As | listened to your story, | had a question.” 
“What is it?” 

“The Dragons. Are they really dead?” 

“Mm.” 


Frey shook his head after a moment. 


“| don’t know. There’s no way to check.” 


“But the fact that there was a Half Dragon means they were 
still active not so long ago.” 


“Right.” 


In addition, there was also Hector who was trapped in a 
human body after losing his body to the Demigods. 


“The Half Dragon probably wouldn’t know much, so it would 
be better to ask Hector. Please call him here for a moment. | 
have something to ask him.” 


It seemed Anastasia was thinking the same thing as she 
then spoke up. Frey nodded, went out, and brought Hector, 
who then sat politely in front of her with a pensive 
expression. 


al No way. ” 
“What’s wrong?” 


“The core and Sia have become one. Have you reached a 
state of unity, where the core became Sia and Sia became 
the core?” (TL: pronounced ‘sha’) 


“What is ‘Sia’?” 
“It’s a nickname.” 
Frey clicked his tongue, remembering the name ‘Anastasia’. 


It seemed Hector hadn't fully gotten over it yet. He probably 
expected Anastasia to ask him to change bodies. 


But as an authority in alchemy, he knew how ridiculous that 
thought was. Apart from the fusion of the core and the body, 


there was almost no way to reproduce a Golem with the 
Same quality as Anastasia. 


“Nevermind. | just wanted to talk to you about Dragons.” 


Anastasia was polite because she knew Hector was once a 
Dragon. 


When he saw this, Hector spoke with a strange expression 
on his face. 


“That feels weird. You don’t have to be polite when you talk 
to me. Like Frey.” 


That was right. 


Frey and Anastasia were great figures from 4,000 years ago. 
People who knew them would remember their amazing feat 
of fighting off the Demigods in a time when no one else 
would. 


And if they knew that, then they had no choice but to pay 
their respects. 


“Well. Enough of that. Please ask your question.” 
“Are all the Dragons really dead?” 


“For the most part. Some of them are stuck doing chores like 
| was.” 


It was the same question Frey had asked him in the past. But 
now, they could ask even more questions than at that time. 


“Mostly. Then there are still living Dragons.” 


“| don’t know. | don’t know if you know this, but it’s not like 
we used to have any close relationships with each other or 
anything like that.” 


Frey and Anastasia nodded at the same time. 


They were certainly a race with strong, individualistic 
tendencies. 


“Then l'Il change my question. Where is the Dragon Lord?” 


Hector’s face changed. His light attitude evaporated in an 
instant and instead, it was replaced with a serious 
expression. 


For a moment, Frey felt like he was looking at his teacher. 
He tilted his head. 

“Dragon Lord?” 

Did the Dragons have a Lord? 


He had never heard the term before, but from the look on 
Hector’s face, Frey knew that it was something serious. 


“How do you know about that? Among the Dragons, only the 
ancients know...” 


“I got the help of a Blue Dragon when making this core. It 
was a Dragon named Aitlans.” 


“Mm... Aitlans. He...” 
Hector clicked his tongue before sighing. 


“The Dragon Lord is dead.” 


“Don’t lie to me. The Dragon Lord is a natural being 
connected to the continent. If he dies, the continent would 
be destroyed.” 


“To be precise, he’s in a state that is no better than death.” 
“Huh?” 
Anastasia’s expression became one of confusion. 


On the other hand, Hector, whose expression was incredibly 
calm, continued. 


“I only know about it from the records. It should have been 
1,000 years before the Great Sage was born, so 5,000 years 
ago. The Demigods’ Lord and the Dragons’ Lord. Two 
absolute beings, fought, and the Dragon Lord lost. Like you 
said, the Dragon Lord is connected to the continent. So Lord 
didn’t kill him, instead, he trapped him in another world.” 


The process was a bit different, but it was still similar to his 
own case, so Frey couldn’t stop himself from asking. 


“The Abyss?” 

“Where's that? I’ve never heard of that name before.” 
Guess not. 

“Then where is he?” 

“The Demon World.” 


At that moment, he thought he’d heard wrong. Therefore, 
Frey subconsciously asked him again. 


“where?” 


“The Demon World. The world where the Demons live.” 
Frey clicked his tongue. 
The Demon World. 


The Land of the Demons was a place that no human had 
ever set foot. 
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“This is probably the first time in history.” 


Iris looked back while feeling the hot, unpleasant breeze 
that she’d never felt before. 


Standing there was a pale young man. Though his 
appearance could not be seen clearly, she knew that this 
was Lucifer, one of the six Archdukes of the Demon World. 


He had been reigning over his domain, the Corrupted Hell, 
for the longest time among the Archdukes, and many 
Demons would readily open their mouths and proclaim that 
he was the true ruler of the Demon World. 


In fact, even the proud Asura admitted that Lucifer was one 
level above him. 


Lucifer narrowed his eyes before saying. 


“A human actually came to the Demon World. Calling you a 
genius really isn’t enough. It’s unfortunate. It’s really 
unfortunate. If you were born a Demon, you definitely would 
have been equal to me, if not greater.” 


Iris’ expression remained cold. 


Lucifer couldn’t even remember the last time she’d actually 
shown any emotion since her heart died 4,000 years ago. 


Maybe this was just a way to protect herself. After all, no 
matter how firm and strong-willed she was, she was still 
human. 


There was no way she could have survived 4,000 without 
any changes in her mindset. 


Therefore, she suppressed her emotions, forgot her personal 
thoughts, and only focused on her mission. 


Lucifer felt that she was no different from a corpse. Perhaps 
she didn’t even have a sense of self left. 


The end for people like this was usually quite miserable. 
Either they ran away or they collapsed. 


It was such a shame. The only person he’d signed a contract 
to, and the only other existence he’d actually 
acknowledged, would end up in such a miserable state. 


“Where are you going?” 


“To where the Dragon Lord is. Lucifer, you Know where Lord 
placed him.” 


“I do. But what are you going to do?” 


“About 5,000 years have passed since he was sealed. If it 
goes as | expect, he should be opening his eyes soon.” 


Iris spoke with a cold glint in her eyes. 


“I will stop him.” 


Chapter 155: Silkid(1) 


They decided to put the Dragon Lord on hold for now. After 
all, even if they were sure he was sealed in the Demon 
World, they couldn’t reach him with their human bodies 
anyway. 


‘Should | ask Asura for help?’ 


Frey had this thought for a moment before he shook his 
head. He didn’t believe Asura would accept such a 
troublesome and dire request. 


Even if they had a good relationship, he couldn’t forget that 
Asura was whimsical. 


Their contract was also half-baked at best. 

‘First things first: Silkid.’ 

But before that, he would have to meet Nix again. 

Frey was about to leave when he turned to look at Anastasia. 


“I’m going to the Ispania Mountains. Would you like to go 
with me?” 


“ld love to.” 


When she nodded her head, Frey immediately used Warp to 
carry them to the Ispania Mountains. 


Shuk. 


After feeling the Warp, Anastasia nodded appreciatively. 
“You're definitely 9 stars again.” 
“I told you that already.” 


“| still wanted to see it for myself. In any case, that’s a relief. 
Mm. In fact, | think you’re even stronger than you were in 
the past.” 


“Am |?” 


“You consumed a bunch of powerful elixirs like the Frozen 
River from me, the Drake’s heart and the Demigod’s crystal, 
so it’s natural.” 


Indeed. 


To collect this much mana the usual way, one would have to 
devote oneself to meditation for decades in a place with 
high mana density and minimal distractions. 


In addition, after training his mind for 4,000 years in the 
Abyss, it was safe to say he had long surpassed the Lukas 
Trowman of the past. 


Anastasia looked at the mountains surrounding them with a 
deep gaze. 


“It feels like this place didn’t change much.” 
“It’s been 4,000 years, so it definitely feels different.” 


“Hmm. Well, for me, | just feel like | woke up from a very 
deep sleep. It still doesn’t feel like 4,000 years have 
passed.” 


From Anastasia’s perspective, it was like she was just 
continuing from where her memories were cut off, so she 
couldn’t really feel the time difference. 


The amount of time that passed was the same, but her 
situation was very different from Frey’s. 


Frey went to the same rock, where he sat last time and 
waited for Nix. Anastasia looked around for a bit before 
saying she would go to the dungeon. 


Frey nodded because he didn’t think he’d have to wait too 
long. 


An hour passed. 
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As time went by, Frey couldn’t help but get up from his seat. 
The last time he came here, Nix had arrived in less than 
thirty minutes. 


‘Did something happen?’ 


In the first place, Nix was placed in a very precarious 
position from the moment she was made into Agni’s Apostle. 


Therefore, he would understand if she encountered a 
dangerous situation, but he didn’t believe she would 
disappear without a trace. 


As he was agonising over this. 
Kiiik.... 


Someone hesitantly approached Frey. 


It wasn’t a human. It was a monster. However, instead of a 
Drake, it was a Goblin with a large, protruding belly. 


It was much larger than ordinary Goblins. 
With a curious gaze, Anastasia looked at it while saying. 
“The size of Goblins has really changed a lot in 4,000 years.” 


“The monsters here are larger than normal.” 


“I know that, but the Ispanian Goblin | saw 4,000 years ago 
wasn’t this big.” 


“Then, isn’t it just mutated?” 


The Goblin opened its mouth while they were having their 
silly conversation. 


“Grey hair, human, Master’s Master, came.” 


The Goblin looked at Frey with shaking eyes. It was clear 
that it was terrified. 


“Master’s Master.” 


By master... it should be referring to Nix. It seemed she’d 
become the ruler of the entire mountain range. 


And the Nix’s master... was that referring to himself? 
“What did Nix want you to say to me?” 


“Ma-, Master said. A dangerous situation. Came. Can’t. Hold 
on.” 
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“So will create. A flaw. For Master’s Master to. Take 
advantage of.” 


He couldn’t understand what it meant, and from Anastasia’s 
confused expression, it was clear that she didn’t understand 
either. 


When Frey pressed the Goblin more, it only repeated those 
words with a terrified look on its face before finally saying 
just one word with a shaking body and a tearful expression. 


“Si-, Silkid. Silkid. Silkid...” 


He reluctantly sent the Goblin back, and it hurriedly 
disappeared without any hesitation. 


Frey grew anxious. 
“Dangerous situation.” 


Agni should not have been able to move properly at that 
moment. 


Frey bit his lip. 


He had probably woken up. Frey’s original plan had been to 
deal with him while he was in a weakened state, but if he 
had somehow made a recovery... 


“| don’t know anything else, but | do know where we need to 
go now.” 


Frey nodded. 
They had to go to Silkid. 
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He woke up but didn’t open his eyes right away as he felt 
like dozens of loaches were wriggling around in his head. 


When was the last time he’d gotten a good night’s rest? 


Ever since he’d come to the desert, he wasn’t able to get 
more than four hours of rest a day. (TL: relatable... my life is 
the desert) 


But he had no choice but to reduce his hours of sleep since 
he had to keep up his training regimen. 


Ivan sighed heavily before leaving the tent. 
The sky was bluish, and it seemed dawn was approaching. 


Ivan went to the warriors who were keeping watch and 
asked. 


“Is everything okay?” 

“There were no problems.” 

The night before seemed to have passed quietly. 

Ivan scratched his head while asking another question. 
“The suicidal girl...” 

“It seems she left during the night.” 


“...She didn’t appear to be possessed. This was the first time 
a woman came to me and asked me to kill her. Even in such 
a tumultuous situation.” 


Ivan thought of the night before. 


A red-haired woman came and asked him to kill her. Ivan 
judged her as a madwoman, and he promptly kicked her out. 


So she bit her lip and left. 
‘It looked like she had a lot to say.’ 


But she didn’t open her mouth in the end. She looked like it 
was urgent, and she was desperate. 


It was a rather strange story. 


A woman who was desperate to die. If she wanted to die so 
badly, she could’ve just hanged herself rather than come to 
him. 


“Hoo.” 


Ivan suppressed his thoughts about her. He didn’t have the 
time to think about something like that. 


The warriors began to come out of their tents one after 
another, and light slowly spilled over the horizon. 


The light soon covered the desert. 


They had made their camp on high ground, so they could 
see the surrounding area with ease. 


Naturally, this allowed them to see the swarm of monsters 
charging in from the east. 


“It would have been pretty bad if | woke up ten minutes 
later.” 


“It seems their numbers are gradually increasing.” 


“So disgusting. It looks like there are hundreds of them.” 
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... Kuraksar’ is in that direction.” 
It was an Orc Warrior who spoke with a heavy voice. 


His name was Guarus, and he was the most outstanding 
warrior out of the hundred or so gathered there. 


Not counting Ivan, of course. 


His analytical and physical abilities were both excellent, 
which was why Ivan remembered his name quickly. 


He was also the one who first praised Ivan as the Great 
Warrior. 


“Just what kind of magic are they using? Even when we 
wander around, they still find us as though they have dog 
noses.” 


“It can only be one of two things. One, they have an 
excellent tracker.” 


Guaras turned back, his cold eyes settling on the warriors. 


“Or there is a traitor telling them exactly where we are.” 
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The reason why Talhadun was able to become the capital of 
Silkid was because, before anything else, it was the location 
of the largest oasis in the desert. 


Now, there were no longer any traces of warriors in Talhadun. 
Most of the buildings were either partially or completely 
destroyed. 


It was a terrible sight as if a powerful sandstorm had swept 
through it. But the oasis had been able to maintain its 


Original form, which was close to a miracle. 

No. 

In truth, it had nothing to do with miracles. 

There was only one reason. Because Agni didn’t destroy it. 


With his power, it was a very simple task to evaporate the 
entire oasis. 


But Agni didn’t do that. 

[What is it that you wanted to talk about?] 

He turned around and found Nozdog standing there. 

Agni noticed that there was a bit of annoyance in his voice. 
[Speak quickly. I’m also in charge of an area.] 

“| wonder what you think about Leyrin’s disappearance.” 
The answer didn’t come immediately. 


Nozdog didn’t have any expression on his face, but Agni 
noticed that there were no ripples in his breathing. 


[Leyrin sacrificed herself to awaken the three of us. That’s 
all. It’s a simple story. ] 


“That wasn’t a sacrifice. It wasn’t Leyrin’s will. It was all 
Lord’s idea to convert her into divine power and inject it into 
us.” 


[What’s the difference?] 


“What...” 


Nozdog seemed to sigh. 


[The will of Lord is the will of all Demigods. This might have 
happened while Leyrin was hibernating, but if she was 
awake, she would definitely have met her end with a smile. 
So would I, and so would Ananta.] 


Nozdog’s fierce gaze turned to Agni. 
[Aren’t you the same?] 

“Yes.” 

It was true. 


If Lord asked him to sacrifice himself, he would do so without 
any hesitation. 


But... 
“Lord didn’t tell us about the sacrifice.” 
That was what confused Agni. 


“Even after leading the Demigods for such a long time, he 
never asked us to sacrifice ourselves.” 


For the Demigods, Lord was many things. 
A guide, a pioneer, a leader. 
For the Demigods, the most benevolent being was their Lord. 


That was why it was strange for Agni, a Demigod, to 
question why Lord sacrificed one Demigod to save three. 


[Something must have changed, but | don’t think Lord did 
anything wrong.] 


“| ” 


[Why don’t you trust Lord? ] 

There was hostility in Nozdog’s voice. 

Agni fell silent fora moment before responding honestly. 
“I'm not sure yet.” 

How to deal with Lord and why he was so agitated. 


Nozdog was dumbfounded for a moment before he spoke in 
a disbelieving voice. 


[No way. Have you suddenly started respecting the mortals’ 
stance and whatnot?] 


“No.” 
Agni shook his head firmly without hesitation. 


No matter how many races other than Demigods died, it had 
nothing to do with him. 


It wasn’t out of sympathy that he spared Talhadun. It was 
because Lord’s actions made him uncomfortable, and he 
wondered if destroying Talhadun would have had a positive 
effect on the Demigods. 


He hated the fact that the thought ‘run away’ kept popping 
up whenever he looked at Lord. 


All Demigods were free, dignified and equal. It was none 
other than Lord who taught them that. 


But wasn’t the same Lord the one who wanted to Sacrifice an 
innocent Demigod to save Riki? 


Agni wanted to bring this up, but he chose to keep his 
mouth closed. 


The source of this information was Iris, and since Nozdog 
hated her, he wouldn’t have believed it even if he told him. 


[I don’t care as long as you don’t step on the same path as 
Riki. Experiencing fighting my own kind once was enough. ] 


That was the only consolation that Nozdog could give him. 
‘There’s no need to ask Ananta’s opinion.’ 
He would probably have the same thoughts as Nozdog. 


Agni wondered why he was the only one out of the three 
who was confused. 


The answer came easily. 


Leyrin’s existence was particularly special to Agni. Her death 
saddened him more than anyone else. 


Nozdog, who was about to leave, suddenly asked a question. 


[This might be a pointless question. But Agni, how are you 
managing your Apostle? ] 


“Managing?” 
[Frey Blake.] 


He was the greatest enemy of the Demigods at that moment. 
After saying his name, Nozdog continued. 


[He knows all of our Apostles. That means he knows all of 
our weaknesses. He’s also very cunning, so you should pay 
extra attention to your Apostle. ] 


“What did you do?” 


[My Apostle is somewhere the humans would never be able 
to find.] 


Nozdog laughed darkly. 


[Ananta’s Apostle appears to be very proficient at hiding. 
And Lord doesn’t have to worry about his at all.] 


“I have a relatively moderate method.” 
[Moderate? What do you intend to do?] 


“| was thinking of a way to get rid of this ‘weakness’ 
entirely.” 


Agni paused for a moment before continuing. 


“And it matches well since my Apostle is a Phoenix. If | 
achieve the conditions, | will no longer need an Apostle.” 


Chapter 156: Silkid(2) 


“How long are you going to keep running away?” 
There was no one around, but Torkunta grumbled. 
Then, despite receiving no response, she grit her teeth. 


“Didn’t I tell you? | have no intention of accompanying you 
on your suicide quest. Understand? You’re the only one 
that’s gonna die.” 


There was silence again before Torkunta’s expression 
became even more grim. 


“You're so young.” 


Torkunta, who seemed so upset she would vomit, suddenly 
sighed. 


“You're afraid of dying, yet you claim to want to sacrifice 
yourself. It’s not even for your own satisfaction. Hmph.” 


l ” 


“Then do it yourself. I’m letting go of the reins. But | should 
warn you. You didn’t forget your promise, did you?” 


Torkunta bit her lips before saying one more thing. 


“Stupid bitch.” 
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Hot winds blew across the desert. 


Frey narrowed his eyes as he looked ahead. The half-hidden 
sun was tinting the golden earth scarlet. 


It was an incredibly beautiful sight, but unfortunately, he 
didn’t have the time to admire it. 


Cairo looked at Frey and said. 

“I’m sorry. | wish | could help you, but...” 

“No.” 

Frey shook his head. 

It was already enough for him to warp them there. 


The only reason he’d asked Cairo for help in the first place 
was because he didn’t know Silkid’s coordinates. 


Paragon was still busy with its own business. 
Cairo nodded. 


“There is a warrior from Paragon in Rnei. He and Nora are 
acquainted, and he should be able to tell you about the 
situation in Silkid.” 


Cairo left with those words. 


Frey then turned around to look at the ones who'd gone to 
Silkid with him. 


Snow, Nora, and Beniang. 


Anastasia didn’t come. 


Frey remembered what she'd said before they parted. 
“| need time.” 
“What do you mean by time?” 


“Time to get used to this body. | don’t think I can use it to 
fight the way | used to.” 


Frey nodded. 


Although the Golem’s body could control mana, it was a 
body that was more suited for a Magic Warrior than a 
Wizard. 


So like it or not, she would have to learn to fight with her 
body from now on instead of with magic. Because it was 
more efficient. 


To do that, she would need to get rid of all the stereotypical 
combat methods and habits that she’d developed as a 
Wizard. 


“You want to train here?” 

“I think it’s a good place.” 

“That’s true, but how will you get to Silkid?” 

He didn’t think Anastasia’s body could use Warp. 
Anastasia laughed. 

“There’s a way.” 


She tapped on her earrings that hadn’t been there when 
they first came to the mountains. 


“That’s?” 

“I brought it out of the dungeon. And this is for you.” 
Then she handed him a ring. 

“Keep it on. It’ll tell me where you are.” 

Both were magic items. 

Frey nodded and put the ring on. 

“Understood.” 

“As soon as | get used to my body, l'Il head over.” 
“Keeping my word is one of my ironclad rules.” 
Anastasia nodded. 

Thus, Anastasia’s arrival would be a bit delayed. 


“The entire desert is covered in divine power. Even when 
seeing it for myself, | find it hard to believe. | can’t believe 
the Demigods are revealing themselves like this.” 


Nora spoke in a calm voice, and Frey agreed with her. 


Divine power indeed covered the entire desert. It was like a 
beast deliberately marking its territory with its scent. 


‘Considering the size of Silkid, it couldn’t be just one.’ 


This meant that they wouldn’t be able to tell how many 
Demigods were staying in the desert. 


Naturally, this meant that they had to move as stealthily as 
possible. 


Frey took out a map from his bag and looked at it. 
“Rnei. It’s close. We'll go there to obtain information first.” 


Cairo must have brought them this close on purpose. Frey 
was once again grateful for his consideration. 


Then Snow spoke. 


“Wasn't it said that creatures swept all the cities in the 
country? | don’t think he would still be there.” 


“Hmm.” 
That made sense. 
“TIL still check it out first.” 


He then flew up into the sky using Fly. When he got high 
enough, he was able to see the blurry image of Rnei. 


From what he could see, the buildings were not destroyed, 
so from the outside, it still looked fine. 


‘| don’t know if a Demigod is there or not.’ 


With all the divine power scattered across the desert, it was 
impossible for him to determine a specific source. 


‘It’s a good thing that they can’t find us easily either.’ 
Frey then pointed to Rnei and said. 

“Let’s walk. It'll take a couple of hours to get there.” 
Using Warp would be too conspicuous. 


“I’m so glad it’s not midday~ It’s less hot.” 


Snow spoke in a relaxed tone as the party headed to Rnei 
with a rapid pace. 


Frey looked at the desolate desert before turning to Nora. 
“Who exactly is the Paragon member in Rnei?” 

“A warrior.” 

Nora thought that answer was not enough, so she continued. 


“He was once a Great Warrior who was spoken about in 
history.” 


“Great Warrior?” 

“It is one of the highest honours one can receive in Silkid.” 
It was Snow who answered. 

Frey then turned to her and said suspiciously. 


“You know quite a lot about a country that’s on the opposite 
side of the continent.” 


Just as he’d said, Silkid and the Great Forest were indeed on 
opposite sides of the continent. 


Snow put on a triumphant expression at his words. 


“Hoohoo! It was this queen’s dream to travel around the 
continent and challenge the strong! The strongest fighters 
in every region on the continent.” 


After saying that, she tilted her head. 


“Mm. But in the last ten years, there hasn’t been a Great 
Warrior in Silkid.” 


“It is a title that can only be given to one person. But lately, 
many outstanding warriors have appeared. Guarus the 
Berserker, Heildek the Grappler, Twin Blade Urha... if the 
Demigods hadn’t destroyed Talhadun, there definitely would 
have been the most spectacular martial arts competition in 
history.” 


“Hmmm,” 


“Urha is the Paragon member. He’s a swordsman who uses 
the Fire and Ice Swords.” 


Twin Blades. 


In the past, Frey had once asked Lucid, who had countless 
legendary swords, why he insisted on using just one sword. 


Then Lucid gave him one simple response. 
[It’s not efficient. ] 


There was nothing wrong with wearing many magical items. 
Of course, Frey avoided using them to avoid being 
dependent on them. 


But it didn’t seem to be the same for swords. 
Now that he thought about it, Riki also used just one sword. 


Although he hid many small daggers in his pockets, when 
fighting, he only drew one sword. 


[Then why are you collecting so many swords?] 
Lucid’s answer to this question was spectacular. 


[It’s my hobby. Please respect it.] 


[...] 
Twin Blade Urha. 


He should at least have had some skill since he was able to 
become a member of Paragon. But Frey wondered just how 
strong he was. 


It was at that time that he noticed Beniang moving forward 
with an exceptionally stiff expression on her face. 


“Master Beniang, you don’t have to be so tense. We're not 
going to fight any Demigods yet.” 


“Ah, I see. Thank you.” 
Beniang smiled shyly and bowed her head. 


Her Dragontongue would be a great help in battle against 
the Demigods. 


Then Frey saw Snow turn to look at him. 

“What is it?” 

“It’s unfair.” 

“What is?” 

“Why do you only use honorifics with that woman?” 
“She’s my superior.” 

“...you used to use honorifics with this queen too.” 
“That was when you were still a queen.” 


“Mm...” 


Snow pouted, clearly not convinced. 
Then Nora asked. 
“What about Hector?” 


“There’s nothing to compare. He’s a Dragon. That alone 
makes him deserving of respect.” 
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What a strange man. 


Nora and Snow had this thought at the same time. All of 
them had lived for a sizable amount of time, yet they still 
got an archaic feeling from this young man who wasn’t even 
thirty. 


Could this be called a generation gap? 


Strangely enough, it was the girls who had the trendier way 
of thinking. 


After all, it had been hundreds of years since the Dragons 
disappeared from the continent. Only stories of them could 
be heard from time to time, and even then, most of the 
stories were about them losing to the Demigods. 


Nevertheless, Frey was extremely polite to Hector. 


This was something that was extremely strange when 
considering that he spoke informally to Cairo, Diablo, and 
the other Circle Masters. 


It was almost as if he had seen the time period when 
Dragons ruled the continent in the past. 


Him using honorifics to Beniang might not necessarily have 
been because she was his superior. It might just have been 
because she was Half-Dragon. 


‘What kind of relationship does Frey have with the Dragons?’ 


They wanted to ask, but they didn’t think they would get an 
answer. 


Just as Snow clicked her tongue, they arrived at Rnei. 
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“Silkid is finished.” 

There wasn’t anyone who didn’t know that fact. 


But the power those words contained depended on who was 
saying them. 


Take the man in front of him for example. 


Sarman, the Warchief and guardian of Rnei, was not 
someone who should say such words. 


Urha frowned, opening his mouth before reluctantly closing 
it again. 


He was angry, but he couldn’t argue. 
Sarman continued in a deep voice. 


“Of 17 cities, 7 have already fallen and 4 have surrendered. 
There are only 6 cities left including Rnei.” 


“Are you going to surrender?” 


Sarman shook his head at Urha’s words. 


“| just got a report. What happened to the 7 cities... saying 
their fall is not appropriate.” 
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“Entire cities vanished. They’re gone. All that was left were 
ashes that were blown by the desert winds. That’s when | 
realised. We cannot expect any mercy from these monsters.” 


To die or to surrender: those were the only two options. 
“So you, a Warchief, plan to surrender.” 


Urha understood Sarman’s feelings, but that didn’t stop him 
from speaking in a sharp tone. 


“Do you know the will of a warrior?” 

“it is to fight.” 

“So you do know.” 

Then Sarman continued with an empty voice. 
“Against the Demigods, we cannot fight.” 
They had no chance of winning. 

Sarman bit his lip. 


The bitter taste of blood spread on his tongue, but the 
strength of his bite didn’t diminish at all. 


How could he not be angry? His family, friends, and people 
had died. They were still dying even now. 


But they couldn’t talk to the Demigods. There was no 
negotiation. 


They asked for one thing - surrender. Those who disobeyed 
would die. 


They would die regardless of sex or age. 


Even the term tyrannical could not express their attitudes. 
Their actions weren’t things that mortals could understand. 


Even a fly wouldn’t do so vainly. 
“Have you heard the rumors of the Great Warrior?” 
“| have.” 


There was a warrior wandering around Silkid, gathering the 
other warriors together. It was said that his name was lvan. 


Given that this was the first time many were hearing his 
name, it was certain that he wasn’t someone who was 
famous before. 


“I heard that he’s the Magic Warrior King’s Successor.” 


“even if Kasajin himself returned, he would not be able to 
change this situation.” 


Sarman spoke cooly. 
Then he added in a dejected tone. 


“The number of warriors is still lacking. What we lack at the 
moment is troops.” 


They couldn’t fight the Demigods with warriors alone. Urha 
fell silent because he also knew that. 


Then someone came into the tent. 


“Urha, you have guests.” 

“Guests?” 

“They say they’re from Paragon.” 

“yn 

He got up in a hurry. 

Unexpected reinforcements had arrived. 

‘Is it Diablo? No, even Cairo!’ 

9 star Wizards! 

Any one of them would be able to convince Sarman. 
Urha hurried out. 

The first person he saw was Nora. Because she was in front. 


Seeing him, Nora lifted her head and spoke in her signature, 
calm voice. 


“It’s been a while, Urha.” 
“Ms. Nora, how have you been?” 


Urha returned the greeting out of courtesy while looking 
around. 


‘Ah...’ 
Neither Cairo nor Diablo were there. 


The only ones standing beside Nora were a woman with a 
mask, a timid looking green-haired girl, and a young man 


with an expressionless face. 


He didn’t know any of them. This also meant that they 
weren’t helpers from Paragon. 


Urha couldn’t help but sigh in disappointment. 


Chapter 157: Silkid(3) 


“Urha?” 
“ah. My apologies.” 
Nora’s voice woke Urha from his thoughts. 


Then, he stepped forward and extended his hand towards 
the party beside her. 


“This one is called Urha. | hope you can understand that | 
couldn’t give you a proper welcome because of the current 
situation.” 


“I’m Frey, and | understand completely. Is the situation 
bad?” 


Frey? 
He’d heard the name somewhere before. 


Urha narrowed his eyes for a moment, but he came to his 
senses when Frey’s cool hand touched his. 


They did a few perfunctory hand movements before 
releasing their grip. 


“It’s not good. Are you our reinforcements?” 
“Right. I’m from the Circle.” 


“The Circle... ah. It’s you. The Trowman Rings’ young Circle 
Rounder.” 


Frey nodded. 


The Circle didn’t even know about Paragon’s existence, but 
Paragon had a good grasp on everything happening in the 
Circle. 


He’d also felt this during his conversation with Cairo. 


Of course, it didn’t seem like he knew about the recent 
activities. Perhaps Cairo didn’t have the time to spread the 
information. 


“I’ve also heard of your prestige.” 
His appearance wasn’t quite what he’d expected. 
Frey looked at Urha. 


He looked to be about 30 or so years old, but he gave off a 
fragile feeling unbefitting of a desert Warrior. 


His whole body wasn’t filled with muscles like Ivan, nor was 
his aura as fierce as Ivan’s. And his smile wasn’t confident 
like... 


Frey became puzzled for a moment. 


Before he knew it, the image of ‘Warrior’ in his mind had 
become lvan. 


But he wasn’t a Warrior; he was a Magic Warrior. 
No. 


What exactly was the difference between a Warrior and a 
Magic Warrior? 


“I’m Beniang.” 

“Snow.” 

Short voices sounded at that moment. 
Frey turned to look at Snow. 

“You're using your real name?” 


“What’s wrong with that? We're on the other side of the 
continent. And it’s annoying to use aliases.” 


Although Snow said this in a casual tone, Frey was certain 
that only the latter part of the sentence truly mattered. 


Nora looked at Urha and said. 

“Urha, we want to know the current situation in Silkid.” 
“Please follow me.” 

Urha nodded before turning around. 

Frey looked around as they walked behind Urha. 

“U-, urk...” 

“Damn.” 

“Hey, are there any more herbs?” 

There was no one uninjured. 


There were those covered in bandages and groaning 
painfully and those who had suffered severe injuries and 
seemed to be on the brink of death. 


One thing to note was the fact that almost all of them had 
been burned. 


“They weren't hurt by a Demigod.” 


“They were hurt by the creatures they created. How did you 
know?” 


Frey’s following words made him speechless. 
“Because they're still alive.” 
They soon arrived at a small barracks tent. 


Although there was dust and sand everywhere, this place 
was much cleaner than anywhere else. 


When they went inside, they found space large enough for 
five people. 


Urha sat down on a shabby looking chair. Then, he covered 
his face with his hands before mumbling. 


“it was a Demigod made of fire.” 
Frey’s brows furrowed. 


“| don’t mean to brag, but I’ve encountered a few Demigods 
before. | know that they differ greatly depending on the 
individual and that it’s not just their features and habits. 
There are differences in strength. But he was on a 
completely different level.” 


“That’s right. He’s an Apocalypse.” 
“adl knew it.” 


Urha sighed as if he’d expected it to an extent. 


Frey also wanted to sigh at that moment. 
Agni. They had successfully treated his wounds. 


Riki had said it would take at least a year before they could 
barely begin to move again. 


Frey couldn’t help but wonder if Agni was barely moving or if 
he was completely healed and, if that was the case, how it 
happened. 


He suppressed the questions in his heart and continued 
listening to Urha. 


“Of the 17 cities in Silkid, 7 have already been destroyed, 4 
have surrendered, and the 6 remaining cities, including 
Rnei, are still fighting. But now, Sarman, Rnei’s Guardian 
Warrior, shows signs of wanting to surrender.” 


“What is a Guardian Warrior?” 
“|. it is difficult to explain. Just take it as the City Lord.” 


If one looked at the details then the two were very different, 
but that was all he could say at the moment. 


Frey continued listening to Urha’s explanation attentively. 
Then, his expression changed when he heard the next bit of 
information. 


“A Great Warrior?” 


“Right. A man named Ivan. | don’t think he’s from Silkid, but 
he has a lot of charisma to pull the warriors together and 
form a counter force. It’s probably the largest single force in 
Silkid at the moment. And it’s still growing.” 


Frey chuckled. 


He was a man who stood out no matter where he went. This 
wasn’t unexpected. 


Ivan seemed to like being alone, but he had the natural aura 
of a leader and innate charisma. 


In times of chaos, it was natural for people to gather around 
a focal point. 


‘He’s just like Aim.’ 


Nora’s expression also changed, and she smiled softly as she 
thought about Kasajin. 


For some reason, however, her smile appeared quite cold. To 
put it bluntly, her expression seemed to Say ‘I’ve got you 
now’. 


Come to think of it, Frey remembered that he still needed to 
resolve the misunderstanding. 
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mm. 
Well. He could always do it when they met. 

Frey shook his head and put those thoughts away. 
‘It’s been a while since Ivan and | parted ways.’ 


They had agreed to go upturn the Circle together, but Frey 
had unexpectedly done it all by himself. But with that guy’s 
personality, he shouldn’t mind that too much. 


Frey wondered how much stronger he’d gotten. 


Ivan was a genius. A true genius who wouldn’t lose even 
when compared to Kasajin. 


Frey was looking forward to seeing how much stronger he’d 
gotten since he came to Silkid. 


“Have you encountered any other Demigods?” 
“We haven't. We’ve only seen the fire Demigod.” 
“Hmm.” 

Agni was the only one who’d made an appearance. 
Frey clicked his tongue at those words. 


The divine power that was covering Silkid was not 
something that could have come from Agni alone. 


That meant that there were still two or three Demigods 
hiding in Silkid. 


‘They wouldn’t stick together.’ 


Demigods wouldn’t group up unless there was a special 
situation, for example, when Lord called a meeting. They 
were extremely individualistic beings. 


Maybe he was on a different mission. 

Nix’s image appeared in his head for a moment. 
Could it be that Agni was chasing her? 

‘He can’t kill her since she’s his Apostle.’ 

Did she think he was going to restrain her? 


It was possible. 


From Agni’s perspective, it might not be good for her to keep 
wandering around as she pleased. 


Of course, this wasn’t a good situation for Frey either. 


Anastasia was the only one who knew that she was Agni’s 
Apostle. If anyone else found out, it was almost certain that 
they would try to kill Nix. 


So before that happened, he had to find Nix first. 


Urha finished his explanation while Frey agonised over the 
difficult problem. 


“Have you ever heard about a red-haired woman?” 
It was at that moment. 
“Mr. Urha!” 


The tent was suddenly opened, and Warrior Lieutenant 
walked in. He had run so quickly that his entire body was 
covered in sweat. 


He spoke with a quivering voice. 

“T-, there’s a raid.” 

Urha immediately rose from his seat with a stiff expression. 
“Tell me the situation.” 

“l-, it’s the Demigod’s creatures.” 

“How many?” 


“that...” 


“Report it properly. How many enemies are there?” 
The man gulped. 


“they cover the horizon. The dust cloud they are kicking 
up also makes it hard to see, so we aren’t fully sure.” 


Then he forcibly squeezed out a few words. 
“...but there are at least thousands of them.” 
Urha sighed heavily. 


It was as if his soul had just left his body, and his face 
became filled with despair. 


Thousands. 

If that was true, then it was over for Rnei. 
“What about Demigods?” 

A flat voice sounded out. It was Frey. 


The lieutenant turned to look at him, and Frey once again 
asked in a calm manner. 


“Has the Demigods’ presence been confirmed?” 


This Warrior, who was seeing Frey for the first time, could not 
help but respond with honorifics as he was intimidated by 
his mysterious aura. 


“|-, it hasn’t been confirmed, but there doesn’t seem to be 
any Demigods.” 


“So there aren’t any.” 


It was a relief but also a shame. 

Feeling a bit upset, Frey rose from his seat. 

“Which direction are the creatures coming from?” 

“So-, southeast, but... that. Who are you...” 

Frey walked past him with a brief response. 
“Reinforcements.” (TL: Kyaaa!) 
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He headed southeast. 

A stone spire had been erected there. It was quite high. 


When he got to the top of the spire, he could see hundreds 
of kilometers in every direction. So, naturally, he was able to 
see the horde of creatures galloping toward them, creating a 
large dust cloud. 


Frey narrowed his eyes and examined this group closely. 
‘It’s still quite bizarre.’ 


They looked like Fire Spirits. Beings whose entire bodies 
were covered in flames. 


These were probably creatures that Agni himself had 
created. 


“Are you really going to stop that army alone?” 
Urha couldn’t erase the doubt from his voice. 


“Do you think it’s a joke?” 


“As far as | know, there are only two Wizards in Paragon who 
could accomplish such a feat.” 


“Cairo Wilsemann and Diablo.” 
Urha was shocked. 
Frey didn’t turn around as he continued. 


“You seem to have been hoping for them to arrive from the 
start.” 


“you noticed?” 
“How could I not notice when it was so obvious?” 
Frey spoke simply, but Urha was shocked. 


He was confident in his ability to hide his inner feelings. And 
he had believed he’d hid his disappointment too quickly for 
anyone to notice. 


“To correct one misunderstanding, | am not below them.” 
“What...?” 
“Watch closely.” 


Frey walked to the end of the spire with dozens of 
calculations spinning in his mind. 


“They have spirit bodies, so they are bad opponents for 
warriors. It would require a lot of force to subdue them with 
physical attacks.” 


“Their firepower is also formidable. Their flames can even 
melt rocks.” 


Urha bit his lip. 


“although their numbers are small, there are still a few 
Wizards and Sorcerers in Silkid. But their ice magic didn’t 
really have an effect on them.” 


“That’s natural. There are also classes among creatures.” 
After all, they were made by the Apocalypse Agni. 


It depended on the individual, but he was sure that the 
strongest amongst these creatures were Intermediate rank 
Spirits. 


That meant that any spell below 6 stars wouldn’t really have 
much of an effect on them. 


“Even | can’t guarantee victory over a hundred of them, but 
you alone...” 


“You're not very knowledgeable about Wizards.” 
Frey’s words made Urha speechless. 
“what is that...” 


“The number of enemies doesn’t matter to a Wizard. As long 
as you know their coordinates, it doesn’t matter if there are 
hundreds or thousands.” 


Pak. 
As soon as he was finished speaking, Frey’s robe flapped. 


Originally, he intended to move in the shadows since he 
didn’t want to be spotted by the Demigods’ spies that might 
have been hidden in the desert. 


But he’d changed his mind. 


Agni hadn’t been seen since Talhadun, and the other 
Demigods’ whereabouts were unknown. 


But it was possible that he was chasing after Nix. 
If so, then Frey would draw their attention. 

It didn’t matter if the Demigods came. 

It would be even better if Nix came. 


And drawing attention was something that Wizards were the 
best at. 


Roar- 
Urha stumbled back a few steps. 
“W-, what is this...” 


A horrifying amount of mana was spewing from Frey’s body. 
It was so dense that it seemed as if thousands of threads 
were encircling Frey’s body. 


“And for 9 star Wizards, size and location don’t matter at all. 
Everything within my sight is my space.” 


“9 star?” 
Urha’s mouth fell open. 
Frey drew a line with his two fingers. 


This action felt holy to Urha, as though a devout believer 
was drawing a cross. 


“Blizzard.” 

Then... 

Urha saw snowflakes falling in the desert. 
“U-, uhh...” 


The ground froze, snowflakes fell, and the atmosphere 
became cold. 


Everyone saw and felt it. 


Despite that, they couldn’t believe their eyes. It was such an 
unbelievable sight. 


Then, a wave of ice swept across the army of creatures in an 
instant. They weren’t even able to let out a scream before 
their bodies froze in place. 


‘Is this young man really a 9 star Wizard?’ 
He’d heard it before. 
9 star Wizards could even control nature. 


And that was exactly the scene that had unfolded in front of 
him. 


He dared to say. Frey had just made the desert submit. 
“A-, ahh...” 
“What the hell...” 


No one would have ever imagined that a day would come 
when they would be able to see their breaths in the desert. 


“This is the difference between a Wizard and a Warrior.” 
Frey let out a breath. 


Immediately afterwards, the pieces of ice broke, and Agni’s 
creatures shattered. 


Urha blinked twice at this scene before he finally understood 
the situation. 


Thousands of creatures had been wiped out in an instant. 
“Ho-, how...” 

“Wiping out small fry is a Wizards’ specialty.” 

This was to be expected. 


After all, these weren’t Apostles, they were only creatures. 
Just Blizzard, a 7 star spell, was enough. 


In such large-scale battles, the utility of a Wizard would 
Surpass any other strategic weapon. 


The tricky part was when they had to face powerful 
individuals. Like the Demigods, for example. 


Frey turned around and said. 


“The ice will melt quickly in the sun. It'll stay cold for a bit, 
but that will also go away soon.” 


Frey headed down the spire, and Urha hurried after him. 


The only ones left were the two guards tasked with 
observing their surroundings, who still felt like they were 


dreaming. 
“...let’s have a snowball fight. | always wanted to try it.” 


“Sure. But if we tell the others, they'll think we’re crazy.” 


Chapter 158: Silkid(4) 


Urha went to report what happened to the Warchief, so Frey 
returned to the barracks alone. 


Snow and Nora had an idea about Frey’s power, so they 
weren't very surprised by the fact that he could freeze 
thousands of creatures in an instant. 


Instead, the one who was the most surprised was the Wizard, 
Beniang. 


She looked at Frey and couldn’t help but ask in a shocked 
tone. 


“Rounder Frey really is 9 stars?” 
“Didn’t I tell you?” 

“ah. Yes. You did. Ahaha.” 
Beniang let out a weak laugh. 
Frey saw through her intentions. 


At that moment, Frey turned his head and opened his 
mouth. 


“Agni should have noticed that spell.” 


“| guess so.” 


Snow's eyes lit up. 
“Are you intentionally trying to draw attention?” 


“It’s said that Agni is still in Talhadun. We need to know if 
he’s tied to that area.” 


“That’s a risky gamble. What if he comes here personally?” 
“He probably won’t.” 


Frey knew that there was a hidden hierarchy among the 
Demigods. Of course, this didn’t mean there was a clear 
separation between the upper and lower levels. 


Basically, it was true that all Demigods under Lord were 
equal. 


However, there was a bit of a line between them. 


Just like Hydra, who Riki had killed in the past. She was one 
of Ananta’s subordinates. 


The three Demigods who rushed to help Leyrin should be her 
subordinates. 


And perhaps the Demigods who were currently in Silkid were 
Agni’s subordinates. 


‘Rumours about me will definitely spread all over Silkid.’ 


Snowflakes appearing in the desert would certainly have 
such an effect. 


There was no doubt that news of this would reach Agni soon. 


Nora spoke in a calm voice. 


“What if a Demigod comes? The damage could spread to this 
city.” 


“That’s why I’m thinking about moving in separate groups 
from now on.” 


“Mm?” 
Snow furrowed her eyebrows. 
“Please explain.” 


“From now on, | will go around Silkid and attract as much 
attention as possible. | will deal with whatever Demigod 
creatures | encounter at random, and if | encounter a 
Demigod, | won’t avoid a fight.” 


Agni was the only exception. 


An Apocalypse was not something Frey could deal with at 
the moment. 


“In the meantime, you will join Ivan, go to the Great Chief of 
Silkid, and try to propose to fight against Agni with him.” 


Nora’s eyes lit up. 
“Join Ivan. | like that idea.” 


“I’m not sure if the Great Chief will agree as Silkid has lost a 
majority of its forces.” 


“We'll have to make him agree somehow.” 


The Great Chief Tuarik was indispensable when it came to 
uniting the warriors of Silkid. 


Nora tilted her head. 


“But Frey, without you, it'll be annoying to deal with the 
creatures. It’s gonna be tricky if we are unable to avoid a 
fight with a Demigod.” 


The presence of a Wizard during a fight with a Demigod was 
like the difference between heaven and earth. 


But Frey shook his head. 


“That worry is unnecessary. There is an excellent Wizard 
right beside me.” 


Frey’s gaze turned to Beniang. 
She was visibly shaken. 
“M-, me?” 


“With the skills that Master Beniang has now. She is more 
than enough to take my place.” 


“Bu-, but...” 


Her eyes shook. Her hands, which were being clasped 
gracefully, began shaking. 


She seemed to be much more intimidated than when she 
was at the Circle meeting before. Beniang’s imposing 
appearance at that time was took quite a toll. 


So he was disappointed. 


If Frey hadn’t shown up, he was sure that her guts would 
have grown even more. 


Frey got up from his seat. 


“Master Beniang.” 


“Ye-, yes?” 

“Shall we go talk for a moment? Just the two of us.” 
“Th-, the two of us?” 

Frey nodded and looked at Beniang’s wide eyes. 
“Yes. The two of us.” 


x KO 


The desert night was exceptionally cold. Perhaps it was a 
result of Frey’s Blizzard spell. 


A cold wind blew, as if it would freeze her heart. 


Frey went up to the spire with Beniang. When they got 
there, he asked the guards to kindly give them some time. 


The guards nodded without hesitation before heading down. 
“A-, Archmage.” 
“So amazing...” 


They could hear the guards murmur to each other as they 
left. 


“You're amazing, Frey.” 


Beniang’s voice reverberated in the cold, winter air. She was 
staring at the black horizon with a blank gaze. 


The darkened desert looked like a sea of darkness, whose 
depths couldn’t be seen. The shards of ice that sat there 
perfectly represented the beauty of the moment. 


Frey didn’t respond. 


“I’ve thought so since the beginning. You always move 
confidently, without any hesitation. As if you looked ahead a 
few steps before making the right decisions. Compared to 
you, I’m...” 


“Pathetic?” 
Beniang flinched before nodding. 
“Yas,” 


l ” 


Frey could see her worries. It wasn’t jealousy or an inferiority 
complex. She was not the type of person to be jealous of 
others, nor did she think so highly of herself to have an 
inferiority complex. 


She just had deep doubts about herself. 


“Frey, I’ve wanted to say this for a long time. I’m sure you 
are the one who will lead the Trowman Rings-” 


“Just a while ago, my friend woke up.” 
Beniang paused at the unexpected words. 
“Huh?” 


“From a very long sleep. | thought I’d never see him again. 
Indeed... it was a really long time since | last saw him.” 


“Ah. Congratulations.” 


Despite her confusion, Beniang still congratulated him. This 
was because she could hear the sincerity in Frey’s voice. 


His face was also filled with joy. 


Since Frey was usually a very reserved person, she couldn’t 
help but wonder just who was able to bring such joy to him. 


‘A long sleep.’ 
What did that mean? Was his friend injured? 
Or did he have an incurable disease? 


Even while Beniang contemplated in silence, Frey 
continued. 


“He’s a much better guy than | am. The same way Master 
Beniang thinks of me, | thought of him. He was a good, 
strong, wise friend. He was a good friend who always 
respected my beliefs.” 


He meant it. 


For Frey - no, for Lukas - Schweiser was the best friend and 
life coach. 


He was able to learn a lot from watching his attitude towards 
life. 


“He was an amazing guy, but strangely enough, he never 
took any disciples. It’s been that way for a long time. He was 
definitely better at teaching than I was, and he’s much more 
compassionate, but in the end, | was the one who was called 
the Great Teacher.” 


“Great... Teacher?” 
A ripple of shock flowed through Beniang’s eyes. 


Frey quietly continued. 


“Not so long ago, he became interested when he found out 
about the Circle. | understood it completely. After all, | was 
the same. He was curious about how the younger generation 
inherited our will to fight against the Demigods. And he was 
definitely the most interested in the Strow Necklaces.” 


That was natural since it was a group that inherited his 
name. 


Beniang couldn’t speak anymore. 

She couldn’t even lift a finger. Her entire body was frozen. 
Yet, her gaze remained locked on Frey’s lips. 

Frey was still in his reverie. 


“But | didn’t tell him everything about the Strow Necklaces. 
If | did, he would’ve been disappointed. | didn’t want to see 
his bitter expression.” 


Frey frowned slightly. 
“that friend’s name.” 


Beniang could finally open her mouth. Frey kept looking into 
the distance as he said. 


“Schweiser Strow.” 
“T-, the Great Sage...” 
Beniang almost collapsed as she lost feelings in her legs. 


“| shouldn’t have, but when I found out the Strow Necklaces 
was rotten, the first thing that crossed my mind was...” 


A small smile spread across Frey’s lips. 
“I’m a lucky guy.” 
“A-, ahh...” 


“| was very happy. Even after 4,000 years had passed, my 
will was still being carried on perfectly. No, it was even 
better. | was so proud that you guys were the ones to carry 
my name.” 


“F-, Frey. N-, no, you can’t...” 
Frey’s eyes finally turned to Beniang. 


His eyes were filled with warmth and kindness that she’d 
never seen before. 


“Thank you.” 


When she heard those words, Beniang became emotional, 
and she couldn’t help but tear up a little. 


“I wanted to say this ever since | met you. Thank you very 
much.” 


Tears fell from Beniang’s eyes. 


“N-, no. I, l... | just did... e-, everything was collapsing... 
everything was falling apart...” 


She fell silent, but there was a slight sound coming from her 
throat. 


“The circle was falling apart... so | led. It was hard. | wanted 
to die... | wanted to throw in the towel and run so many 


times! But | couldn’t. I, 1...” 
Her face burned with shame. She was whining. 


She knew this, but she couldn’t stop. Her feeling just poured 
out like water from a dam that had just collapsed. 


It was so hard she wanted to die. 
It wasn’t just hard. 


Everyone left. The Circle Master, the Rounder, the 
executives. Even the magic tools and relics were taken away. 


All that had remained was the shell of the ‘Trowman Rings’. 
Nevertheless, the pressure from the other powers didn’t 
stop. 


Their few assets were continually taken away, and the 
talented members of their circle left day after day. 


Their power leaked out endlessly, like water flowing off the 
edge of a cliff. 


She felt like she was falling into a never-ending abyss. 
Still, she held on. 


When she was a child, Osel would always read the fairytale 
of the Great Mage to her. 


Lukas Trowman. 


She loved his story. He was respectable and amazing, and 
she couldn’t help but want to be like him. 


After the fight with Nozdog, those who remained in the circle 
were those who had similar thoughts. 


So she couldn’t run away. 

She couldn’t abandon the Trowman Rings. 
“1.1 Really....!” 

“I know.” 


Frey laughed as Beniang sobbed and blurted out her 
feelings. 


‘| see.’ 


Now, she understood why she saw Osel in Frey. Why she felt 
so relieved when she was around him. 


Just his presence was enough to fill her with confidence. 
She felt a cool touch on her head. 

“lam truly proud of you.” 

“A-, ahh...” 

How could she accept such an honour? 

Beniang began to cry once again. 

It wasn’t because she was Sad. They were tears of joy. 
Frey stroked Beniang’s head while saying. 


“You did well. And you will do even better in the future. | 
trust you, Beniang Argento.” 


What she needed wasn’t teaching. Nor was it a word of 
warning. 


It was comfort. Frey could see that. 


The reason he was called the Great Teacher wasn’t anything 
special. 


Frey simply had the ability to tell a person exactly what one 
needed to hear when one was going through the toughest 
situations. 


That was all. 


Chapter 159: Silkid(5) 


“Let’s head back. Urha should have returned by now.” 


When Frey’s tone returned to normal, Beniang tilted her 
head slightly. 


“Ah, yes. Uh... but you can speak casually...” 


“How can I, the Circle Rounder, speak casually to the 
Master?” 


“Huh?” 


Frey didn’t answer her question, instead opting to just give 
her a quiet glance. 


Then, their previous conversation came to her mind. 


[You have done well. And I’m sure you'll do even better in 
the future. ] 


Right. 


Frey was asking her for the same relationship they’d had up 
to that point. 


“U-, umm...!” 
She couldn’t help but make a sound of discomfort. 


It hadn’t been a problem before she knew who Frey really 
was, but now that she knew, it would be extremely hard for 
her to treat him the way she had before. 


Beniang asked carefully. 


“May | ask why you're hiding your real identity? If you 
revealed who you truly are, I’m sure there would no longer 
be any problems in the Circle...” 


“I’m not confident that | can play the role of ‘Lukas’ 
properly.” 


Frey spoke his thoughts honestly. 


If he were to reveal the fact that he was Lukas, the Circle’s 
morale would certainly soar. But that was probably the only 
positive thing that would come from that. 


After that, they would definitely have an infinite amount of 
expectations, and they would try to completely rely on Frey. 


This was not a good thing. 


Including the heavy burden that would be placed on Frey’s 
shoulders, it would also not be a good thing for the Circle. 


The current Circle had entered a very important period of 
growth. Most of the rotten parts, including Rezil, had been 
removed, and a new wind was blowing both internally and 
externally. 


This strong wind would make the Circle stronger and 
stronger over time. After overcoming its current 
predicament, the unity and harmony within the Circle would 
definitely become firmer. 


If Frey were to reveal himself at this time, it would do more 
bad than good. 


Of course, another reason was the fact that Frey didn’t 
particularly like being looked up to. 


He knew that moving in the same way that he was currently 
was the most efficient way to make use of his abilities. 


It allowed him to have a wide and objective view, and it also 
made it easier for him to handle emergency situations. 


“So please look after me, Master Beniang.” 
“Ye-, yes.” 


She never thought there would be a day when she heard 
those words from the Great Mage Lukas Trowman himself! 


Beniang nodded, unsure if her heart was thumping because 
of joy, anxiety, or something else entirely. 


This was exactly the feeling of not knowing whether to laugh 
or cry. 


They then returned to the barracks tent and found that Urha 
had indeed returned. 


There was a middle-aged man standing beside him who 
bowed his head the moment he saw Frey. 


“I'd like to thank you on behalf of Rnei.” 
“You are?” 
“I’m Sarman, the Guardian Warrior.” 


His voice was filled with emotion. His gestures, soeech, and 
facial expressions were all filled with good will. 


From his perspective, Frey was the saviour of Rnei, so his 
response was natural. 


However, Sarman was a Guardian Warrior. Someone who 
only had to show respect to the Great Chief. 


Even Urha, who was a candidate for Great Warrior and a 
member of Paragon, would not be able to obtain such a level 
of respect from him. 


Sarman’s polite speech was the greatest indicator of the 
respect and indebtedness he felt towards Frey. 


“I'm Frey Blake, Circle Rounder of the Trowman Rings.” 


When Frey stretched his hand out, Sarman immediately 
grabbed it. 


“Rounder Frey, that was an amazing spell. | humbly salute 
your great achievement.” 


He spoke in a confident voice. 

“Your spell has firmed up my resolve. We will never give in.” 
It seemed Urha’s persuasion had worked perfectly. 

This meant that the next part would be easier. 

“Have you heard our plan?” 

“What plan?” 

Frey then told him the plan he’d told to Snow and Nora. 


As he talked, Sarman’s expression gradually became 
brighter and brighter. 


“That’s a great plan. But wouldn’t Rounder Frey be exposed 
to too much danger? To run around Silkid alone in the 
current situation would be no different from suicide... there 
are a lot of Demigods hiding in the desert at the moment.” 


It seemed that Sarman didn’t have a full understanding of 
Frey. 


As long as it wasn’t Lord, Frey would be able to escape from 
the clutches of any Demigod, including Agni. 


“No need to worry about that.” 

“Hmm. If so...” 

After thinking for a moment, Sarman started speaking again. 
“I'd recommend you head north.” 

“Any special reason?” 


“Most of the cities there have surrendered to the Demigods. 
In other words, it’s the Demigods’ territory.” 


“Hmm.” 


“Of course, this means that you’d have to be extra careful. | 
heard the northern region has become a completely lawless 
zone.” 


Frey nodded. 
“There’s one thing I'd like to ask you.” 
“Please ask.” 


“Have you seen a red-haired woman about the age of 20?” 


“Hmm...” 


Sarman’s expression became strange at those words. Even 
Urha’s complexion became a few shades lighter. 


Frey’s eyes lit up. 
It seemed that he indeed knew something. 


“It sounds like you’re talking about the strange person from 
the rumours that have been circulating recently.” 


“Rumors?” 
“A woman who wants to die.” 
Frey furrowed his eyebrows. 


“A woman has been wandering around Silkid asking people 
to kill her. But then, when you do try to kill her, she would 
scream crazily and unleash flames at whoever tried to do 
it... and no one understands why she does this. It’s quite 
hard to believe it to be true.” 


At that moment, some of Frey’s questions had been 
answered. 


Nix’s sudden disappearance, the words of the Goblin from 
the Ispania Mountains, and the words that Sarman had just 
said had allowed him to have an idea of what Nix was 
thinking. 


‘Is she trying to use the fact that she’s an Apostle?’ 
It was efficient, but he had no intention of praising it. 


Perhaps it was because of Torkunta that she hadn’t actually 
gotten herself killed by now. If it weren’t for him, there was a 


high chance that she would already be dead. 
It couldn’t be more ironic. 


Frey never would have imagined that he would have to owe 
the thousand year old Drake anything. 


“This is all | Know about her. I’m sorry. She’s a very elusive 
woman...” 


Frey shook his head. 

“It’s enough.” 

x k * 

Alone, Frey left Rnei before sunrise. 

He didn’t say goodbye. 

This was because they would meet each other soon anyway. 


He wore a loose coat he received from Sarman together with 
a robe. He even put a turban on his head and used an 
illusion to alter his face. 


If he were to go around with ‘Frey’s’ face, it would be the 
same as advertising that he was an outsider. 


The most important thing was to make his skin darker. Then, 
after making a few other minor changes, the impression he 
gave changed completely. 


Thanks to the martial arts training he did on occasion, his 
physique was by no means small. 


He even had a shamshir(1) at his waist to complete the look 
of a desert Warrior. 


Frey took out a map from his bag. 

‘The nearest city.’ 

It was called Al-Tarha. 

It was about three days away by foot. Frey didn’t use magic. 


He didn’t know the exact coordinates, so he would be unable 
to use Warp, and flying across the desert would be too 
conspicuous. 


While he could conceal his presence, there was no 
guarantee that he’d be able to hide from the Demigods. 


Therefore, the safest way was to walk through the desert 
while pretending to be a Silkid Warrior. 


At first glance, it might have seemed like he was being very 
relaxed, but Frey knew this was the fastest ‘normal’ way to 
get to Al-Tarha. 


He had enough food and water, so he was able to arrive at 
Al-Tarha after putting one foot in front of the other for three 
days. 


Al-Tarha was a much larger city than Rnei. Its walls were 
about twice as high, and the city itself was about three times 
bigger. 


Frey jumped over the wall and went inside, and he 
immediately became speechless when he saw the scene 
within the city. 


“ ” 


He then remembered the words that Sarman had told him. 


A lawless zone. 
It certainly was. 


There were people fighting randomly in the streets, and foul 
smells were coming from every corner from the carelessly 
thrown trash. 


The fights were also not honourable duels; instead, they 
were dog fights filled with dirty intentions. 


And the people around them were cheering or enjoying 
meals as they watched. 


There was no one among them who still had the appearance 
of a Warrior. Their dignity as humans had completely 
disappeared. In less than a month. 


Frey bit his lip. 
It was like this 4,000 years ago as well. 


Those who surrendered to the Demigods quickly 
degenerated. After all, they chose to submit to an absolute 
being, or in other words, they chose to become livestock. 


Frey realised that Al-Tarha had basically become a large 
kennel. 


He was instantly struck with the urge to wipe out the entire 
city, but he shook his head. There was something that had 
to be done before that. 


He went back to the wall. 


There, he found a guard standing at the gate of the city 
yawning. He determined that since he was a guard, he 
would probably know more than the others. 


Frey snuck up behind the guard and grabbed his head. 
“Huk...?!” 
Mind control. 


Although it was a very dangerous method, Frey was skilled 
enough as to not damage the guard’s consciousness. 


As he skillfully injected his mana into the guard’s brain, his 
expression slowly became blank. 


“Heeeh...” 


From that moment on, the guard would be unable to disobey 
Frey’s words. 


“What’s your name?” 
“...Wilter.” 


“Wilter, are you one of Al-Tarha’s guards?” 


a“ ” 


yes. 


After a simple test to ensure he was in control, Frey began 
asking questions in earnest. 


“How do you deal with intruders?” 
“akill them.” 


“Even if it’s one of your kind?” 


al ” 


yes. 


Frey then spoke with a strange tone. 


“I will ask my question again. Would you kill citizens of this 
city just a month ago if you found that they broke in?” 


“those were... his orders.” 
“Who is he?” 

“Demigod.” 

“Is it the Demigod of fire?” 
“anot... fire.” 
“Then?” 


“| don’t... know.” 


It seemed that that was all the information he would be able 
to obtain, but Frey wasn’t disappointed. 


It was a big harvest to learn that the Demigod who brought 
down Al-Tarha was not Agni. There was even a high chance 
that the Demigod was still in the vicinity. 


Even if it wasn’t in the city, it shouldn’t have been too far 
away. 


Frey had the guard return to his original position. 
‘One Demigod.’ 
...time to draw some attention. 
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“I heard you can’t find your Apostle. You look much more 
relaxed than | expected.” 


Agni turned around and saw an uninvited guest. 
He turned back as he said. 

“| don’t remember calling you here, Ananta.” 
“Kulkul. Am | interrupting?” 

“No.” 

That wasn’t it. 

Agni shook his head. 


Ananta smiled grimly as he came to Agni’s side and sat 
down. 


“Aren't you nervous? Your Apostle is running around as she 
wishes. If | were you, | wouldn’t be able to sit on my ass in 
these ruins.” 


“Just tell me what you want.” 
“Hmm.” 


Ananta shrugged. It seemed Agni really wasn’t pressured at 
all. 


“Lord told me to check up on you. He wants to know if the 
reason why you haven’t made a move yet is because there 
were some problems with the treatment.” 


“There are no problems. The treatment was perfect.” 
“Then why are you still here?” 


“There’s no need to move.” 


Ananta’s eyes lit up at those words as he realised the 
meaning behind Agni’s words. 


“You called your people.” 
Agni nodded. 


“Right. They’re scouring through Silkid even at this very 
moment. Soon enough, my Apostle will return to my hands.” 


“Come to think of it, you have a pretty large following. How 
many of them did you call?” 


“Ten.” 
“a what?” 


Ananta blinked his eyes for a moment, thinking he’d 
misheard, but Agni simply continued on with a calm tone. 


“At the moment, there are ten of my subordinates in Silkid.” 


1. A shamshir is a type of Persian/Iranian sword with a 
radical curve. The name is derived from the shamshir, which 
means “lion’s claw or lion’s tale” in the Persian language. ) 


Chapter 160: Silkid(6) 


First of all, he needed to gather more information. 
The most important part of the fight was information. 


Just how many Demigods were in Silkid, what powers they 
had, why Agni hadn’t moved, Nix’s current location. There 
were many things he needed to know, but none of them 
were easy to find out. 


‘It would be a great help even if | just found out what powers 
they had,’ 


Anything that would point out their weaknesses would help. 


In the past, Riki had told him that Hydra’s weakness was fire. 
Thanks to that small piece of information, Frey was able to 
kill a Demigod with just an 8 star spell. 


Although he had only been able to do it because she was 
barely alive after Riki attacked her, the fact remained that 
he was able to do so because he knew her weakness. 


‘Did he say Guardian Warrior?’ 


The true ruler of the city. Urha said that it was a concept 
similar to a City Lord. 


Therefore, he was likely to know more about Demigods than 
others. 


Didn’t Rnei almost surrender simply because of Sarman’s 
choice? 


After making his decision, Frey headed to a bar in Al-Tarha. 


The city had reached a state of lawlessness, but it hadn’t 
devolved completely yet. 


There were still several open bars that seemed normal. But it 
was unclear how long this last bit of order would last. 


It was fine to grab guards and pull the information directly 
from their minds as he’d just done, but if he wanted to get a 
good grasp of the overall situation, it would be best to 
observe a large group. 


That being the case, bars were some of the best places to 
gather information. 


Creak. 
He pushed open the shabby door and headed in. 


Even though it was midday, the bar was crowded. However, 
contrary to what one might expect, there weren’t any loud 
noises in the bar. Only a low murmur could be heard in the 
bar since most of the customers were drinking quietly. 


When the door opened, everyone turned to look at Frey for a 
moment before they turned away, uninterested. 


This proved that Frey’s disguise was perfect. 


Frey sat in a spot that made it convenient to listen to the 
others’ conversations while ordering a simple meal. 


“Have you heard the story about Rnei?” 


“The rumour that the desert was frozen? Do you believe 
that?” 


“It’s not a rumour. Lukel said he saw it with his own eyes.” 
“Hmph. It’s not rare to see a mirage in the desert.” 
“That’s true.” 


Frey’s actions in Rnei seemed to have already spread far 
away as warriors in Al-Tarha already knew about it. 


‘If it’s already spread this much, the Demigods should have 
heard about it.’ 


But there were few people who actually believed it. After all, 
a desert had been frozen. 


Just saying those words was enough to spark disbelief. 


Perhaps the longer one lived in Silkid, the less likely one was 
to believe such a story. 


‘So the Demigods will be more vigilant.’ 


It was possible to trick the eyes with a mirage, but it wasn’t 
possible to annihilate the creatures with one. 


They would also know that freezing a desert wouldn’t bea 
difficult task for a 9 star Wizard. 


“What should we do now?” 


“We're already in the same boat. What can we do? Whether 
we live or die, we have to follow Milled from now on.” 


“I don’t like him. Sir Porto is the Guardian Warrior. So why is 
he acting like he’s in charge?” 


“We can’t do anything about it. The monster who burned 
Talhadun favours him.” 


Frey narrowed his eyes. 


So it wasn’t Porto, the Guardian Warrior, but a man named 
Milled who was controlling the city? 


Besides, the fact that Agni favored him was important 
information. This man wasn’t Agni’s Apostle, so that meant 
he’d pledged allegiance to him. 


Or. 

‘Another Demigods’ Apostle.’ 
That was a possibility. 

If not... 


Frey shook his head at the sudden thought. He didn’t have 
enough information to make a random conclusion. 


“Should we just stick with Ivan?” 


“The so-called Great Warrior? Forget it. No matter how 
strong he is, he’s only human.” 


“We're on the right side. | saw Talhadun disappear with my 
own eyes. Fighting those monsters is suicide. |... | don’t 
wanna die just yet.” 


Silkid. 


It was a place known as the Land of Warriors, but it seemed 
that not all of them were proud and honourable Warriors. 


At least, most of the people in this bar had chosen to run 
away without fighting. 


Nevertheless, they were afraid because they were unsure 
about the choice they’d made. Therefore, they used alcohol 
to drown away their anxiety. 


To save their lives by discarding their prides. 
Frey didn’t blame them. 


After all, it wasn’t wrong to fear death. But at the same time, 
he was disgusted. 


Frey listened for another half an hour while filling his 
stomach with food. 


Then he slowly organised the information he obtained. 


Al-Tarha hadn't intended to surrender at first. They had 
formed armies of their own to fight against the enemies, but 
unfortunately, they were annihilated before they could even 
fight. 


Then a man named Milled appeared to rally Al-Tarha 
together with the Guardian Warrior Porto. 


‘This is all l'Il learn from here.’ 
He wouldn’t learn anything else even if he kept sitting there. 


Frey got up and left the tavern before looking at the castle in 
the center of the city. 


According to the information he’d obtained, Milled was living 
in that castle. 


‘So Milled holds the key.’ 


Frey recalled the information. 


A man who appeared to be in his early 30s with pale, white 
skin that was rare to see in the desert, which made him easy 
to find. 


Frey was about to head straight for the castle when he 
noticed there were people crowded around something. 
Naturally, Frey’s eyes turned to see what it was. 


It was a group of corpses. 


They were corpses that had been dismembered and 
displayed in the town square on a spear. 


It seemed that the corpses had been there for a long time 
already as they were covered in maggots and had an 
extremely rotten smell. 


It was a sight so disgusting that it would make most people 
vomit. 


A word had been engraved on a sign in front of the corpses. 
[Purge] 
Frey clicked his tongue. 


Then, he went towards a man among the onlookers nearby 
who gave him a good impression. 


“Who is he?” 
“Huh? Did you just arrive in the city?” 


The hairy man looked at Frey with a suspicious gaze, but 
Frey simply responded without a change in his facial 
expression. 


“| arrived from Gollod yesterday.” 
“Ah. | see.” 


Gollod was one of the cities that had been destroyed by the 
Demigods. The survivors were only those who were away 
from Gollod at that time or those who had barely managed 
to escape with their lives. Most of them headed to Al-Tarha... 


This was a story Frey had just heard in the bar. 


The suspicion on the man’s face disappeared, and he 
nodded. 


“These are those who rebelled against Milled.” 
“Rebelled?” 


“They rebelled against the formation of a subjugation squad, 
and this was the outcome. Tch. If they had kept to 
themselves, they would’ve still been alive. They were proud 
for nothing.” 


“Who are they going to hunt?” 


“The Great Warrior, lvan. Have you heard about him? He’s a 
man who has recently been traveling around Silkid 
gathering forces. It’s said that he is a thorn in the side of the 
monster who captured Silkid.” 


Mt ” 


Frey was speechless. 


This man had just told him that they were building a team to 
subjugate Ivan, who was going all around Silkid to gather 
forces, and had brutally executed everyone who protested. 


‘Hah.’ 
His chest cooled down at that moment. 


They had crossed the line. It was no different from selling 
not just their pride but also their morals and ethics as 
humans. 


The scale in Frey’s heart gradually shifted to one side. 
He took a small breath to organise his thoughts. 


‘There’s no way their subjugation team could annihilate 
lvan’s forces.’ 


And Milled should’ve known that. 


Then, what was he aiming for? Did he want to inflict losses 
on Ivan’s group at the expense of the complete destruction 
of the subjugation team? 


Or did he simply want a reason to execute rebels? 
‘No.’ 

Those were all byproducts. 

What Milled was after... was probably a civil war. 
This was Frey’s thought. 


He intended to create animosity between the two sides and 
eventually lead people of the same country to point their 
swords at each other. 


Step 1 was already successful. Silkid had been divided into 
two groups. 


And now, it was time for step 2. Which was to deepen the 
hostility between the two forces. Until it reached the point 
where they regarded each other as their sworn enemies. 


‘This isn’t good.’ 


If this insidious plan was to work, Silkid would not fall from 
the outside but from the inside. The Demigods would be able 
to remove one of the most powerful countries on the 
continent with barely any effort of their own. 


This wasn’t simply about losing the nation’s territory. 


Even the identity of the country called Silkid would 
disappear. 


In a sense, it was a far more terrible end than the simple 
destruction of the country. 


‘This isn’t a plan a Demigod could think of.’ 


If one didn’t understand the dark side of humans, one 
wouldn't be able to make such a plan. 


Frey looked towards the castle again. 

Milled. 

He would have to meet him and, if necessary, kill him. 
x kx 

[You seem to be pretty busy these days. ] 


Iris looked back and found Lord standing there without any 
sign. 


Iris was confident in her ability to move without a trace, but 
Lord was on a completely different level. 


This fact remained even after she’d obtained the power of 
space after becoming his Apostle. 


[Where have you been? ] 
“Silkid.” 

[Why there?] 

It was a suspicious tone. 


Iris answered without panicking because it was a common 
occurrence. 


“Agni called over ten Demigods. | thought it was a bit too 
much, so | went to take a look. Maybe he was planning 
something.” 


Although she said it in a roundabout way, her words were 
definitely hinting at Riki’s betrayal. After that incident, even 
the Demigods would not easily talk about Riki in front of 
Lord. 


This was because it was no different from pushing Lord’s 
buttons. But this time, Lord was surprisingly calm as he said. 


[I see. ] 
[I’m heading to the Kastkau Empire today. ] 
“Are you going to destroy it?” 


[That depends on their choice. ] 


It was said with a lazy voice. Iris’ expression didn’t change 
as she said. 


“Is that all you wanted to talk about? If so, then...” 
[That man you saved. He is called Frey Blake. ] 


Ml ” 


Those words broke Iris’ composure for the first time. Lord 
also showed a reaction for the first time. 


A smile appeared on his otherwise blank face. As if he was 
enjoying Iris’ reaction. 


[I won’t ask why you saved that man. After all, that was one 
of the conditions. But the next time | meet him, I will kill 
him. And just as | declared the other day, | will do it very 
painfully. | will make him regret not dying at that time.] 


Iris understood Lord’s intention. 
It was a warning. 


Maybe the next time she tried to stop him, she herself might 
not be safe. 


Hok. 


The Lord’s figure disappeared without a trace. Maybe he had 
gone to Kastkau as he said. 


ad ” 


Left alone, Iris almost collapsed as she felt her legs lose 
strength, but she forcibly endured it. 


Then, she leaned her head against a wall and muttered. 


“| want to rest.” 
Just one day would be fine. 
But she soon shook her head. 


Rest was a luxury for her. It had already been that way for 
4,000 years. 


x KO 


A man opened his eyes. It felt like he’d been sleeping for a 
long time. 


“This is...” 
Where was he? 
He looked around. 


All he could see was a desolate land where not even a blade 
of grass could be found. 


Although it was a desolate landscape, the man was feeling 
an unknown emotion. 


‘Longing.’ 
He was happy but also sad at the same time. 


These conflicting emotions blended together, causing 
confusion. 


Why the hell was he feeling this way? 
The man had a headache. 


And more importantly, who the hell was he? 


He couldn’t remember. 
He couldn’t remember anything. 
But there was one thing he was certain of. 


The desert wasn’t pleasant. 


Chapter 161: Proof(1 ) 


‘It’s a pity | can’t use Ghost.’ 


It was the most effective spell for infiltrating and moving 
around unnoticed, but the fatal disadvantage was that it left 
your body defenseless. 


The Blake family residence had been a dangerous place, but 
this place was on a completely different level. 


This was in the heart of enemy territory. 
Frey decided to go in person. 


There was a higher chance of being caught, but it would be 
much easier to deal with any emergency situations. 


‘Before that.’ 


Frey put on the crying face mask he’d obtained from Hector 
that time. Not only did it hide his identity, it also had the 
effect of suppressing his mana and erasing his aura. 


After he was fully prepared, Frey entered the castle. 
And his eyes soon lit up. 


‘The guard perimeter is much tighter in here than the one 
outside.’ 


Infiltrating Al-Tarha had been so easy that he could have 
done it in his sleep. 


The guards watching over the entrance were so relaxed that 
anyone would be able to break into the city if one wanted to. 


But this castle was different. 


Those who stood on the walls were all skilled fighters, and 
there were even patrol teams deployed to protect the castle 
more efficiently. 


‘There must be something here for this castle to be guarded 
to such an extent.’ 


Frey observed these guards. 


Then, he realised something else. Security was much tighter 
at the bottom than it was at the top. 


This meant that whatever was being hidden, was below the 
castle. 


‘Why do they all like the underground so much.’ 


Frey inwardly clicked his tongue as he recalled his previous 
experiences, but that didn’t mean he didn’t understand. 


The basement was a good place to hide something. It was an 
enclosed space, and there was only one entrance. 


These two facts meant that not only was it difficult for 
intruders to break in, but even if they did, it would be hard 
for them to stay hidden. 


It would also be hard to escape after being caught there. 


Of course, all of these facts were irrelevant to Frey, who 
could cast the Warp spell in an instant. 
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Frey stopped just as he was about to head down the 
basement stairs, observing the dark entrance with narrowed 
eyes. 


Perhaps it was because of the setting, but that place felt 
ominous like a Devil’s waiting mouth. 


‘No.’ 
It wasn’t just a feeling. 


Frey could sense a powerful divine power coming from 
below. 


He hadn’t realised until he’d gotten closer. The aura of 
divine power covered the entirety of Silkid, including Al- 
Tarha and even this very castle. 


However, the divine power he was sensing from this 
basement far exceeded the divine power in any other part of 
Al-Tarha. 


In other words, Frey had made the right decision. 


Frey lifted himself off the ground with the Fly spell, and then 
he disappeared using Invisibility. 


The mana consumption was immense, but it was the safest 
method. 


There was no one at the end of the basement stairs, only an 
old wooden door. 


As if the strict security that he had seen so far was a lie, 
there wasn’t even a single guard deployed in this place. 


But Frey was unable to go any further. He just stared at the 
ground in front of him. It was as though there was an 


invisible wall in front of him. 

‘Up till here.’ 

If he moved even one step closer, he’d be discovered. 
Frey’s eyes turned to the door. 

He could hear a faint conversation coming from within. 


x KO 


The offices for Al-Tarha’s castle were located underground, 
and very few people were allowed to enter and leave this 
place. 


The owner of this office was a frail man who was sitting 
behind a desk and browsing through some documents. 


He slowly looked up at the man who’d come to report to him. 


This man had a large, well-trained body that was covered in 
many scars. He also had yellow gauntlets, which wrapped 
around his large fists. 


This was Porto, the Guardian Warrior of Al-Tarha. 
“I hung the bodies in the square as you ordered.” 
“Were there any who protested against that?” 
“There were.” 

“Capture and execute them.” 

“Understood.” 


The man nodded. 


“Go back now.” 
“Yes, Lord Milled.” 


This weak man was none other than Milled, who had become 
the de facto leader of Al-Tarha in a month. 


Moreover, if anyone were to have seen this scene, one 
would’ve been lost for words. 


Milled couldn’t even become a lieutenant because of his 
status as an outsider. But the Guardian Warrior was being 
extremely courteous to this man. 


What was even more surprising was the fact that Milled was 
acting like this was natural. 


Porto bowed once again before leaving the room. 


Milled looked at his back for a moment before lowering his 
head once again to the documents. 


Porto slowly climbed up the steps. 


The sun was setting, and the sky was becoming dark. He 
then stretched with a frown. 


“Kuh. I’m tired.” 


He was always tired, but he felt especially so at that 
moment. 


Porto headed home without bothering to make any 
additional stops. He closed the door and sighed heavily. 


He decided to drink a glass of beer then fall asleep while 
clinging to the blissful feeling that accompanied it. 


There was no work to be done in the morning, so he should 
be able to enjoy a good night’s sleep for the first time in a 
long while. 


But Porto wouldn’t drink enough to get drunk. He would 
have just enough to get a pleasant feeling so that he would 
be able to fall asleep quickly. 


Crack. 
“ugh!” 


Suddenly, a hand stretched out from the darkness and 
grabbed his head violently. 


Right then, Porto felt as though he had been struck in the 
head by a thunderbolt, and his body slumped over. 


Then Frey showed up. 


He’d waited at the top of the stairs, and when Porto came 
out of the office, he followed him home. 


Frey pulled a chair over and sat Porto down on it. Then, he 
stimulated his brain so that he would become semi- 
Conscious. 


Porto would certainly have a strong mind. Much stronger 
than the guard he’d dealt with earlier that day. 


So he could only pick apart his mind after stunning him. 
“Who are you?” 


Porto responded with a blank look in his eyes. 


“l'm Porto, the Guardian Warrior of Al-Tarha.” 
“Porto, was it your choice for this city to surrender?” 
“that’s right.” 

“For what reason?” 


“there was nothing | could do to protect the people of this 
city.” 


He had the same response as Sarman. 


It seemed he thought fighting against the Demigods was no 
different from suicide. 


‘He’s much worse than Sarman.’ 


In particular, it seemed this man had some part to play in 
the establishment of the subjugation team to keep Ivan in 
check and the execution of the rebels. 


Frey thought about the bodies in the square. 


He thought about just killing Porto right then, but he 
decided to ask him some more questions. 


“What if you had partners? Would you not change your 
mind, even if someone who could threaten the Demigods 
agreed to help you?” 


“that’s right. | would not.” 
Porto responded without hesitation. 
It seems his thoughts were different from Sarman’s. 


Frey’s expression became strange. 


“Because you guys can never beat the Demigods.” 
It was a clear voice that responded. 
Naturally, it wasn’t Porto’s. 


Frey turned around and found a weak looking man standing 
there. 


It was Milled. 
Frey immediately got up from his seat. 
“how are you here...?” 


“I knew you were snooping around outside. But it didn’t 
seem like you were going to come attack me. Your senses 
are quite sharp. Did you realise | was a Demigod?” 


Right. 

He’d guessed that Milled was a Demigod. 

Otherwise, the divine power he sensed was inexplicable. 
Frey grit his teeth. 

“You used Porto as bait?” 

“And you fell hook, line, and sinker.” 


“I can’t believe you’re pretending to be human... | never 
would have expected to encounter a Demigod like you...” 


“You can’t believe it? Kuku. That’s a rather old way of 
thinking. Well, | do admit most of my kind hates mortals. 


And so did I. But time can change a lot of things.” 
Milled let out a cold chuckle. 


“As time went by, even ugly creatures like you began to look 
a little cute.” 
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“Was the annihilation of Agni’s creatures in Rnei your 
handiwork? You did a pretty good job, Wizard. It’s quite hard 
to eliminate that many creatures.” 


“| don’t understand. You guys are supposed to be searching 
for Agni’s Apostle right now. Can you still afford to manage a 
city like this?” 


“Hoh. It seems you’re quite aware.” 
Milled shrugged. 


“Because there are enough of us doing that. There are 
already three of my kind actively chasing after the Phoenix. 
The last trace was found in ‘Nempatal’, so we should be able 
to find her trail soon.” 


Milled then raised his hand. 


“Well, that’s enough small talk. Wizards are the most 
annoying to fight. And you’re a 9 star Wizard, the most 
annoying of all. If I kill you here, I’m sure Lord would be very 
pleased.” 


“kuk!” 
Shuk. 


Frey’s figure disappeared. 


“Warp? Do you think you can escape?” 
Paht. 
Milled also disappeared. 


He sensed the reverberation of mana left behind by Frey and 
immediately followed it. 


He hadn’t run far away. 


Milled couldn’t directly jump to other countries like Lord or 
the Apocalypses, but this much was fine. 


Shuk. 


There was no need for him to search. Frey was standing in 
the middle of the desert. 


Milled let out a dirty laugh. 


“Did you realise running away is futile? Right. l'Il send you 
off comfortably as a reward for not being a pain.” 


Frey didn’t respond. 

Milled, who was smiling, narrowed his eyes at him. 
Then a calm voice sounded out. 

“| didn’t expect it to work so well.” 

“what?” 

What was he talking about all of a sudden? 


The previously revealed panic was now nowhere to be found. 


Instead, Frey was staring at Milled with a cold gaze. 


“I knew the range of your detection ability in the basement 
from the start. But | stepped into it on purpose. Why do you 
think | did that?” 


Milled’s expression changed. 


“Are you saying you purposely revealed yourself to me? Ha! 
That’s bullshit. Why would you do something like tha-” 


“To lure you out.” 
It wasn’t a gamble. 


Frey had been convinced that there was only one Demigod 
around, Milled. 


There was no way that multiple Demigods would be 
deployed to watch over such a small, unimportant city. 


It wasn’t just that. 


This arrogant being had even given Frey the information 
that he wanted. 


Nix’s location and the fact that there were at least five 
Demigods currently in Silkid. 


“Thank you so much for moving as | intended.” 
“A mortal actually dares to mock me.” 
Unbearable anger was clearly visible on Milled’s face. 


On the other hand, Frey appeared to be as calm as a lake. 


This sight made Milled even angrier, but he forcibly and 
desperately calmed himself down before looking around. 


“You didn’t set a trap. No one else is here. This means you 
intend to fight me alone.” 


“That’s right.” 


Milled’s expression became strange as he heard Frey’s 
murmur. 


“...9 stars. The final step that a mortal can reach. Right, after 
making this step, you probably feel like you’ve reached the 
sky. But you should’ve been more careful.” 


There had never been a time when Frey didn’t move 
carefully. He always searched for the most optimal solution. 


He didn’t believe every choice he made was right, but he 
tried his best to make the best possible decision at every 
moment. 


This time was a far cry from his match with Apep. 


At that time, Frey had help from Sheryl and even borrowed 
Asura’s power in the end. 


But this time was different. 


He had no partner, and he had no intentions of using Asura’s 
power. 


Nevertheless, he felt no uncertainty or anxiety. 
In fact, he was rather calm. 


‘| have to prove it.’ 


He would defeat this Demigod on his own. 


Chapter 162: Proof(2) 


Suddenly, a huge bow appeared in Milled’s hand. 
‘A longbow?’ 


It was much larger than a regular longbow as its size easily 
surpassed 2 meters. 


Frey narrowed his eyes. He hadn’t expected the Demigod to 
draw a weapon at that moment. 


‘Is he a Demigod with a power similar to Riki's?’ 


For example, the power of the bow. Of course, he couldn’t 
just jump to conclusions simply because a weapon had been 
drawn. 


Although he wasn’t as strong as Riki, Frey still decided to 
stay cautious in case this Demigod had something up his 
sleeve. 


Moreover, the moment Milled pulled back the bowstring, 
Frey became suspicious. 


There were no arrows to be seen touching the taut 
bowstring. In other words, Milled was just pulling back the 
string. 
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Frey instantaneously gathered his mana and cast a barrier 
spell. 


Pit. 


The sound of the bowstring being released was very faint, 
but the power behind the attack was beyond imagination. 


Crack! 


ll l ” 


This barrier, which could stop even the strongest 7 star 
spells, was shattered in an instant. Frey bent his back to the 
limit, and something shot past his chin. 


It didn’t touch him, but he still felt chills from the attack. 
‘Invisible arrow.’ 
No. It was something else. 


Nothing was actually launched into the air. Perhaps he was 
shooting his divine power like an arrow. 


Boom! 


The sound alone was enough to send shivers down his spine. 
Despite losing some of its power because of the barrier, the 
invisible projectile still smashed the dunes behind him to 
pieces. 


He didn’t look back, but he could already imagine how 
horrific a sight it was. 


Paht. 


Frey quickly reapplied his barrier while Milled smirked and 
pulled back his bowstring once again. 


“Are you just going to keep using your barrier? Wouldn’t it 
be better to use your Absolute Field?” 


“You're so meddlesome. | know what I’m doing, so don’t 
worry about it.” (TL: strange conversation...) 


“Kukuku. Right, you wouldn’t want to use it from the start. 
After all, even if you are a 9 star Wizard with a lot of mana, 
you wouldn’t be able to maintain Absolute Field for a long 
time.” 


He knew about Absolute Field. That meant that he’d either 
fought a 9 star Wizard before or he’d heard about it from 
someone. 


Most Demigods would be the former, but it was possible that 
Milled was the latter. After all, he was a Demigod who was 
unusually interested in humans. 


‘If that’s the case, then there’s a chance.’ 


There was a very large difference between something you 
were told about and something you experienced personally. 


Pipipit. 
The bowstring snapped once again. 


Frey was also concentrated on the sound, so he didn’t miss 
the three separated sounds from the bowstring. 


Crack! 


Once again, his barrier broke. However, Frey had perfectly 
avoided the three arrows. 


In a way, they were much easier to avoid than the first. It 
was a small difference, but it was still noticeable. 


Milled’s expression changed a little. 
‘He’s a Wizard, yet he was able to move so quickly...’ 


It was impossible to avoid his arrows so easily. The arrows he 
fired traveled at the speed of sound. 


There was no need to reload, and there was less wind 
resistance since the object that was traveling was just a 
mass of divine power without a real physical body. 


Even Master class Knights or First class Magic warriors who 
had trained their bodies to the limit would not be able to 
easily avoid his arrows. 


At this sight, Milled couldn’t help but feel a chill for a 
moment. 


‘What kind of human...’ 


The threat of the invisible arrows when they first appeared 
was beyond imagination. Even the vast majority of skilled 
fighters would lose their lives to the first arrow without 
knowing what happened. 


However, this man had been able to immediately grasp the 
fact that he had no arrows on his bow and deploy an 
omnidirectional barrier to defend against whatever attack 
that might have come. 


His instantaneous judgment and level-headedness were so 
surprisingly sharp and accurate that Milled was 
dumbfounded for a moment. 


Even at that moment. 


Frey’s eyes were locked onto his bow. 


By looking at where the bow was being aimed, he was able 
to predict the approximate path that the invisible arrows 
would take. 


Then, with his barrier, he would be able to slow the arrow 
down enough, allowing him to avoid it. 


Composure, observation, and reaction speed. If even one of 
these was not up to par, then such a thing would have not 
been possible. 

‘With Demigods... no. This guy is experienced in every way.’ 


A Demigod, who had lived for thousands of years, was 
thinking this. 


This fact alone increased the man’s danger level by several 
times. 


He had to kill him here. 

Suddenly, Milled’s expression changed. 

From the tip of Frey’s foot, ice spikes began shooting up. 
They were so powerful and sharp that even steel would be 


torn apart. 


The power of this spell, which was cast silently and without 
any prior warning, was extremely shocking. 


But Milled’s response to it was simple. 
He lifted his right foot, and he stopped on the sand lightly. 
Kakakang! 


This simple stomp shattered all of the ice spikes. 


Frey clicked his tongue. 


This was certainly a Demigod. Not only his power but even 
his physical abilities were beyond imagination. 


Although it wasn’t easy to spread an impact over sand, he 
was still able to destroy the spell completely. 


“Show me more.” 
He could win. 
Thinking this, Frey called up his mana. 


The opponent was an archer. Although Frey had already 
shown the ability to crush the thought of archery, it 
shouldn’t be forgotten that his opponent was a Demigod. 


In any case, the important thing was that the man’s main 
weapon was a bow. Therefore, this meant there were two 
ways to deal with Milled. 


One was an ultra close-range battle, and the other was to 
not give him the chance to draw his bow. 


And Frey, a Wizard, naturally chose the latter. 
Paht. 

He spread both his arms wide. 

Motion casting. 


Ice spread out from Frey’s feet and covered the entire area. 
The night sky and the darkened ground also brightened up 
considerably. 


The sun hadn't risen. It was simply a rain of fireballs from 
the sky. 


Milled looked back as he felt a strong gust, only to find 
hundreds of Hyperbolts pouring in from all sides. 


‘And his barrier is still up.’ 
Milled snorted as he saw this. 


He was operating five different spells at the same time. The 
power of this attack was enough to destroy the entire area. 


But this much wouldn’t be able to kill him. He was sure this 
human knew that as well. 


These spells were probably just to deceive him. Perhaps the 
real dagger would be hidden among them. 


Milled then put his hand in the pouch at his waist before 
pulling something out of it. 


Frey drew a breath. 
‘An arrow?’ 
It wasn’t an ordinary arrow. 


This was natural. After all, a normal arrow would not be able 
to handle divine power. Instead, it would gain numerous 
flaws and impurities, and its power would be greatly 
reduced. 


Milled smiled as he nocked the arrow on his bow. 
Then, the smile grew larger. 


Tung. 


The bowstring sounded, but this time, it was accompanied 
by powerful air pressure. 


As if it had been concentrated in one place before bursting 
in an instant, the air exploded, causing a massive, 
omnidirectional shockwave. 


The spells Frey cast disappeared in an instant, and even his 
barrier shook heavily. 


That wasn’t all. 
Rather, that was just the beginning. 


The wind pressure was simply akin to the wind that came 
when a Magic Warrior swung his fist. 


The real threat was the arrow that came out of Milled’s bow. 
Kwakwakwakwa! 
Calling it an arrow was not good enough. 


Frey felt like a Dragon was opening its huge maw in front of 
him. 


Milled’s attack literally destroyed the surroundings as it shot 
towards Frey. 


This wasn’t an attack that could be blocked by clumsy 
spells. It was also not small enough to easily dodge. 


Frey was forced to take out the dagger that he’d hidden. 
Flash. 


A dark red light shot out from Frey’s finger. This light, which 
he named Absolute Line, collided with Milled’s arrow. 


Gong! 
A huge explosion occurred. 


Gusts of wind, stronger than any sandstorm, swept through 
the area without mercy. 


A cloud of dust filled the surroundings, making it impossible 
to tell one direction from the others. 


Milled was stunned by the fact that his arrow was blocked. 


‘Absolute. They weren’t kidding when they said it had the 
power to tear space.’ 


It was truly ironic. 


The power that those who stood at the peak of the mortals 
had was very similar to the power of Lord, who stood at the 
peak of the Demigods. 


Of course, compared to Lord, they could only be compared 
to chicks who’d just started learning to walk. 


This could be seen from the fact that the red ‘light’ that he’d 
just used didn’t pierce through his ‘arrow’ and, instead, 
destroyed it. 


If it was Lord, his power would have instantly disintegrated 
the arrow together with Milled’s body. 


Of course, this fact didn’t make Milled feel any better. 


After all, it meant that Frey’s mana and his divine power 
were on the same level. 


“I'll admit it. You’re the most annoying human I’ve fought in 
almost 1,000 years.” 


Milled threw his bag into the air. 
Charuk. 


At that moment, arrows poured out of the bag, neatly 
forming a line behind Milled. 


They looked like a hundred majestic knights waiting for the 
Emperor’s order to charge forward. 


“As expected, the power of Absolute truly is amazing. But 
the reason why you’re not constantly using that power is 
quite obvious.” 
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“I’m certain that it must take a lot of mana to use. Which is 
natural. After all, it’s not easy for a mortal to use such 
power.” 


Milled laughed happily. 


“On the other hand, I’ve trained my powers for thousands of 
years. We’re on completely different levels. As long as | drag 
this battle out, l'Il win easily.” 


“You trained for thousands of years? Haha.” 
Frey laughed at those words. 


“Enough of your bullshit. If you trained your powers for such 
a long time, the continent would already be in your hands.” 


Demigods weren’t hardworking. They just ‘had’ the divine 
power they received from birth. 


They never tried to think about how to develop their powers 
further or how to use them more efficiently. 


That was at least one thing Frey knew about the Demigods 
for certain. 


Frey grit his teeth. 


“If you guys had the dignity to match your years, maybe this 
hatred | feel would not have existed.” 


“Hmph...” 


Milled grabbed one of his arrows before knocking it and 
pulling the bowstring as far back as he could. 


“Let’s have a war of attrition, then. Every arrow behind me is 
equivalent to the attack | just did. But you? How many times 
can you use that beam of light?” 


Milled laughed as he said. 
“I hope you can enjoy it at least a dozen times.” 


“Is that the only conclusion you’ve reached after our 
conversation? To push through with brute force? That’s a 
pretty lousy tactic.” 


“Kuku. That’s a pretty cheap provocation. Should | take that 
to mean this method is the most troublesome for you?” 


Frey’s eyes sank. 

Then, the bowstring sounded. 
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9 stars was a completely different level of existence. 


Mana. 


Only by fully understanding this energy that formed the 
basis of Magical Science would one be qualified to handle 
the power of ‘Absolute’ which interfered deeply with space 
and matter. 


The precursor appeared during the period of 8 stars. By 
integrating their mana rooms, Wizards would be able to 
interfere with a small portion of space, in which no one but 
the user would be able to use mana. 


However, the power of Absolute wasn’t limited to mana. It 
directly interfered with space itself, which was a higher 
concept. 


In other words, using the power of Absolute meant to 
become the absolute being in a certain portion of space. 


Milled’s words were right. It wasn’t a power that a mortal 
could easily make use of. 


Even if the mana consumption was overlooked, the mental 
toll it took was quite significant. 


That was why this match actually turned in Frey’s favor. 
“Haak...! Haak...!” 

Milled panted heavily. His blood shot eyes staring at Frey. 
‘This can’t... this can’t be...’ 


There were times in the past when Demigods were defeated. 
However, none of the Demigods who heard about this ever 
thought they would join that group. 


Milled was the same. 


He’d heard that humans were being especially daring these 
days, but he’d never been wary because of this news. 


He simply thought that if they came to him, he would 
trample them; that was all. 


However, that turned out to not be the case. 


Frey’s expression remained unchanged. He was still calm 
after using the power of Absolute a countless number of 
times. 


His powers were also beyond imagination. 


In the second clash, Milled realised that his hidden reserves 
had dropped by 30%. 


Then, there were the subsequent clashes. 

3rd... 4th... 5th... 

By the 7th clash, Milled had collapsed to one knee. 
This couldn’t have been any more ironic. 


Lord had imprisoned Frey in the Abyss in order to break his 
mind. That was the worst punishment that Lord could think 
of at the time. 


However, Frey had escaped that hell. 


He had endured it. And in the end, that torture ended up 
becoming the fuel for his growth. 


